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NOTICE. 


The  Lectures  forming  this  volume  were  delivered  at  the 
Surrey  Institution  in  1818,  and  published  immediately  af- 
terwards. The  present  Edition,  however,  contains  some 
additions  from  other  sources,  collected  by  the  author,  ap- 
parently with  a  view  to  a  reprint  of  the  volume,  which 
additions  are  distinguished  by  brackets.  Some  of  these 
are  taken  from  an  article  contributed  by  the  author  to  the 
Morning  Chronicle  in,  I  think,  1813,  and  the  rest  are 
critical  prefaces,  written  by  my  father  for  Mr.  Oxberry's 
Editions  of  the  various  Plays  remarked  upon.  Having 
determined  upon  the  speedy  publication,  in  a  collective 
form,  of  the  whole  of  my  father's  writings  on  Art,  and 
Artists,  together  with  some  pieces  on  these  subjects  not 
hitherto  edited,  I  at  first  conceived  it  advisable  to  transfer 
the  'Lecture  on  Hogarth'  to  this  latter  work,  where,  pos- 
sibly, in  some  points  of  view,  it  might  appear  better  placed ; 
but,  on  reflection,  I  have  retained  that  Lecture  in  its  ori- 
ginal position ;  for,  after  all,  Hogarth  was  a  comic  writer, 
and  one  of  our  best ;  the  only  diflFerence  is,  that  he  wrote 

on  canvass. 
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LECTURE  L— INTRODUCTORY.    ^ 

On  Wit  and  Hmnour. 

Mai^  is  the  only  animal  that  laughs  and  weeps ;  for  he  is  the 
only  animal  that  is  struck  with  the  difference  hetween  what 
things  are,  and  what  they  ought  to  he.  We  weep  at  what 
thwarts  or  exceeds  our  desires  in  serious  matters:  we  laugh  at 
what  only  disappoints  our  expectations  in  trifles.  We  shed  tears 
from  sympathy  with  real  and  necessary  distress ;  as  we  hurst 
into  laughter  from  want  of  sympathy  with  that  which  is  unrea- 
sonahle  and  unnecessary,  the  ahsurdity  of  which  provokes  our 
spleen  or  mirth,  rather  than  any  serious  reflections  on  it 

To  explain  the  nature  of  laughter  and  tears,  ia  to  account  fw 
tl^e  condition  of  human  life ;  for  it  is  in  a  manner  compounded 
of  these  two !  It  is  a  tragedy  or  a  comedy — sad  or  merry,  as  it 
liappens.  The  crimes  and  misfortunes  that  are  inseparable  from 
it,  shock  and  wound  the  mind  when  they  once  seize  upon  it, 
and  when  the  pressure  can  no  longer  he  borne,  seek  relief  in 
tears :  the  follies  and  absurdities  that  men  commit,  or  the  odd 
accidents  that  befal  them,  afibrd  us  amusemenl  ftom  \^<&  ^^tn[ 
rejection  of  these  false  claims  upon  our  sympaliSDLY,  wA  eiA'w^ 
iai^Jiier    If  everything  that  went  wrong,  i£  e\et^  '«k*?j  ^ 
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weakness  in  another  gave  us  a  sensible  pang,  it  would  be  hard 
indeed :  but  as  long  as  the  disagreeableness  of  the  consequences 
of  a  sudden  disaster  is  kept  out  of  sight  by  the  immediate  oddity 
of  the  circumstances,  and  the  absurdity  or  unaccountableness 
of  a  foolish  action  is  the  most  striking  thing  in  it,  the  ludicrous 
prevails  over  the  pathetic,  and  we  receive  pleasure  instead  of 
pain  from  the  farce  of  Kfe  which  is  played  before  us,  and  which 
discomposes  our  gravity  as  often  as  it  fails  to  move  our  anger  or 
our  pity ! 

Tears  may  be  considered  as  the  natural  and  involuntary  re- 
source of  the  mind  overcome  by  some  sudden  and  violent  emo- 
tion, before  it  has  had  time  to  reconcile  its  feelings  to  the  change 
of  circumstances :  while  laughter  may  be  defined  to  be  the  same 
sort  of  convulsive  and  involuntary  movement,  occasioned  by 
mere  surprise  or  contrast  (in  the  absence  of  any  more  serious 
emotion,)  before  it  has  time  to  reconcile  its  belief  to  contradicto- 
ry appearances.  If  we  hold  a  mask  before  our  face,  and  ap- 
proach a  child  vnth  this  disguise  on,  it  will  at  first,  from  the 
oddity  and  incongruity  of  the  appearance,  be  inclined  to  laugh ; 
if  we  go  nearer  to  it,  steadily,  and  without  saying  a  wojd,  it 
will  begin  to  be  alarmed,  and  be  half-inclined  to  cry :  if  we  sud- 
denly take  off  the  mask,  it  will  recover  from  its  fears,  and  burst 
out  a-laughing ;  but  if,  instead  of  presenting  the  old  well-known 
countenance,  we  have  concealed  a  satyr's  head  cm  some  fright^ 
caricature  behind  the  first  mask,  the  suddenness  of  the  diange 
win  not  in  this  case  be  a  source  of  merriment  to  it,  but  will  con* 
Y«rt  its  surprise  into  an  agony  of  consternation,  and  will  makd 
it  scream  out  for  help,  even  though  it  may  be  convinced  that  ib» 
whole  is  a  trick  at  bottom. 

The  alternation  of  tears  and  laughter,  in  this  lit^  episode  in 
eommon  life,  depends  almost  entirely  on  the  greater  or  less  de- 
gree of  interest  attached  to  the  different  changes  of  appearance. 
.  The  mere  suddenness  of  the  transition,  the  mer^  baulking 
oar  expectations,  and  turning  them  abruptly  into  another  chim- 
nel,  seems  to  give  additional  liveliness  and  gaiety  to  the  animal 
spirits;  but  the  instant  the  change  is  not  only  sudden,  but 
threatens  serious  consequences,  or  calls  up  the  i^ape  of  danger, 
^etmr  supenedes  our  disposition  to  mirth,  and  laughter  gives 
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place  to  tears.  It  is  usual  to  play  with  infants,  and  make  them 
laugh  by  clapping  your  hands  suddenly  before  them ;  but  if 
you  clapped  your  hands  too  loud,  or  too  near  their  sight,  their 
countenances  immediately  change,  and  they  hide  them  in  thft 
nurse's  arms.  Or  suppose  the  same  child,  grown  up  a  littl* 
older,  comes  to  a  place,  expecting  to  meet  a  person  it  is  particu^ 
larly  fond  of,  and  does  not  find  that  person  there,  its  countenance 
suddenly  falls,  its  lips  begin  to  quiver,  its  cheek  turns  pale,  its 
eye  glistens,  and  it  vents  its  little  sorrow  (grown  too  big  to  be 
concealed)  in  a  flood  of  tears.  Again,  if  the  child  meets  the 
same  person  unexpectedly  after  a  long  absence,  the  same  effect 
will  be  produced  by  an  excess  of  joy,  with  different  accompani- 
ments ;  that  is,  the  surprise  and  the  emotion  excited  will  make 
the  blood  come  into  his  face,  his  eyes  sparkle,  his  tongue  &Iter 
or  be  mute,  but  in  either  case  the  tears  will  gush  to  his  relief| 
and  lighten  the  pressure  about  his  heart  On  the  other  hand, 
if  a  child  is  playing  at  hide-and-seek,  or  blind-man's-buff,  with, 
persons  it  is  ever  so  fond  of,  and  either  misses  them  where  it 
had  made  sure  of  finding  them,  or  suddenly  runs  up  against 
them  where  it  had  least  expected  it,  the  shock  or  additional  im^ 
petus  given  to  the  imagination  by  the  disappointment  or  the  dis- 
covery, in  a  matter  of  this  indifference,  will  only  vent  itself  in  a 
fit  of  laughter.*  The  transition  here  is  not  from  one  thing  of 
importance  to  another,  or  from  a  state  of  indifference  to  a  state 
of  strong  excitement;  but  merely  ^m  one  impression  to  an- 
other that  we  did  not  at  all  expect,  and  when  we  had  expected 
just  the  contrary.  The  mind  having  been  led  to  form  a  certain 
conclusion,  and  the  result  producing  an  inmiediate  solution  of 
continuity  in  the  chain  of  our  ideas,  this  «ltemate  excitement 
and  relaxation  of  the  imagination,  the  object  also  striking  upon 
the  mind  more  vividly  in  its  loose  unsettled  state,  and  be- 
fore it  has  had  time  to  recover  and  collect  itself,  causes  that 
alternate  excitement  and  relaxation,  or  irregular  convulsive 
movement  ci  the  muscular  and  nervous  system,  which  consti- 

*  A  child  that  has'  hid  itself  out  of  the  way  in  sport,  is  under  a  great 
temptation  to  laugh  at  the  unconsciousness  of  others  as  to  \\a  «al\\ASaoii.    K. 
person  concealed  from  awflflwirW;  kin  do  danger  of  beti«jm^\)OA «SraA9QSS0k 
hjbmglung. 


4  ON  WIT  AND  HUMOUR.  [lectori  i. 

lutes  physical  laughter.  The  discorUinuous  in  our  sensations 
produces  a  correspondent  jar  and  discord  in  the  frame.  The 
steadiness  of  our  faith  and  of  our  features  begins  to  give  way  at 
the  same  time.  We  turn  with  an  incredulous  smile  from  a 
ttory  that  staggers  our  belief:  and  we  are  ready  to  split  our 
sides  with  laughing  at  an  extravagance  that  sets  all  common 
sense  and  serious  concern  at  defiance. 

To  understand  or  define  the  ludicrous,  we  must  first  know 
what  the  serious  is.  Now  the  serious  is  the  habitual  stress 
which  the  mind  lays  upon  the  expectation  of  a  given  order  of 
events,  following  one  another  with  a  certaiu;  regularity  and 
weight  of  interest  attached  to  them.  When  this  stress  is  in- 
creased beyond  its  usual  pitch  of  intensity,  so  as  to  overstrain 
the  feelings  by  the  violent  opposition  of  good  to  bad,  or  of  ob- 
jects to  our  desires,  it  becomes  the  pathetic  or  tragical.  The 
ludicrous,  or  comic,  is  the  unexpected  loosening  or  relaxing  this 
stress  below  its  usual  pitch  of  intensity,  by  such  an  abrupt  trans- 
.position  of  the  order  of  our  ideas,  as  taking  the  mind  unawares, 
throws  it  ofi*  its  guard,  startles  it  into  a  lively  sense  of  pleasure, 
and  leaves  no  time  nor  inclination  for  painful  reflections. 

The  essence  of  the  laughable  then  is  the  incongruous,  the 
disconnecting  one  idea  from  another,  or  the  jostling  of  one  feel- 
ing against  another.  The  first  and  most  obvious  cause  of  laugh- 
ter is  to  be  found  in  the  simple  succession  of  events,  as  in  the 
sudden  shifting  of  a  disguise,  or  some  unlooked-for  accident, 
without  any  absurdity  of  character  or  situation.  The  accidental 
contradiction  between  our  expectations  and  the  event  can  hardly 
be  said,  however,  to  amount  to  the  ludicifous ;  it  is  merely  laugh- 
able. The  ludicrous  is  where  there  is  the  same  contradiction 
between  the  object  and  our  expectations,  heightened  by  some 
deformity  or  inconvenience,  that  is,  by  its  being  contrary  to 
what  is  customary  or  desirable ;  as  the  ridiculous,  which  is  the 
highest  degree  of  the  laughable,  is  that  which  is  contrary  not 
only  to  custom  but  to  sense  and  reason,  or  is  a  voluntary  depar- 
ture from  what  we  have  a  right  to  expect  from  those  who  are 
conscious  of  absurdity  and  propriety  in  words,  looks,  and  actions. 

Of  these  different  kinds  or  degrees  of  the  laughable,  the  first 
h  the  most  shallow  and  short-lived\  foi  the  instant  the  imme- 
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diate  surprise  of  a  thing's  merely  happening  one  way  or  another 
is  over,  there  is  nothing  to  throw  us  back  upon  our  former  expec- 
tation, and  renew  our  wonder  at  the  event  a  second  time.  The 
second  sort,  that  is,  the  ludicrous  arising  out  of  the  improbable 
or  distressing,  is  more  deep  and  lasting,  either  because  the  pain- 
ful catastrophe  excites  a  greater  curiosity,  or  because  the  old 
imprei^ion,  from  its  habitual  hold  on  the  imagination,  still  re- 
curs mechanically,  so  that  it  is  longer  before  we  can  seriously 
make  up  our  minds  to  the  unaccountable  deviation  from  it.  The 
third  sort,  or  the  ridiculous  arising  out  of  absurdity  as  well  as 
improbability,  that  is,  where  the  defect  or  weakness  is  of  a  man's 
own  seeking,  is  the  most  refined  of  all,  but  not  always  so  plea- 
sant as  the  last,  because  the  same  contempt  and  disapprobation 
which  sharpens  and  subtilises  our  sense  of  the  impropriety,  adds 
a  severity  to  it  inconsistent  with  perfect  ease  and  enjoyment 
This  last  species  is  properly  the  province  of  satire.  The  princi- 
ple of  contrast  is,  however,  the  same  in  all  the  stages,  in  the 
simply  laughable,  the  ludicrous,  the  ridiculous ;  and  the  effect 
is  only  the  more  complete,  the  more  durably  and  pointedly  this 
principle  operates. 

To  give  some  examples  in  these  different  kinds.  We  laugh, 
when  children,  at  the  sudden  removing  of  a  paste-board  mask : 
we  laugh,  when  grown  up,  more  gravely  at  the  tearing  off  the 
mask  of  deceit.  We  laugh  at  absurdity;  we  laugh  at  deform- 
ity. We  laugh  at  a  bottle-nose  in  a  caricature;  at  a  stuffed 
figure  of  an  alderman  in  a  pantomime,  and  at  the  tale  of  Slau- 
kenbergius.  A  dwarf  standing  by  a  giant  makes  a  contemptible 
figure  enough.  Rosinante  and  Dapple  are  laughable  from  con- 
trast, as  their  masters  from  the  same  principle  make  two  for  a 
pair.  We  laugh  at  the  dress  of  foreigners,  and  they  at  ours. 
Three  chimney-sweepers  meeting  three  Chinese  in  Lincoln's 
Inn  Fields,  they  laughed  at  one  another  till  they  were  ready  to 
drop  down.  Country  people  laugh  at  a  person  because  they 
never  saw  him  before.  Any  one  dressed  in  the  height  of  the 
feshion,  or  quite  out  of  it,  is"  equally  an  object  of  ridicule.  One 
rich  source  of  the  ludicrous  is  distress  with  wbieVi  '^e  cacwMiX. 
sympathise  from  its  absurdity  or  insignificance.  'WomewX^LVx.^ 
at  their  lovers.     We  laugh  at  a  damned  autlioT,  in  s^VVe  ol  omx 
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teeth,  and  though  he  may  be  our  friend.    '^  There  is  something 

;in  the  misfortunes  of  our  best  friends  that  pleases  us."  We 
hugh  at  people  on  the  top  of  a  stage-coach,  or  in  it,  if  they  seem 
in  great  extremity.  It  is  hard  to  hinder  children  from  laughing 
at  a  stammerer,  at  a  negro,  at  a  drunken  man,  or  even  at  a  mad- 
man. We  laugh  at  mischief  We  laugh  at  what  we  do  not 
believe.  We  say  that  an  af^ment  or  an  assertion  that  is  very 
absurd,  is  quite  ludicrous.  We  laugh  to  show  our  satisfaction 
with  ourselves,  or  our  contempt  for  those  about  us,  or  to  conceal 
our  envy  or  our  ignorance.  We  laugh  at  fools,  and  at  those 
who  pretend  to  be  wise — at  extreme  simphcity,  awkwardness, 
hypocrisy,  and  affectation.  "  They  were  talking  of  me,"  sajrs 
Scrub,  "  for  they  laughed  cansumedly.**  Lord  Foppington*s  in- 
sensibility to  ridicule,  and  airs  of  ineffable  self-conceit,  are  no 
less  admirable ;  and  Joseph  Surface's  cant  maxims  of  morality, 
when  once  disarmed  of  their  power  to  do  hurt,  become  suffi- 
ciently ludicrous.     We  laugh  at  that  in  others  which  is  a  se- 

\  nous  matter  to  ourselves ;  because  our  self-love  is  stronger  than. 

\  our  sympathy,  sooner  takes  the  alarm,  and  instantly  turns  our 
heedless  mirth  into  gravity,  which  only  enhances  the  jest  to 
others.  Some  one  is  generally  sure  to  be  the  sufferer  by  a  joke. 
What  is  sport  to  one  is  death  to  another.  It  is  only  very  sensi- 
ble or  very  honest  people  who  laugh  as  freely  at  their  own  ab- 
surdities as  at  those  of  their  neighbours.  In  general  the  contrary 
rule  holds,  and  we  only  laugh  at  those  misfortunes  in  which  we 
are  spectators,  not  sharers.  The  injury,  the  disappointment, 
[^ame,  and  vexation  that  we  feel  put  a  stop  to  our  mirth ;  while 
the  disasters  that  come  home  to  us,  and  excite  our  repugnance 
and  dismay,  are  an  amusing  spectacle  to  others.  The  greater 
resistance  we  make,  and  the  greater  the  perplexity  into  which 
we  are  thrown,  the  more  lively  and  piqutmi  is  the  intellectual 
display  of  cross-purposes  to  the  by-standers.  Our  humiliation 
is  their  triumph.  We  are  occupied  with  the  disagreeableness 
of  the  result  instead  of  its  oddity  or  unexpectedness^  Others  see 
only  the  conflict  of  motives  and  the  sudden  alternation  of  events 
— ^we  feel  the  pain  as  well,  which  more  than  counterbalances 
the  speculative  entertainment  we  might  receive  from  the  con- 

tempJation  of  our  abstrsLCt  situation. 
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Yon  cannot  force  people  to  langh,  you  cannot  give  a  leaaoia 
why  they  should  laugh ; — ^they  must  laugh  of  themselyes,  or 
not  at  all.  As  we  laugh  from  a  spontaneous  impulse,  we  laugh 
die  more  at  any  restraint  upon  this  impulse.  We  laugh  at  a 
thing  merely  hecause  we  ought  not.  K  we  think  we  must  not 
laugh,  this  perverse  impediment  makes  our  temptation  to  laugh 
the  greater ;  for  by  endeavouring  to  keep  the  obnoxious  imag« 
out  of  sight,  it  comes  upon  us  more  irresistibly  and  repeatedly, 
and  the  inclination  to  indulge  our  mirth,  the  longer  it  is  held 
back,  collects  its  force,  and  breaks  out  the  more  violently  in  peak 
of  laughter.  In  like  manner  anything  we  must  not  think  of 
makes  us  laugh,  by  its  coming  upon  us  by  stealth  and  unawares, 
and  from  the  very  efforts  we  make  to  exclude  it  A  secret,  a 
loose  word,  a  wanton  jest,  makes  people  laugh.  Aretine  laughed 
himself  to  death  at  hearing  a  lascivious  story.  Wickedness  is 
oflen  made  a  substitute  for  wit ;  and  in  most  of  our  good  old 
comedies  the  intrigue  of  the  plot  and  the  double  meaning  of  the 
dialogue  go  hand-in-hand,  and  keep  up  the  ball  with  wonderful 
spirit  between  them.  The  consciousness,  however  it  may  arise^ 
that  there  is  something  that  we  ought  to  look  grave  at,  is  almost 
always  a  signal  for  laughter  outright :  we  can  hardly  keep  our 
countenance  at  a  sermon,  a  funeral,  or  a  wedding.  What  an> 
excellent  old  custom  was  that  of  throwing  the  stocking !  What 
a  deal  of  innocent  mirth  has  been  spoiled  by  the  disuse  of  iti 
It  is  not  an  easy  matter  to  preserve  decorum  in  courts  of  justice  f 
the  smallest  circumstance  that  interferes  with  the  solemnity  of 
the  proceedings  throws  the  whole  place  into  an  uproar  of  laugl^ 
ter.  People  at  the  point  of  death  often  say  smart  things.  Sir 
Thomas  More  jested  with  his  executioner :  Rabelais  and  Wycher- 
ley  both  died  with  a  bon-mot  in  their  mouths. 

Misunderstandings  {maleTUendus,)  where  one  person  means 
one  thing,  and  another  is  aiming  at  something  else,  are  another 
great  source  of  comic  humour,  on  the  same  principle  of  ambi-^ 
guity  and  contrast. 

There  is  a  high-wrought  instance  of  this  in  the  dialogue  ben 
tween  Aimwell  and  Gibbet,  in  the  ^  Beaux'  Stratage^^  ^\i<^a!^ 
Aimwell  mistake5  bis  companion  for  an  of&cei  m  «^  xa^i^bsa^ 
regiment,  and  Gibbet  takes  it  for  granted  that  tYie  gca\\ftTWKii\a 
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a  highwayman.  The  alarm  and  consternation  occasioned  by 
some  one  saying  to  him  in  the  course  of  common  conversation, 
''I  apprehend  you,"  is  the  most  ludicrous  thing  in  that  admi- 
rably natural  and  powerful  performance,  Mr.  Emery's  '  Robert 
Tyke.'  Again,  unconsciousoiess  in  the  person  himself  of  what 
he  is  about,  or  of  what  others  think  of  him,  is  also  a  great 
heightener  of  the  sense  of  absurdity.  It  makes  it  come  the  fuller 
home  upon  us  from  his  insensibility  to  it.  His  simplicity  sets 
off  the  satire,  and  gives  it  a  finer  edge.  It  is  a  more  extreme 
case  still  where  the  person  is  aware  of  being  the  object  of  ridi- 
cule, and  yet  seems  perfectly  reconciled  to  it  as  a  matter  of 
course.  So  wit  is  oflen  the  more  forcible  and  pointed  for  being 
dry  and  serious,  for  it  then  seeons  as  if  die  speaker  himself  had 
no  intention  in  it,  and  we  were  the  first  to  find  it  out.  Irony, 
as  a  species  of  wit,  owes  its  force  to  the .  same  principle.  In 
such  cases  it  is  the  contrast  between  the  appearance  and  the 
reality,  the  suspense  of  belief,  and  the  seeming  incongruity, 
that  gives  point  to  the  ridicule,  and  makes  it  enter  the 
deeper  when  the  first  impression  is  overcome.  Excessive  im- 
pudence, as  in  the  'Liar;'  or  excessive  modesty,  as  in  the 
hero  of  'She  Stoops  to  Conquer;'  or  a  mixture  of  the  two, 
as  in  the  '  Busy  Body,'  are  equally  amusing.  Lying  is  a  spe- 
cies of  wit  and  humour.  To  lay  anything  to  a  person's  charge 
from  which  he  is  perfectly  free,  shows  spirit  and  invention  ;  and 
the  more  incredible  the  effrontery,  the  greater  is  the  joke. 

There  is  nothing  more  powerfully  humorous  than  what  is 
«alled  keeping  in  comic  character,  as  we  see  it  very  finely  exem- 
plified in  Sancho  Panza  and  Don  Gluixote.  The  proverbial 
phlegm  and  the  romantic  gravity  of  these  two  celebrated  persons 
may  be  regarded  as  the  height  of  this  kind  of  excellence. 
The  deep  feeling  of  character  strengthens  the  sense  of  the  ludi- 
crous. Keeping  in  comic  character  is  consistency  in  absurdity ; 
a  determined  and  laudable  attachment  to  the  incongruous  and 
singular.  The  regularity  completes  the  contradiction ;  for  the 
number  of  instances  of  deviation  from  the  right  line,  branching 
out  in  all  directions,  shows  the  inveteracy  of  the  original  bias  ta 
«ny  extravagance  or  folly,  the  natural  improbability,  as  it  were^ 
^ocreasing  every  time  with  the  mulup\ic«t\ioii  of  chaxvces  for  a 
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return  to  common  sense,  and  in  the  end  mountiof  up  to  an  in- 
credible and  unaccountably  ridiculous  height,  when  we  find 
our  expectations  as  invariably  baffled.  The  most  curious  prob- 
lem of  all,  is  this  truth  of  absurdity  to  itself  That  reason  and 
good  sense  should  be  tx)nsistent,  is  not  wonderful:  but  that 
caprice,  and  whim,  and  fantastical  prejudice,  should  be  uniform 
and  in&llible  in  their  results,  is  the  surprising  thing.  But  while 
this  characteristic  clue  to  absurdity  helps  on  the  ridicule,  it  also 
softens  and  harmonises  its  excesses ;  and  the  ludicrous  is  here 
blended  with  a  certain  beauty  and  decorum,  from  this  very  truth 
of  habit  and  sentiment,  or  from  the  principle  of  similitude  and 
dissimilitude.  The  devotion  to  nonsense,  and  enthusiasm  about 
trifles,  is  highly  aflecting  as  a  moral  iesson :  it  is  one  of  the 
striking  weaknesses  and  greatest  happinesses  of  our  nature. 
That  which  excites  so  lively  and  lasting  an  interest  in  itself 
even  though  it  should  not  be  wisdom,  is  not  despicable  in  the 
sight  of  reason  and  humanity.  We  cannot  suppress  the  smile 
on  the  lip ;  but  the  tear  should  also  stand  ready  to  start  from 
the  eye.  The  history  of  hobby-horses  is  equally  instructive  and 
delightful ;  and  after  the  pair  I  have  just  alluded  to.  My  Uncle 
Toby's  is  one  of  the  best  and  gentlest  that  "  ever  lifted  leg !" 
The  inconveniences,  odd  accidents,  falls,  and  bruises  to  which 
they  expose  their  riders,  contribute  their  share  to  the  amusement 
of  the  spectators ;  and  the  blows  and  wounds  that  the  Knight  of 
the  Sorrowful  Countenance  received  in  his  many  perilous  ad- 
ventures, have  applied  their  healing  influence  to  many  a  hurt 
mind. — In  what  relates  to  the  laughable,  as  it  arises  from  un- 
foreseen accidents  or  self-willed  scrapes,  the  paio,  the  shame,  the 
mortification,  and  utter  helplessness  of  situation,  add  to  the  joke, 
provided  they  are  momentary,  or  overwhelming  only  to  the  ima- 
gination of  the  sufierer.'  Malvolio's  punishment  aad  apprehen- 
sions are  as  comic,  from  our  knowing  that  they  are  not  real,  as 
Christopher  Sly's  drunken  transformation  and  short-lived  dream 
of  happiness  are  for  the  like  reason.  Parson  Adams's  fall  into 
the  tub  at  the  Squire's,  or  his  being  discovered  in  bed  with  Mrs. 
Slipslop,  though  pitiable,  are  laughable  accidents-^  not  do  ^^ 
read  with  much  gravj^  of  the  Joss  of  his  .EscViyW,  sctvovsa  ^a 
it  was  to  bim  at  the  time.    A  Scotch  clergymaiv,  aa  \ka  ^^a 
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going  to  chuieh,  seeing  a  spruce,  conceited  mechanic,  who  was 
walking  before  him,  suddenly  covered  all  over  with  dirt,  either 
by  falling  into  the  kennel,  or  by  some  other  calamity  be&Uing 
him,  smiled  and  passed  on ;  but  afterwards  seeing  the  same  per- 
son, who  had  stopped  to  refii,  seated  directly  facing  him  in  the 
gallery,  with  a  look  of  perfect  satisfaction  and  composure,  as  if 
nothing  of  the  sort  had  happened  to  him,  the  idea  of  his  late 
disaster  and  present  self-complacency  struck  him  so  powerfully, 
that,  unable  to  resist  the  impulse,  he  flung  himself  back  in  the 
pulpit,  and  laughed  till  he  could  laugh  no  longer.  I  remem- 
ber reading  a  story  in  an  odd  number  of  the  '  European  Maga- 
zine,' of  an  old  gentleman  who  used  to  walk  out  every  afternoon 
with  a  gold-headed  cane,  in  the  fields  opposite  Baltimore  House, 
"^yhich  were  then  open,  only  with  foot-paths  crossing  them.  He 
was  frequently  accosted  by  a  beggar  with  a  wooden  leg,  to 
whom  he  gave  money,  which  only  made  him  more  importunate. 
One  day,  when  he  was  more  troublesome  than  usual,  a  well- 
dressed  person  happening  to  come  up,  and  observing  how  saucy 
the  fellow  was,  said  to  the  gentleman,  ^  Sir,  if  you  will  lend  me 
your  cane  for  a  moment,  I'll  give  him  a  good  threshing  for  his 
impertinence."  The  old  gentleman,  smiling  at  the  proposal, 
handed  him  his  cane,  which  the  other  no  sooner  was  going  to 
apply  to  the  shoulders  of  the  culprit,  than  he  immediately  whip- 
ped off  his  wooden  leg,  and  scampered  off  with  great  alacrity, 
and  his  chastiser  after  him  as  hard  as  he  could  go.  The  faster 
the  one  ran  the  faster  the  oth^r  followed  him,  brandishing  ^e 
cane,  to  the  great  astonishment  of  the  gentleman  who  owned  it, 
till  having  fairly  crossed  the  fields,  they  suddenly  turned  a  cor- 
ner, and  nothing  more  was  seen  of  either  of  them. 

In  the  way  of  mischievous  adventure,  and  a  wanton  exhibi- 
tion of  ludicrous  weakness  in  character,  nothing  is  superior  to 
the  comic  parts  of  the  *  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.'  To 
take  only  the  set  of  stories  of  the  Ldttle  Hunchback,  who  was 
choked  with  a  bone,  and  the  Barber  of  Bagdad  and  his  seven 
brothers — there  is  that  of  the  tailor  who  was  persecuted  by  the 
miller's  wife,  and  who,  after  toiling  all  night  in  the  mill,  got 
iiothing  for  his  pains— of  another  who  fell  in  love  with  a  fine 
^jr^  who  pretended  to  return  his  paaaioii,  waii  ixmidxi^biTCLto 
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her  house,  as  the  preliminary  condition  of  her  favour,  had  his  "^ 
eyebrows  shaved,  his  clothes  stripped  off,  and  being  turned  loose  ' 
into  a  winding  gallery,  he  was  to  follow  her,  and  by  overtaking 
obtain  all  his  wishes,  but  after  a  turn  or  two,  stumbled  on  a  trap- 
door, and  fell  plump  into  the  street,  to  the  great  astonishment  of 
the  spectators  and  his  own,  shorn  of  his  eyebrows,  naked,  and 
without  a  Tay  of  hope  left : — ^that  of  the  castle-building  pedler, 
who  in  kicking  his  wife,  the  supposed  daughter  of  an  emperor, 
kicks  down  his  basket  of  glass,  the  brittle  foundation  of  his  ideal 
wealth,  his  good  fortune,  and  his  arrogance : — ^that,  again,  of  the 
beggar  who  dined  with  the  Barmecide,  and  feasted  with  him  on 
the  names  of  wines  and  dishes :  and,  last  and  best  of  all,  the 
inimitable  story  of  the  impertinent  Barber,  himself  one  of  the 
seven,  and  worthy  to  be  so ;  his  pertinacious,  incredible,  teasing, 
deliberate,  yet  unmeaning  folly,  his  wearing  out  the  patience 
of  the  young  gentleman  whom  he  is  sent  for  to  shave,  his  prepa- 
rations and  his  professions  of  speed,  his  taking  out  an  astrolabe 
to  measure  the  height  of  the  sun  while  his  razors  are  getting 
ready,  his  dancing  the  dance  of  Zimri  and  singing  the  song  of 
Zamtout,  his  disappointing  the  young  man  of  an  assignation, 
following  him  to  the  place  of  rendezvous,  and  alarming  the  mas- 
ter of  the  house  in  his  anxiety  for  his  safety,  by  which  his  un- 
fortunate patron  loses  his  hand  in  the  affray,  and  this  is  felt  as 
an  awkward  accident.  The  danger  which  the  same  loquacious 
person  is  afterwards  in  of  losing  his  head  for  want  of  saying 
who  he  was,  because  he  would  not  forfeit  his  character  of  being 
^justly  called  the  Silent,"  is  a  consummation  of  the  jest,  though, 
if  it  had  really  taken  place,  it  would  have  been  carrying  the 
joke  too  far.  There  axe  a  thousand  instances  of  the  same  sort  in 
ihe  Thousand  ana  One  Nights,  which  are  an  inexhaustible  mine 
of  comic  humour  and  invention,  and  which,  from  the  manners 
of  the  East  which  they  describe,  carry  the  principle  of  callous 
indifterence  in  a  jest  as  far  as  it  can  go.  The  serious  and  mar- 
vellous stories  in  that  work,  which  have  been  so  much  admired 
and  so  greedily  read,  appear  to  me  monstrous  and  abortive  fic- 
tions, like  disjointed  dreams,  dictated  by  a  pretetivalwi^  ^^^ 
of  arbitrary  and  despotic  power,  as  the  comic  and  tan^Vvat  «\otv^» 
BTB  rendered  proportioasdly  amusing  and  inteies\iTi^  ^tCL'^% 
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same  principle  operating  in  a  difierent  direction,  and  producing 
endless  uncertainty  and  vicissitude,  and  an  heroic  contempt  for 
the  untoward  accidents  and  petty  vexations  of  human  life.  It 
is  the  gaiety  of  despair,  the  mirth  and  laughter  of  a  respite 
during  pleasure  from  deatL  The  strongest  instances  of  ef- 
fectual and  harrowing  imagination  are  in  the  story  of  Amine 
and  her  three  sisters,  whom  she  led  by  her  side  as  a  leash  of 
hounds,  and  of  the  gad  who  nibbled  grains  of  rice  for  her  dinner, 
and  preyed  on  human  carcasses.  In  this  condemnation  of  the 
serious  parts  of  the  Arabian  Nights,  I  have  nearly  all  the  world, 
and  in  particular  the  author  of  the  'Ancient  Mariner,*  against 
me,  who  must  be  allowed  to  be  a  judge  of  such  matters,  and  who 
said,  with  a  subtlety  of  philosophical  conjecture  which  he  alone 
possesses,  that  '^  if  I  did  not  like  them,  it  was  because  I  did  not 
dream."  On  the  other  hand,  I  have  Bishop  A**'::'^ary  on  my 
side,  who,  in  a  letter  to  Pope,  fairly  confesses  that  "  he  could  not 
read  them  in  his  old  age." 

There  is  another  source  of  comic  humour  which  has  been 
but  little  touched  on  or  attended  to  by  the  critics — ^not  the  inflic- 
tion of  casual  pain,  but  the  pursuit  of  uncertain  pleasure  and  idle 
gallantry.  Half  the  business  and  gaiety  of  comedy  turns  upon 
this.  Most  of  the  adventures,  difficulties,  demurs,  hair-breadth 
'scapes,  disguises,  deceptions,  blunders,  disappointments,  successes, 
excuses,  all  the  dextrous  manoeuvres,  artful  innuendoes,  assigna- 
tions, billets-doux,  double  entendres,  sly  allusions,  and  elegant 
flattery,  have  an  eye  to  this — to  the  obtaining  of  those  "  favours 
secret,  sweet,  and  precious,"  in  which  love  and  pleasure  consist, 
and  which  when  attained,  and  the  equivoque  is  at  an  end,  the 
curtain  drops,  and  the  play  is  over.  All  the  attractions  of  a 
subject  that  can  only  be  glanced  at  indirectly,  that  is  a  sort  of 
forbidden  ground  to  the  imagination,  except  under  severe  restric- 
tions, which  are  constantly  broken  through ;  all  the  resources  it 
supplies  for  intrigue  and  invention  ;  the  bashfulness  of  the 
clownish  lover,  his  looks  of  alarm  and  petrified  astonishment ; 
the  foppish  affectation  and  easy  confidence  of  the  happy  man ; 
the  dress,  the  airs,  the  languor,  the  scorn,  and  indiflference  of  the 
fine  lady ;  the  bustle,  pertness,  loquaciousness,  and  tricks  of  the 
<^ambermaidj  the  impudence,  lies,  andiogaet^  of -thft  valet; 
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the  match-making  and  unmaking ;  the  wisdom  of  the  wise ;  the 
sayings  of  the  witty ;  the  folly  of  the  fool ;  "  the  soldier's,  schol- 
ar's, courtier's  eye,  tongue,  sword,  the  glass  of  fashion  and  the 
mould  of  form,"  have  all  a  view  to  this.  It  is  the  closet  of  Blue- 
Beard.  It  is  the  life  and  soul  of  Wycherley,  Congreve,  Van- 
brugh,  and  Farquhar's  plays.  It  is  the  salt  of  comedy,  without 
which  it  would  be  worthless  and  insipid.  It  makes  Horner  de- 
cent, and  Millamant  divine.  It  is  the  jest  between  Tattle  and 
Miss  Prue.  It  is  the  bait  with  which  Olivia,  in  the  '  Plain 
Dealer,'  plays  with  honest  Manly.  It  lurks  at  the  bottom  of  the 
catechism  which  Archer  teaches  Cherry,  and  which  she  learns 
by  heart.  It  gives  the  finishing  grace  to  Mrs.  Amlet's  confes- 
sion— "  Tliough  I'm  old,  I'm  chaste."  Valentine  and  his  An- 
gelica would  be  nothing  without  it ;  Miss  Peggy  would  not  be 
worth  a  gallant ;  and  Blender's  *  sweet  Anne  Page '  would  be  no 
more  !  "  The  age  of  comedy  would  be  gone,  and  the  glory  of' 
our  play-houses  extinguished  for  ever."  Our  old  comediels 
would  be  invaluable,  were  it  only  for  this,  that  they  keep  alive 
this  sentiment,  which  still  survives  in  all  its  fluttering  grace  and 
breathless  palpitations  on  the  stage. 

Humour  is  the  describing  the  ludicrous  as  it  is  in  itself;  wit  , 
is  the  exposing  it,  by  comparing  or  contrasting  it  with  something 
else.     Humour  is,  as  it  were,  the  growth  of  nature  and  acci* ; 
dent ;  wit  is  the  product  of  art  and  fancy.     Humour,  as  it  is  ! 
shown  in  books,  is  an  imitation  of  the  natural  or  acquired  ab- 
surdities of  mankind,  or  of  the  ludicrous  in  accident,  situation, 
and  character ;  wit  is  the  illustrating  and  heightening  the  sense 
of  that  absurdity  by  some  sudden  and  unexpected  likeness  or  op- 
position of  one  thing  to  another,  which  sets  off  the  quality  we 
laugh  at  or  despise  in  a  still  more  contemptible  or  striking  point 
of  view.     Wit,  as  distinguished  from  poetry,  is  the  imagination 
or  fancy  inverted  and  so  applied  to  given  objects,  as  to  make  the 
little  look  less,  the  mean  more  light  and  worthless ;  or  to  divert 
our  admiration  or  wean  our  affections  from  that  which  is  lofty 
and  impressive,  instead  of  producing  a  more  intense  admiration 
and  exalted  passion,  as  poetry  does.     Wit  may  sometimes^  in- 
deed, be  shown  in  compliments  as  well  as  satire*)  a&  va\)&k!&  c^TGir 
mon  epigram — 
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"  Accept  a  miracle,  instead  of  wit : 
See  two  dull  lines  with  Stanhope's  pencil  wzit" 

But  then  the  mode  of  paying  it  is  playful  and  ironical,  and  con- 
tradicts itself  in  the  very  act  of  making  its  own  performance  an 
humble  foil  to  another's.  Wit  hovers  roimd  the  borders  of  the 
light  and  trifling,  whether  in  matters  of  pleasure  or  pain ;  for  bs 
soon  as  it  describes  the  serious  seriously,  it  ceases  to  be  wit,  and 
passes  into  a  different  form.  Wit  is,  in  fact,  the  eloquence  of  in- 
V  difference,  or  an  ingenious  and  striking  exposition  of  those  eva- 
nescent and  glancing  impressions  of  objects  which  afiect  us 
more  from  surprise  or  contrast  to  the  train  of  our  ordinary  and 
Uteral  preconceptions,  than  from  anything  in  the  objects  them- 
selves exciting  our  necessary  sympathy  or  lasting  hatred.  The 
favourite  employment  of  wit  is  to  add  littleness  to  littleness,  and 
heap  contempt  on  insignificance  by  all  the  arts  of  petty  and  in- 
eessant  war&re ;  or  if  it  ever  affects  to  aggrandise,  and  use  the 
language  of  hyperbole,  it  is  only  to  betray  into  derision  by  a  fa- 
tal comparison,  as  in  the  mock-heroic ;  or  if  it  treats  of  serious 
passion,  it  must  do  it  so  as  to  lower  the  tone  of  intense  and  high- 
wrought  sentiment  by  the  introduction  of  burlesque  and  familiar 
circumstances.  To  give  an  instance  or  two.  Butler,  in  his 
'  Hudibras,'  compares  the  change  of  night  into  day  to  the  change 
of  colour  in  a  boiled  lobster. 

"  The-  sun  had  long  since,  in  the  lap 
Of  Thetis,  taken  out  his  nap ; 
And,  like  a  lobster  boil'd,  the  mom 
From  black  to  red  began  to  turn : 
When  Hudibras,  whom  thoughts  and  aching 
'Twixt  sleeping  kept  all  night  and  waking, 
Began  to  rub  his  drowsy  eyes, 
And  from  his  couch  prepared  to  rise, 
Resolving  to  dispatch  the  deed 
He  vow'd  to  do  with  trusty  speed." 

Compare  this  with  the  following  stanzas  in  Spenser,  treating  of 
the  same  subject : — 

"  By  this  the  Northern  Wagoner  had  set 
^  teven-fold  team  behind  the  atead&sit  utox^ 


UKTOSB  I.]  ON  Wrr  AND  HUMOUR.  1ft 

That  was  in  ocean  wayei,  yet  never  wet, 
But  firm  is  fix'd  and  aendeth  light  firom  in 
To  all  that  in  the  wide  deep  wand'ring  are : 
And  cheerful  chanticleer  with  his  note  shrill, 
Had  warned  once  that  Phoebus'  fiery  car 
In  haste  was  climbing  up  the  eastern  hill, 
Full  envious  that  night  so  long  his  room  did  filL 

At  last  the  golden  oriental  gate 
»  Of  greatest  heaven  'gan  to  open  fair, 

And  Phcsbus,  fresh  as  bridegroom  to  his  mate^ 
Came  dancing  forth,  shaking  his  dewy  hair. 
And  hurl'd  his  glist'ring  beams  through  gloomy  air : 
Which  when  the  wakeful  elf  perceived,  straitway 
He  started  up,  and  did  himself  prepare 
In  sun-bright  arms  and  battailous  array. 
For  with  that  pagan  proud  he  combat  vnll  that  day." 

In  this  last  passage  every  image  is  brought  forward  that  can 
give  effect  to  our  natural  impressions  of  the  beauty,  the  spies* 
dour,  and  solemn  grandeur  of  the  rising  sun;  pleasure  and 
power  wait  on  every  line  and  word :  whereas,  in  the  other,  the 
only  memorable  thing  is  a  grotesque  and  ludicrous  iUustration 
of  the  alteration  which  takes  place  from  darkness  to  gorgeous 
light,  and  that  brought  from  the  lowest  instance,  and  with  asso- 
ciations that  can  only  disturb  and  perplex  the  imagination  in 
its  conception  of  the  real  object  it  describes  There  cannot  be 
a  more  witty,  and  at  the  same  time  degrading  comparison,  than 
that  in  the  same  author,  of  the  Bear  turning  round  the  pole-star 
to  a  bear  tied  to  a  stake : — 

"  But  now  a  sport  more  formidable 
Had  raked  together  village  rabble ; 
'Twas  an  old  way  of  recreating 
Which  learned  butchers  call  bear-baiting, 
A  bold  advoiturous  exercise 
With  ancient  heroes  in  high  prize, 
For  authors  do  affirm  it  came 
From  Isthmian  or  Nemsan  game ; 
Others  derive  it  finmi  the  Bear 
That's  fixed  in  northern  hemisphere, 
And  round  about  his  pole  does  make 
A  dnJe  like  a  bear  at  stake, 
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That  at  the  chain's  end  wheels  about 
And  overturns  the  rabble  rout" 

I  need  not  multiply  examples  of  this  sort.  Wit  or  ludicrous  in- 
vention produces  its  effect  oftenest  by  comparison,  but  not  al- 
ways. It  frequently  effects  its  purposes  by  unexpected  and 
subtle  distinctions.  For  instance,  in  the  first  kind,  Mr.  Sheri- 
dan's description  of  Mr.  Addington's  administration  as  the  fag- 
end  of  Mr.  Pitt's,  who  had  remained  so  long  on  the  treasury 
bench  that,  like  Nicias  in  the  fable,  "  he  left  the  sitting  part  of 
the  man  behind  him,"  is  as  fine  an  example  of  metaphorical  wit 
as  any  on  record.  The  same  idea  seems,  however,  to  have 
been  included  in  the  old  well-known  nickname  of  the  Rump 
Parliament.  Almost  as  happy  an  instance  of  the  other  kind  of 
wit,  which  consists  in  sudden  retorts,  in  turns  upon  an  idea,  and 
diverting  the  train  of  your  adversary's  argument  abruptly  and 
adroitly  into  another  channel,  may  be  seen  in  the  sarcastic  reply 
of  Porson,  who  hearing  some  one  observe,  that  "  certain  modem 
poets  would  be  read  and  admired  when  Homer  and  Virgil  were 
forgotten,"  made  answer — "And  not  till  then!"  Sir  Robert 
Walpole's  definition  of  the  gratitude  of  place-expectants,  that  "  it 
is  a  lively  sense  of  future  favours,"  is  no  doubt  wit,  but  it  does 
not  consist  in  the  finding  out  any  coincidence  or  likeness,  but  in 
suddenly  transposing  the  order  of  time  in  the  common  account 
of  this  feeling,  so  as  to  make  the  professions  of  those  who  pre- 
tend to  it  correspond  more  with  their  practice.  It  is  filling  up  a 
blank  in  the  human  heart  with  a  word  that  explains  its  hollow* 
ness  at  once.  Voltaire's  saying,  in  answer  to  a  stranger  who 
was  observing  how  tall  his  trees  grew — "  That  they  had  nothing 
else  to  do," — was  a  quaint  mixture  of  wit  and  humour,  making 
it  out  as  if  they  really  led  a  lazy,  laborious  life ;  but  there  was 
here  neither  allusion  nor  metaphor.  Again,  that  master-stroke 
in  *  Hudibras'  is  sterling  wit  and  profound  satire,  where,  speak- 
ing of  certain  religious  hypocrites,  he  sap,  that  they 

"  Compound  for  sins  they  are  inclined  to 
By  damning  those  they  have  no  mind  to ;" 

but  the  wit  consists  in  the  truth  of  the  character,  and  in  the  hap- 
py  exposure  of  the  ludicrous  contradiction  between  the  pretext 
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and  the  practice ;  between  their  lenity  towards  their  own  vicesi 

and  their  severity  to  those  of  others.     The  same  principle  of  nice 

distinction  must  be  allowed  to  prevail  in  those  lines  of  the  same 

author,  where  he  is  professing  to  expound  the  dreams  of  judicial 

astrology. 

**  There's  but  a  twinkliog  of  a  star 
Betwixt  a  man  of  peace  and  war, 
A  thief  and  justice,  fool  and  knave, 
A  huffing  officer  and  a  slave ; 
A  crafty  lawyer  and  pickpocket ; 
A  great  philosopher  and  a  blockhead ; 
A  formal  preacher  and  a  player ; 
A  learned  physician  and  mannBlayer." 

The  finest  piece  of  wit  I  know  of,  is  in  the  lines  of  Pope  on  the 
Lord  Mayor's  show — 

"  Now  night  descending,  the  proud  scene  is  o'er ; 
But  lives  in  Settle's  numbers  one  day  more." 

This  is  certainly  as  mortifying  an  inversion  of  the  idea  of  poeti- 
cal immortality  as  could  be  thought  of:  it  fixes  the  maaimvM  of 
littleness  and  insignificance ;  but  it  is  not  by  likeness  to  any- 
thing else  that  it  does  this,  but  by  literally  taking  the  lowest 
possible  duration  of  ephemeral  reputation,  marking  it  (sis  with  a 
slider)  on  the  scale  of  endless  rei^own,  and  giving  a  rival  credit 
for  it  as  his  loftiest  praise.  In  a  word,  the  shrewd  separation 
or  disentangling  of  ideas  that  seem  the  same,  or  where  the 
secret  contradiction  is  not  sufficiently  suspected,  and  is  of  a 
ludicrous  and  whimsical  nature,  is  wit  just  as  much  as  the 
bringing  together  those  that  appear  at  first  sight  totally  difierent 
There  is  then  no  sufficient  ground  for  admitting  Mr.  Locke's 
celebrated  definition  of  wit,  which  he  makes  to  consist  in  the 
finding  out  striking  and  unexpected  resemblances  in  things  so 
as  to  make  pleasant  pictures  in  the  fancy,  while  judgment  and 
reason,- according  to  him,  lie  the  clean  contrary  way,  in  separat- 
ing and  nicely  distinguishing  those  wherein  the  smallest  differ- 
ence is  to  be  found.* 

♦  His  words  are — "  If  in  having  our  ideas  in  the  memory  Te«A^  «X\k»xA 
consists  quickness  of  parts,  in  tliis  of  having  them  unconfoaed,  %Xi!^  \)iea^^ 
Me  niceljr  to  dktinguisb  one  thing  firom  anotkex,  ¥rh.6£e  \lii«£AS&\3i^^^^ 
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On  thii^  definition,  Harris,  the  author  of  *  Hermes,'  has  very 
well  observed,  that  the  demonstrating  the  equality  of  the  three 
angles  of  a  right-angled  triangle  to  two  right  ones,  would,  upon 
the  principle  here  stated,  be  a  piece  of  wit  instead  of  an  act  of 
the  judgment  or  understanding,  and  Euclid^s  Elements  a  col 
lection  of  epigrams.  On  the  contrary,  it  has  appeared  that  the 
detection  and  exposure  of  difierence,  particularly  where  this 
implies  nice  and  subtle  observation,  as  in  discriminating  be- 
tween pretence  and  practice,  between  appearance  and  reality,  is 
common  to  wit  and  satire  with  judgment  and  reasoning,  and 
certainly  the  comparing  and  connecting  our  ideas  together  is 
an  essential  part  of  reason  and  judgment,  as  well  as  of  wit  and 

least  difference,  consists  in  a  great  measure  the  exactness  of  judgment  and 
clearness  of  reason,  which  is  to  be  observed  in  one  man  above  another. 
And  hence,  perhaps,  may  be  given  some  reason  of  that  common  observa- 
tion, that  men  who  have  a  great  deal  of  wit  and  prompt  memories,  have  not 
always  the  clearest  judgment  or  deepest  reason.  For  wit  lying  mostly  in 
the  assemblage  of  ideas,  and  putting  them  together  with  quickness  and  va- 
riety, wherein  can  lie  found  any  resemblance  or  congruity,  thereby  to  make 
up  pleasant  pictures  and  agreeable  visions  in  the  fancy ;  judgment,  on  the 
contrary,  lies  quite  on  the  other  side,  in  separating  carefully  one  from  an- 
other ideas  wherein  can  be  found  the  least  difference,  thereby  to  avoid  being 
misled  by  similitude,  and  by  affinity  to  take  one  thing  for  another."  {Essay, 
vol.  i,  p.  143.)  This  definition,  such  as  it  is,  Mr.  Locke  took  without 
acknowledgment  firom  Hobbes,  who  says  in  his  '  Leviathan,'  '*  This  dif- 
ference of  quickness  in  imagining  is  caused  by  the  difference  of  men's 
passions,  that  love  and  dislike  some  one  thing,  some  another,  and 
therefore  some  men's  thoughts  run  one  way,  some  another,  and  are  held 
to  and  observe  differently  the  things  that  pass  through  their  imagina- 
tion. And  whereas  in  this  succession  of  thoughts  there  is  nothing  to  ob- 
serve in  the  things  they  think  on,  but  either  in  what  they  be  like  one 
another,  or  in  what  they  be  unlike,  those  that  observe  their  similitudes,  in 
case  they  be  such  as  aYe  but  rarely  observed  by  others,  are  said  to  have  a 
good  wit,  by  which  is  meant  on  this  occasion  a  good  fancy.  But  they  that 
observe  their  differences  and  dissimilitudes,  which  is  called  distinguishing 
and  discerning,  and  judging  between  thing  and  thing,  in  case  such  discern- 
ing be  not  easy,  are  said  to  have  a  good  judgment ;  and  particularly  in 
matter  of  conversation  and  business,  wherein  times,  places,  and  persons  are 
to  be  discerned,  this  virtue  is  called  discretion.  The  former,  that  is,  fancy, 
without  the  help  of  judgment,  is  not  commended  for  a  virtue ;  but  the  latter, 
which  is  judgment  or  discretion,  is  commended  for  itself,  without  the  help 
offuicy"—Leviathanf  p.  33. 
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fancy.  Mere  wit,  as  opposed  to  reason  or  argument,  consists  in 
striking  out  some  casual  and  partial  coincidence  which  has  no- 
thing to  do,  or  at  least  implies  no  necessary  connection  with  the 
nature  of  the  things,  which  are  forced  into  a  seeming  analogy 
hy  a  play  upon  words,  or  some  irrelevant  conceit,  as  in  puns, 
riddles,  alliteration,  &c.  The  jest,  in  all  such  cases,  lies  in  the  sort 
of  mock-identity,  or  nominal  resemblance,  established  by  the 
intervention  of  the  same  words  expressing  different  ideas,  and 
countenancing,  as  it  were,  by  a  fataHty  of  language,  the  mis- 
chievous insinuation  which  the  person  who  has  the  wit  to  fake 
advantage  of  it  wishes  to  convey.  So  when  the  disaffected 
French  wits  applied  to  the  new  order  of  the  FUur  du  lys  the 
double  entendre  of  Compagnons  d^lJlysse^  or  companions  of 
Ulysses,  meaning  the  animal  into  which  the  fellow-travellers  of 
the  Hero  of  the  Odyssey  were  transformed,  this  was  a  shrew;d 
and  biting  intimation  of  a  galling  truth  (if  truth  it  were)  by  a 
fortuitous  concourse  of  letters  of  the  alphabet,  jumping  in  "  a 
foregone  conclusion,"  but  there  was  no  proof  of  the  thing, 
unless  it  was  self-evident  And,  indeed,  this  may  be  considered 
as  the  best  defence  of  the  contested  maxim,  that  ridicule  is  the 
test  of  tridh ;  viz.  that  it  does  not  contain  or  attempt  a  formal 
proof  of  it,  but  owes  its  power  of  conviction  to  the  ba^e  sugges- 
tion of  it,  so  that  if  the  thing  when  once  hinted  is  not  clear  in 
itself,  the  satire  fails  of  its  effect  and  falls  to  the  ground.  The 
sarcasm  here  glanced  at  the  character  of  the  new  or  old  French 
noblesse  may  not  be  well-founded ;  but  it  is  so  like  truth,  and 
"  comes  in  such  a  questionable  shape,"  backed  with  the  appear- 
ance of  an  identical  proposition,  that  it  would  require  a  long 
train  of  facts  and  laboured  arguments  to  do  away  the  impres- 
sion, even  if  we  were  sure  of  the  honesty  and  wisdom  of  the 
person  who  undertook  to  refute  it.  A  flippant  jest  is  as  good  a 
test  of  truth  as  a  solid  bribe ;  and  there  are  serious  sophistries, , 

"  Soul-killing  lies,  and  truths  that  work  small  good," 

as  well  as  idle  pleasantries.      Of  this  we  may  be  sure,  that  ridi- 
cule fastens  on  the  vulnerable  points  of  a  cause,  and  finds  ou.t 
the  weak  sides  of  an  ar^ment ;  if  those  wto  resoxl  Xo  *\\.  sorftSr 
times  rely  too  much  on  its  success^  those  wlio  are  ckue&j  ^moss^" 
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ed  by  it  almost  always  are  so  with  reason,  and  cannot  be  too 
much  on  their  guard  against  deserving  it  Before  we  can 
laugh  at  a  thing,  its  absurdity  must  at  least  be  open  and  palpa- 
ble to  common  apprehension.  Ridicule  is  necessarily  built  on 
certain  supposed  facts,  whether  true  or  false,  and  on  their  incon- 
sistency with  certain  acknowledged  maxims,  whether  rigkt  or 
wrong.  It  is,  therefore,  a  fair  test,  if  not  a  philosophical  or 
abstract  truth,  at  least  of  what  is  truth  according  to  public 
opinion  and  common  sense ;  for  it  can  only  expose  to  instanta- 
neous contempt  that  which  is  condemned  by  public  opinion, 
$aid  is  hostile  to  the  common  sense  of  mankind.  Or,  to  put  it 
differently,  it  is  the  test  of  the  quantity  of  truth  that  there  is  in 
our  fevourite  prejudices.  To  show  how  nearly  allied  wit  is 
thought  to  be  to  truth,  it  is  not  unusual  to  say  of  any  person — 
"  Such  a  one  is  a  man  of  sense,*  for  though  he  said  nothing,  he 
laughed  in  the  right  place." — Alliteration  comes  in  here  under 
the  head  of  a  certain  sort  of  verbal  wit ;  or,  by  pointing  the 
expression,  sometimes  points  the  sense.  Mr.  Grattan's  wit  or 
eloquence  (I  don't  know  by  what  name  to  call  it)  would  be 
nothing  without  this  accompaniment.  Speaking  of  some  minis 
ters  whom  he  did  not  like,  he  said,  "  Their  only  means  of 
government  are  the  guinea  and  the  gallows."  There  can 
scarcely,  it  must  be  confessed,  be  a  more  effectual  mode  of 
political  conversion  than  one  of  these  applied  to  a  man's  friends, 
and  the  other  to  himself  The  fine  sarcasm  of  Junius  on  the 
effect  of  the  supposed  ingratitude  of  \he  Duke  of  Grafton  at 
court — ^^  The  instance  might  be  painful,  but  the  principle  would 
please" — notwithstanding  the  profound  insight  into  human 
nature  it  implies,  would  hardly  pass  for  wit  without  the  allite- 
ration, as  some  poetry  would  hardly  be  acknowledged  as  such 
without  the  rhyme  to  clench  it.  A  quotation  or  a  hackneyed 
phrase,  dexterously  turned  or  wrested  to  another  purpose,  has 
often  the  effect  of  the  liveliest  wit.  An  idle  fellow  who  had 
pnly  fourpence  left  in  the  world,  which  had  been  put  by  to  pay 
for  the  baking  some  meat  for  his  diimer,  went  and  laid  it  out 
to  buy  a  new  string  for  a  guitar.  An  old  acquaintance,  on 
hearing  this  story,  repeated,  those  lines  out  of  the  *  Allegro* — 
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"  And  ever  against  eating  cares 
Lap  me  in  soft  Lydian  airs." 

The  reply  of  the  author  of  the  periodical  paper  called  the 
^  World*  to  a  lady  at  church,  who  seeing  him  look  thoughtful, 
asked  what  he  was  thinking  of — "  The  next  Wbrld," — is  a  per- 
version of  an  estabhshed  formula  of  language,  something  of 
the  same  kind. — Rhymes  are  sometimes  a  species  of  wit,  where 
there  is  an  alternate  combination  and  resolution  or  decomposi- 
tion of  the  elements  of  sound,  contrary  to  our  usual  division 
and  classification  of  them  in  ordinary  speech,  not  unlike  the 
sudden  separation  and  re-union  of  the  component  parts  of  the 
machinery  in  a  pantomime.  The  author  who  excels  infinitely 
the  most  in  this  way  is  the  writer  of  '  Hudibras.'  He  also  ex- 
cels in  the  invention  of  single  words  and  names,  which  have 
the  effect  of  wit  by  sounding  big,  and  meaning  nothing : — ^*  full 
of  sound  and  fury,  signifying  nothing."  But  of  the  artifices  of 
this  author's  burlesque  style  I  shall  have  occasion  to  speak  here- 
after,— It  is  not  always  easy  to  distinguish  between  the  wit  of 
words  and  that  of  things,  "  For  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds 
divide."  Some  of  the  late  Mr.  Curran's  bon  mots^  or  jeux  d^es- 
prUj  might  be  said  to  owe  their  birth  to  this  sort  of  equivocal 
generation ;  or  were  a  happy  mixture  of  verbal  wit  and  a  lively 
and  picturesque  fancy,  of  legal  acuteness  in  detecting  the  vari- 
able applications  of  words,  and  of  a  mind  apt  at  perceiving  the 
ludicrous  in  external  objects.  "  Do  you  see  any  thing  ridiculous 
in  this  wig?"  said  one  of  his  brother  judges  to  him.  "  Nothing 
but  the  head,"  was  the  answer.  Now  here  instantaneous  ad- 
vantage was  taken  of  the  slight  technical  ambiguity  in  the  con- 
struction of  language,  and  the  matter-of-fact  is  flung  into  the 
scale  as  a  thumping  makeweight.  After  all,  verbal  and  acci- 
dental strokes  of  wit,  though  the  most  surprising  and  laughable, 
are  not  the  best  arid  most  lasting.  That  wit  is  the  most  refined 
and  effectual,  which  is  founded  on  the  detection  of  unexpected 
likeness  or  distinction  in  things,  rather  than  in  words.  It  is  more 
severe  and  galling,  that  is,  it  is  more  unpardonable  though  less 
surprising,  in  proportion  as  the  thought  suggesXeA.  \s  xaox^  oftTsv- 
plete  and  satisfactory,  from  its  being  inheient  in  \!!ci.^  xi^X-xJct^  cJl 
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the  things  themselvea  Haret  kUeri  kthalis  arundo.  Truth 
makes  the  greatest  lihel,  and  it  is  that  which  harhs  the  darts  of 
wit.  The  Duke  of  Buckingham's  saying,  "  Laws  are  not,  like 
women,  the  worse  for  being  old,"  is  an  instance  of  a  harmless 
truism  and  the  utmost  malice  of  wit  united.  This  is,  perhaps, 
what  has  been  meant  by  the  distinction  between  true  and  false 
wit.  Mr.  Addison,  indeed,  goes  so  far  as  to  make  it  the  exclu- 
sive test  of  true  wit  that  it  will  bear  translation  into  another  lan- 
guage, that  is  to  say,  that  it  does  not  depend  at  all  on  the  form 
of  expression.  But  this  is  by  no  means  the  case.  Swift  would 
hardly  have  allowed  of  such  a  strait-laced  theory,  to  make  havoc 
with  his  darling  conundrums ;  though  there  is  no  one  whose 
serious  wit  is  more  that  of  things,  as  opposed  to  a  mere  play 
either  of  words  or  fancy.  I  ought,  I  believe,  to  have  noticed 
before,  in  speaking  of  the  difference  between  wit  and  humour, 
that  wit  is  often  pretended  absurdity,  where  the  person  overacts 
or  exaggerates  a  certain  part  with  a  conscious  design  to  expose 
it  as  if  it  were  another  person,  as  when  Mandrake  in  the  Twin 
]  Rivals  says,  "  This  glass  is  too  big,  carry  it  away,  I'll  drink  out 
*'  of  the  bottle."  On  the  contrary,  when  Sir  Hugh  Evans  says 
very  innocently,  "  'Od's  plessed  will,  I  will  not  be  absent  at  the 
grace,"  though  there  is  here  a  great  deal  of  humour,  there  is  no 
wit.  This  kind  of  wit  of  the  humourist,  where  the  person 
makes  a  butt  of  himself,  and  exhibits  his  own  absurdities  or 
foibles  purposely  in  the  most  pointed  and  glaring  lights,  runs 
through  the  whole  of  the  character  of  Falstaff,  and  is,  in  truth, 
the  principle  on  which  it  is  founded.  It  is  an  irony  directed 
against  oneself.  Wit  is,  in  fact,  a  voluntary  act  of  the  mind,  or 
exercise  of  the  invention,  showing  the  absurd  ^nd  ludicrous 
consciously,  whether  in  ourselves  or  another.  Cross-readings, 
where  the  blunders  are  designed,  are  wit ;  but  if  any  one  were 
to  light  upon  them  through  ignorance  or  accident,  they  would 
be  merely  ludicrous. 

It  might  be  made  an  argument  of  the  intrinsic  superiority  of 
poetry  or  imagination  to  wit,  that  the  former  does  not  admit  of 
mere  verbal  combinations.  Whenever  they  do  occur,  they  are 
uniformly  blemishes.  It  requires  something  more  solid  and 
substantial  to  raise  admiration  or  passvou.    Tk^  ^«\vetal  forms 
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and  aggregate  masses  of  our  ideas  must  be  brought  more  into 
play,  to  give  weight  and  magnitude.  Imagination  may  be  said 
to  be  the  finding  out  something  similar  in  things  generally  alike, 
or  with  .like  feelings  attached  to  them,  while  wit  principally 
aims  at  finding  out  something  that  seems  the  same,  or  amounts 
to  a  momentary  deception  where  you  least  expected  it,  viz.  in 
things  totally  opposite.  The  reason  why  more  slight  and  par- 
tial, or  merely  accidental  and  nominal  resemblances,  serve  the 
purposes  of  wit,  and  indeed  characterise  its  essence  as  a  distinct 
operation  and  faculty  of  the  mind,  is,  that  the  object  of  ludicrous 
poetry  is  naturally  to  let  down  and  lessen ;  and  it  is  easier  to  let 
down  than  to  raise  up ;  to  weaken  than  to  strengthen ;  to  dis- 
connect our  sympathy  from  passion  and  power,  than  to  attach 
and  rivet  it  to  any  object  of  grandeur  or  interest ;  to  startle  and 
shock  our  preconceptions,  by  incongruous  and  equivocal  combi- 
nations, than  to  confirm,  enforce,  and  expand  them  by  powerful 
and  lasting  associations  of  ideas,  or  striking  and  true  analogies. 
A  slight  cause  is  sufficient  to  produce  a  slight  effect.  To  be  in- 
different or  sceptical,  requires  no  effort ;  to  be  enthusiastic  and 
in  earnest,  requires  a  strong  impulse,  and  collective  power. 
Wit  and  humour  (comparatively  speaking,  or  taking  the  ex- 
tremes to  judge  of  the  gradations  by)  appeal  to  our  indolence, 
our  vanity,  our  weakness,  and  insensibility ;  serious  and  impas- 
sioned poetry  appeals  to  our  strength,  our  magnanimity,  our  vir- 
tue, and  hiunanity.  Anything  is  sufficient  to  heap  contempt 
upon  an  object ;  even  the  bare  suggestion  of  a  mischievous  allu- 
sion to  what  is  improper,  dissolves  the  whole  charm,  and  puts 
an  end  to  our  admiration  of  the  sublime  or  beautiful.  Reading 
the  finest  passage  in  Milton's  '  Paradise  Lost'  in  a  false  tone, 
will  make  it  seem  insipid  and  absurd  The  cavilling  at,  or  in- 
vidiously pointing  out,  a  few  slips  of  the  pen,  will  embitter  the 
pleasure,  or  alter  our  opinion  of  a  whole  work,  and  make  us 
throw  it  down  in  disgust.  The  critics  are  aware  of  this  vice 
and  infirmity  in  our  nature,  and  play  upon  it  with  periodical 
success.  The  meanest  weapons  are  strong  enough  for  this  kind 
of  warfare,  and  the  meanest  hands  can  wield  them.  Spleen  caiA, 
subsist  on  any  kind  of  food.  The  shadow  of  a  4ou\i\.,  \)cvfc\3M:^l\ 
of  an  inconsistency,  a  word,  a  look,  a  syllable,  vjiW.  die^Xia^  cwx\B 
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/  best-formed  convictions.  What  puts  this  argument  in  as  strik- 
;  ing  a  point  of  view  as  anything,  is  the  nature  of  parody  or  bur- 
^  lesque,  the  secret  of  which  lies  merely  in  transposing  x>r  apply- 
ing at  a  venture  to  anything,  or  to  the  lowest  objects,  that  which 
is  applicable  only  to  certain  given  things,  or  to  the  highest  mat- 
ters. ''  From  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous,  ther^  is  but  one 
step."  The.  slightest  want  of  unity  of  impression  destroys  the 
sublime ;  the  detection  of  the  smallest  incongruity  is  an  infalli- 
ble ground  to  rest  the  ludicrous  upon.  But  in  serious  poetry, 
which  aims  at  rivetting  our  affections,  every  blow  must  tell 
home.  The  missing  a  single  time  is  fatal,  and  undoes  the  spell. 
We  see  how  difficult  it  is  to  sustain  a  continued  flight  of  im- 
pressive sentiment :  how  easy  it  must  be  then  to  travestie  or 
burlesque  it,  to  flounder  into  nonsense,  and  be  witty  by  playing 
the  fool.  It  is  a  common  mistake,  however,  to  suppose  that 
parodies  degrade,  or  imply  a  stigma  on  the  subject :  on  the  con- 
trary, they  in  general  imply  something  serious  or  sacred  in  the 
originals.  Without  this,  they  would  be  good  for  nothing  ;  for 
the  immediate  contrast  would  be  wanting,  and  with  this  they 
are  sure  to  tell.  The  best  parodies  are,  accordingly,  the  best 
and  most  striking  things  reversed.  Witness  the  common  traves- 
ties of  Homer  and  Virgil.  Mr.  Canning's  court  parodies  on 
Mr.  Southey's  popular  odes  are  also  an  instance  in  point  (I  do 
not  know  which  were  the  cleverest ;)  and  the  best  of  the  '  Re- 
jected Addresses*  is  the  parody  on  Crabbe,  though  I  do  not 
certainly  think  that  Crabbe  is  the  most  ridiculous  poet  now 
living. 

Lear  and  the  Fool  are  the  sublimest  instance  I  know  of  pas- 
sion and  wit  united,  or  of  imagination  unfolding  the  most  tre- 
mendous sufferings,  and  of  burlesque  on  passion  playing  with 
it,  aiding  and  relieving  its  intensity  by  the  most  pointed,  but 
familiar  and  indifferent  illustrations  of  the  same  thing  in  differ- 
ent objects,  and  on  a  meaner  scale.  The  FooPs  reproaching 
Lear  with  "  making  his  daughters  his  mothers,"  his  snatches  of 
proverbs  and  old  ballads,  "  The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo 
so  long,  that  it  had  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young,"  and  "  Whoop 
jug,  I  know  when  the  horse  follows  the  cart,"  are  a  running 
commentary  of  trite  truisms,  pointing  out  the  extreme  folly  of 
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the  infatuated  old  monarch,  and  in  a  manner  reconcihng  us  to 
its  inevitable  consequences. 

Lastly,  there  is  a  wit  of  sense  and  observation,  which  consists 
in  the  acute  illustration  of  good  sense  and  practical  wisdom  by 
means  of  some  far-fetched  conceit  or  quaint  imagery.  The  mat- 
ter is  sense,  but  the  form  is  wit.     Thus  the  lines  in  Pope — 

"  Tis  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches,  none 
,  Go  just  alike ;  yet  each  believes  his  own — " 

are  witty  rather  than  poetical ;  because  the  truth  they  convey 
is  a  mere  dry  observation  on  human  life,  without  elevation  or 
enthusiasm,  and  the  illustration  of  it  is  of  that  quaint  and  famil- 
iar kind  that  is  merely  curious  and  fanciful.  Cowley  is  an  in- 
stance of  the  same  kind  in  almost  all  his  writings.  Many  of 
the  jests  and  witticisms  in  the  best  comedies  are  moral  aphorisms 
and  rules  for  the  conduct  of  life,  sparkling  with  wit  and  fancy 
in  the  mode  of  expression.  The  ancient  philosophers  also 
abounded  in  the  same  kind  of  wit,  in  telling  home  truths  in  the 
most  unexpected  manner. — In  this  sense  JEso^  was  the  greatest 
wit  and  moralist  that  ever  lived.  Ape  and  slave,  he  looked 
askance  at  human  nature,  and  beheld  its  weaknesses  and  errors 
transferred  to  another  species.  Vice  and  virtue  were  to  him  as 
plaiii  as  any  objects  of  sense.  He  saw  in  man  a  talking,  ab- 
surd, obstinate,  proud,  angry  animal ;  and  clothed  these  abstrac- 
tions with  wings,  or  a  beak,  or  tail,  or  claws,  or  long  ears,  as 
they  appeared  embodied  in  these  hieroglyphics  in  the  brute, 
creation.  His  moral  philosophy  is  natural  history.  He  makes 
an  ass  bray  wisdom,  and  a  frog  croak  humanity.  The  store  of 
moral  truth,  and  the  fund  of  invention  in  exhibiting  it  in  eternal 
forms,  palpable  and  intelligible,  and  delightful  to  children  and 
grown  persons,  and  to  all  ages  and  nations,  are  almost  miracu- 
lous. The  invention  of  a  fable  is  to  me  the  most  enviable  exer- 
tion of  human  genius :  it  is  the  discovering  a  truth  to  which 
there  is  no  clue,  and  which,  when  once  found  out,  can  never  be 
forgotten.  I  would  rather  have  been  the  author  of  '  -^EJsop's 
Fables'  than  of  '  Euclid's  Elements !'  That  popular  entertam- 
ment.  Punch  and  the  Puppet-show,  owes  part  of  \ta  m^'sv^'^^Si 
and  universal  attraction  to  nearly  the  same  principle  oi  iivs^Y&a^ 
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inanimate  and  mechanical  agents  with  sense  and  consciousness. 
The  drollery  and  wit  of  a  piece  of  wood  is  doubly  droll  and  far- 
cical. Punch  is  not  merry  in  himself^  but  ''  he  is  the  cause  of 
heartfelt  mirth  in  other  men."  The  wires  and  pulleys  that 
govern  his  motions  are  conductors  to  carry  off  the  spleen,  and 
all  "  that  perilous  stuff  that  weighs  upon  the  heart."  If  we  see 
a  number  of  people  turning  the  corner  of  a  street,  ready  to  burst 
with  secret  satisfaction,  and  with  their  faces  bathed  in  laughter, 
we  know  what  is  the  matter — that  they  are  just  come  from  a 
puppet-show.  Who  can  see  three  little  painted,  patched-up 
figures,  no  bigger  than  one^s  thumb,  strut,  squeak,  and  gibber, 
sing,  dance,  chatter,  scold,  knock  one  another  about  the  head, 
give  themselves  airs  of  importance,  and  ^'  imitate  humanity  most 
abominably,"  without  laughing  immoderately?  We  overlook 
the  farce  and  mummery  of  human  life  in  little,  and  for  nothing; 
and  what  is  still  better,  it  costs  them  who  have  to  play  in  it 
nothing.  We  place  the  mirth,  and  glee,  and  triumph,  to  our 
own  account ;  and  we  know  that  the  bangs  and  blows  they 
have  received  go  for  nothing,  as  soon  as  the  showman  puts  them 
up  in  his  box  and  marches  off  quietly  with  them,  as  jugglers  of 
a  less  amusing  description  sometimes  march  off  with  the  wrongs 
and  rights  of  mankind  in  their  pockets !  I  have  heard  no  bad 
judge  of  such  matters  say,  that  "he  liked  a  comedy  better  than 
a  tragedy,  a  farce  better  than  a  comedy,  a  pantomime  better  than 
a  farce,  but  a  puppet-show  best  of  all."  I  look  upon  it,  that  he 
who  invented  puppet-shows  weis  a  greater  benefactor  to  his 
species,  than  he  who  invented  Operas  ! 

I  shall  conclude  this  imperfect  and  desultory  sketch  of  wit 
and  humour  with  Barrow's  celebrated  description  of  the  same 
subject.  He  says,  "  —But  first  it  may  be  demanded,  what  the 
thing  we  speak  of  is,  or  what  this  facetiousness  doth  import ;  to 
which  question  I  might  reply,  as  Democritus  did  to  him  that  ask- 
ed the  definition  of  a  man — His  that  which  we  all  see  and  know ; 
and  one  better  apprehends  what  it  is  by  acquaintance  than  I  can 
inform  him  by  description.  It  is,  indeed,  a  thing  so  versatile  and 
multiform,  appearing  in  so  many  shapes,  so  many  postures,  so 
many  garbs,  so  variously  apprehended  by  several  eyes  and  judg- 
ments, that  it  seemeth  no  less  hard  to  settle  a  clear  and  certain 
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notice  thereof,  than  to  make  a  portrait  of  Proteus,  or  to  define  tha 
figure  of  fleeting  air.  Sometimes  it  lieth  in  pat  allusion  to  a 
known  story,  or  in  seasonable  application  of  a  trivial  saying,  or 
in  forging  an  apposite  tale ;  sometimes  it  playeth  in  words  and 
phrases,  taking  advantage  from  the  ambiguity  of  their  sense,  or 
the  affinity  of  their  sound ;  sometimes  it  is  wrapped  in  a  dress 
of  luminous  expression ;  sometimes  it  lurketh  under  an  odd 
similitude.  Sometimes  it  is  lodged  in  a  sly  question,  in  a  smart 
answer ;  in  a  quirkish  reason ;  in  a  shrewd  intimation ;  in  cun- 
ningly diverting  or  cleverly  restoring  an  objection :  sometimes 
it  is  couched  in  a  bold  scheme  of  speech ;  in  a  tart  irony ;  in  a 
lusty  hyperbole ;  in  a  startling  metaphor ;  in  a  plausible  reconcil- 
ing of  contradictions,  or  in  acute  nonsense :  sometimes  a  scenical 
representation  of  persons  or  things,  a  counterfeit  speech,  a  mi{ni- 
cal  look  or  gesture  passeth  for  it ;  sometimes  an  affected  simpli- 
city, sometimes  a  presumptuous  bluntness  giveth  it  being ;  some- 
times it  riseth  only  from  a  lucky  hitting  upon  what  is  strange ; 
sometimes  from  a  crafty  wresting  obvious  matter  to  the  purpose ; 
often  it  consisteth  in  one  knows  not  what,  and  springeth  up  one 
can  hardly  tell  how.  Its  ways  are  imaccountable  and  inexpli- 
cable, being  answerable  to  the  numberless  rovings  of  fancy  and 
windings  of  language.  It  is,  in  short,  a  manner  of  speaking  out 
of  the  simple  and  plain  way  (such  as  reason  teacheth  and 
knoweth  things  by,)  which  by  a  pretty  surprising  uncouthness 
in  conceit  or  expression  doth  affect  and  amuse  the  fancy,  show- 
ing in  it  some  wonder,  and  breathing  some  delight  thereto.  It 
raiseth  admiration,  as  signifying  a  nimble  sagacity  of  apprehen- 
sion, a  special  felicity  of  invention,  a  vivacity  of  spirit,  and  reach 
of  wit  more  than  vulgar :  it  seeming  to  argue  a  rare  quickness 
of  parts,  that  one  can  fetch  in  remote  conceits  applicable ;  a  no- 
table skill  that  he  can  dextrously  accommodate  them  to  a  pur- 
pose before  him,  together  with  a  lively  briskness  of  humour,  not 
apt  to  damp  those  sportful  flashes  of  imagination.  (Whence  in 
Aristotle  such  persons  are  termed  ariSe^iot,  dexterous  men,  and 
tvTfMnroif  men  of  facile  or  versatile  manners,  who  can  easily  turn 
themselves  to  all  things,  or  turn  all  things  to  themselves.)  It  also 
procureth  delight  by  gratifying  curiosity  with  its  rareness  or 
semblance  of  difficulty  (as  monsters,  not  for  their  beauty  b^t 
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their  rarity ;  as  juggling  tricks,  not  for  their  use  but  their  ab- 
struseness,  are  beheld  with  pleasure;)  by  diverting  the  mind 
from  its  road  of  serious  thoughts ;  by  instilling  gaiety  and  airi- 
ness of  spirit ;  by  provoking  to  such  dispositions  of  spirit,  in  way 
of  emulation  of  complaisance,  and  by  seasoning  matter,  other- 
wise distasteful  or  insipid,  with  an  unusual  and  thence  grateful 
tang." — Ba/rrovj's  Works,  Serm.  14. 

I  will  only  add,  by  way  of  general  caution,  that  there  is  noth- 
ing more  ridiculous  than  laughter  without  a  cause,  nor  anything 
more  troublesome  than  what  are  called  laughing  people.  A 
professed  laugher  is  as  contemptibly  and  tiresome  a  character  as 
a  professed  wit :  the  one  is  always  contriving  something  to  laugh 
at,  the  other  is  always  laughing  at  nothing.  An  excess  of  levity 
is  as  impertinent  as  an  excess  of  gravity.  A  character  of  this  sort 
is  well  personified  by  Spenser,  in  the  'Damsel  of  the  Idle  Lake' — 


tt 


who  did  assay 


To  laugh  at  shaking  of  the  leaves  light." 

Any  one  must  be  mainly  ignorant  or  thoughtless,  who  is  * 
surprised  at  everything  he  sees ;  or  wonderfully  conceited,  who 
/  expects  everything  to  conform  to  his  standard  of  propriety. 
Clowns  and  idiots  laugh  on  all  occasions ;  and  the  common  fail- 
ing of  wishing  to  be  thought  satirical  often  runs  through  whole 
families  in  country  places,  to  the  great  annoyance  of  their  neigh- 
bours. To  be  struck  with  incongruity  in  whatever  comes  be- 
fore us,  does  not  argue  great  comprehension  or  refinement  of 
perception,  but  rather  a  looseness  and  flippancy  of  mind  and 
temper,  which  prevents  the  individual  from  connecting  any  two 
ideas  steadily  or  consistently  together.  It  is  owing  to  a  natural 
crudity  and  precipitateness  of  the  imagination,  which  assimilates 
nothing  properly  to  itself  People  who  are  always  laughing, 
at  length  laugh  on  the  wrong  side  of  their  faces ;  for  they  can- 
not get  others  to  laugh  with  them.  In  like  manner,  an  afiTecta- 
tion  of  wit  by  degrees  hardens  the  heart,  and  spoils  good  com- 
pany and  good  manners.  A  perpetual  succession  of  good  things 
puts  an  end  to  common  conversation.  There  is  no  answer  to  a 
jest,  but  another ;  and  even  where  the  ball  can  be  kept  up  in 
this  way  without  ceasing,  it  tires  the  patience  of  the  by-standers, 
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and  runs  the  speakers  put  of  breath.    fWit  is  the  salt  of  conver- 
sation, not  the  food.     ) 

The  four  chief  names  for  comic  humour  out  of  our  own  lan-^ 
guage  are  Aristophanes  and  Lucian  among  the  ancients,  Moliere 
and  Rabelais  among  the  modems.  Of  the  two  first  I  shalksay, 
for  I  know  but  little.  I  should  have  liked  Aristophanes  better 
if  he  had  treated  Socrates  less  scurvily,  for  he  has  treated  him 
most  scurvily  both  as  to  wit  and  argument  His  Plutus  and  his 
Birds  are  striking  instances,  the  one  of  dry  humour,  the  other 
of  airy  fancy. — Lucian  is  a  writer  who  appears  to  deserve  his 
full  fame :  he  has  the  licentious  and  extrava^&nt  wit  of  Rabelais, 
but  directed  more  uniformly  to  a  purpose ;  and  his  comic  pro- 
ductions are  interspersed  with  beautiful  and  eloquent  descrip- 
tions, full  of  sentiment,  such  as  the  exquisite  account  of  the  MAe 
of  the  halcyon  put  into  the  mouth  of  Socrates,  and  the  heroic 
eulogy  on  Bacchus,  which  is  conceived  in  the  highest  strain  of 
glowing  panegyric. 

The  two  other  authors  I  proposed  to  mention  are  modem,  and 
French.  Molidre,  however,  in  the  spirit  of  his  writings,  is 
almost  as  much  an  English  as  a  French  author — quite  a  ba/rbare 
in  all  in  which  he  really  excelled.  He  was  unquestionably  one 
of  the  greatest  comic  geniuses  that  ever  lived ;  a  man  of  infinite 
wit,  gaiety,  and  invention — full  of  life,  laughter,  and  whim. 
But  it  cannot  be  denied  that  his  plays  are  in  general  mere  farces, 
without  scrupulous  adherence  to  nature,  refinement  of  character, 
or  common  probability.  The  plots  of  several  of  them  could  not 
be  carried  on  for  a  moment  without  a  perfect  collusion  between 
the  parties  to  wink  at  contradictions,  and  act  in  defiance  of  the  evi- 
dence of  their  senses.  For  instance,  take  the '  Medecin  maigrS  lid ' 
(*  The  Mock  Doctor,*)  in  which  a  common  wood-cutter  takes  upon 
himself,  and  is  made  successfully  to  support  through  a  whole  play, 
the  character  of  a  learned  physician,  without  exciting  the  least 
suspicion ;  and  yet  notwithstanding  the  absurdity  of  the  plot,  it 
is  one  of  the  most  laughable  and  truly  comic  productions  that 
can  well  be  imagined.  The  rest  of  his  lighter  pieces,  the 
'  Bau/rgeois  GejUUhomme^  *  Momiewr  Ptmrceaugnac^  George 
*  Davdin^  (or  *Baraaby  Brittle,')  &c.  are  of  the  saxaft  ^«acLV^ 
tion — gratttitous  assumptions  of  character,  and  feiiiCifeil  «aA  oxjX? 
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rageous  caricatures  of  nature.  He  indulges  at  his  peril  in  the 
utmost  license  of  burlesque  exaggeration ;  and  gives  a  loose  to 
the  intoxication  of  his  animal  spirits.  With  respect  to  his  two 
most  laboured  comedies,  the  '  Tartuffe'  and  '  Misanthrope/  I 
confeiss  that  I  find  thcltn  rather  hard  to  get  through :  they  have 
much  of  the  improbability  and  extravagance  of  the  others,  united 
with  the  endless  conmion-place  prosing  of  French  declamation. 
What  can  exceed,  for  example,  the  absurdity  of  the  '  Misan- 
thrope,* who  leaves  his  mistress,  after  every  proof  of  her  attach- 
ment and  constancy,  for  no  other  reason  than  that  she  will  not 
submit  to  the  tecJikiccbl  formality  of  going  to  live  with  him  in  a 
wilderness?  The  characters,  again,  which  Celimene  gives  of 
her  female  friends,  near  the  opening  of  the  play,  are  admirable 
satires,  (as  good  as  Pope's  characters  of  women,)  but  not  exactly 
in  the  spirit  of  comic  dialogue.  The  strictures  of  Rousseau  on 
this  play,  in  his  *  Letter  to  D' Alembert,'  are  a  fine  specimen  of 
the  best  philosophical  criticism. — The  same  remarks  apply  in  a 
greater  degree  to  the  '  Tartuffe.'  The  long  speeches  and  rea- 
sonings in  this  play  tire  one  almost  to  death :  they  may  be  very 
good  logic,  or  rhetoric,  or  philosophy,  or  anything  but  comedy. 
If  each  of  the  parties  had  retained  a  special  pleader  to  speak  his 
sentiments,  they  could  not  have  appeared  more  verbose  or  intri- 
cate. The  improbability  of  the  character  of  Orgon  is  wonderful. 
This  play  is  in  one  point  of  view  invaluable,  as  a  lasting  monu- 
ment of  the  creduHty  of  the  French  to  all  verbal  professions  of 
wisdom  or  virtue ;  and  its  existence  can  only  be  accounted  for 
from  that  astonishing  and  tyrannical  predominance  which  words 
exercise  over  things  in  the  mind  of  every  Frenchman.  The 
'  Ecole  des  FemmeSj  from  which  Wj'cherley  has  borrowed  his 
*  Country  Wife,'  with  the  true  spirit  of  original  genius,  is,  in  my 
judgment,  the  master-piece  of  Moliere.  The  set  speeches  in  the 
original  play,  it  is  true,  would  not  be  borne  on  the  English 
stage,  nor  indeed  on  the  French,  but  that  they  are  carried  off  by 
the  verse.  The  '  Critiqiie  de  V Ecole  des  Femmes^  the  dialogue 
of  which  is  prose,  is  written  in  a  very  different  style.  Among 
other  things,  this  little  piece  contains  an  exquisite,  and  almost 
unanswerable  defence  of  the  superiority  of  comedy  over  tragedy. 
Moliere  was  to  be  excused  for  taking  this  side  of  the  question. 
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A  writer  of  sonfe  pretensions  among  ourselves  has  reproached 
the  French  with  "  an  equal  want  of  books  and  men."  There 
is  a  common  French  print,  in  which  Moliere  is  represented 
reading  one  of  his  plays  in  the  presence  of  the  celebrated  Ninon 
de  PEnclos,  to  a  circle  of  the  wits  and  first  men  of  his  own  time. 
Ainong  these  are  the  great  Comeille ;  the  tender,  faultless  Ra- 
cine ;  Fontaine,  the  artless  old  man,  unconscious  of  iaunortality ; 
the  accomplished  St.  Evremond ;  the  Duke  de  la  Rochefoucault, 
the  severe  anatomiser  of  the  human  breast ;  Boileau,  the  flat- 
terer of  courts  and  judge  of  men !  Were  these  men  nothing  ? 
they  have  passed  for  men  (and  great  ones)  hitherto,  and  though 
the  prejudice  is  an  old  one,  I  should  hope  it  may  stiU  last  our 
time. 

Rabelais  is  another  name  that  might  have  saved  this  unjust  \ 
censure.  The  wise  sayings  and  heroic  deeds  of  Grargantua  and 
Pantagruel  ought  not  to  be  set  down  as  nothing.  I  have  already 
spoken  my  mind  at  large  of  this  author ;  but  I  cannot  help 
thinking  of  him  here,  sitting  in  his  easy  chair,  with  an  eye  lan- 
guid with  excess  of  mirth,  his  lip  quivering  with  a  new-bom 
conceit,  and  wiping  his  beard  after  a  well-seasoned  jest,  with  his 
pen  held  carelessly  in  his  hand,  his  wine-flagons,  and  his  books 
of  law,  of  school  divinity,  and  physic  before  him,  which  were 
his  jest-books,  whence  he  drew  endless  stores  of  absurdity; 
laughing  at  the  world  and  enjoying  it  by  turns,  and  making  the 
world  laugh  with  him  again,  for  the  last  three  hundred  years,  at 
his  teeming  wit  and  its  own  prolific  follies.  Even  to  those  who 
have  never  read  his  works,  the  name  of  Rabelais  is  a  cordial  to 
the  spirits,  and  the  mention  of  it  cannot  consist  with  gravity  or 
spleen  f 
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LECTURE  EL 

On  Shakspeure  and  Ben  Joomul 

Dr.  Johnson  thought  Shakspeare's  comedies  better  than  his  tra- 
gedies, and  gives  as  a  reason,  that  he  was  more  at  home  in  the 
one  than  in  the  other.  That  comedies  should  be  written  in  a 
more  easy  and  careless  vein  than  tragedies,  is  but  natural  This 
is  only  saying  that  a  comedy  is  not  so  serious  a  thing  as  a  tra- 
gedy. But  that  he  showed  a  greater  mastery  in  the  one  than 
in  thQ  other,  I  cannot  allow,  nor  is  it  generally  felt  The  labour 
vdiich  the  Doctor  thought  it  cost  Shakspeare  to  write  his  trage- 
dies, only  showed  the  labour  which  it  cost  the  critic  in  reading 
them,  that  is,  his  general  indisposition  to  sympathise  heartily 
and  spontaneously  with  works  of  high-wrought  passion  or  ima- 
gination There  is  not  in  any  part  of  this  author's  writings  the 
slightest  trace  of  his  ever  having  been  "  smit  with  the  love  of 
sacred  song,"  except  some  passages  in  Pope.  His  habitually 
morbid  temperament  and  saturnine  turn  of  thought  required  that 
the  string  should  rather  be  relaxed  than  tightened,  that  the 
weight  upon  the  mind  should  rather  be  taken  off  than  have 
anything  added  to  it  There  was  a  sluggish  moroseness  aboat 
his  moral  constitution  that  refused  to  be  roused  to  any  keen 
agony  of  thought,  and  that  was  not  very  safely  to  be  trifled  with 
in  lighter  matters,  though  this  last  was  aUowed  to  pass  off  as  the 
most  pardonable  offence  against  the  gravity  of  his  pretensions. 
It  is  in  £Eict  the  established  rule  at  present,  in  these  cases,  to 
speak  highly  of  the  Doctor's  authority,  and  to  dissent  from  ahnost 
every  one  of  his  critical  decisions.  For  my  own  part,  I  so  far 
consider  this  preference  given  to  the  comic  genius  of  the  poet  as 
enoneous  and  imfounded,  that  I  should  say  that  he  is  the  only 
tragic  poet  in  the  world  in  the  highest  sense,  as  being  on  a  par 
witii,  and  the  same  as  Nature,  in  liet  gteaXft^\i&\^\a  ^cc^d^dei^ths 
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of  action  and  suffering.  There  is  but  one  who  durst  walk 
within  that  mighty  circle,  treading  the  utmost  bound  of  nature 
and  passion,  showing  us  the  dread  abyss  of  woe  in  all  its  ghastly 
shapes  and  colours,  and  laying  open  all  the  faculties  of  the  hu- 
man soul  to  act,  to  think,  and  suffer,  in  direst  extremities; 
whereas,  I  think,  on  the  other  hand,  that  in  comedy,  though  his 
talents  there  too  were  as  wonderful  as  they  were  delightful,  yet 
that  there  were  some  before  him,  others  on  a  level  with  him, 
and  many  close  behind  him.  I  cannot  help  thinking,  for  inr 
stance,  that  Moliere  was  as  great,  or  a  greater  comic  genius  than 
Shakspeare,  though  assuredly  I  do  not  think  that  Racine  was  as 
great,  or  a  greater  tragic  genius.  I  think  that  both  Rabelais 
and  Cervantes,  the  one  in  the  power  of  ludicrous  description, 
the  other  in  the  invention  and  perfect  keeping  of  comic  charac- 
ter, excelled  Shakspeare ;  that  is,  they  would  have"  been  greater 
men,  if  they  had  had  equal  power  with  him  over  the  stronger 
passions.  For  my  own  reading,  I  like  Vanbrugh's '  City  Wives' 
Confederacy'  as  well,  or  ("  not  to  speak  it  profanely*')  better  than 
the  '  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,'  and  Congreve's  *  Way  of  the 
World '  as  well  as  the  *  Comedy  of  Errors'  or  '  Love's  Labour 
Lost.'  But  I  cannot  say  that  I  know  of  any  tragedies  in  the 
world  that  make  even  a  tolerable  approach  to '  Hamlet,'  or 
*  Lear,'  or  '  Othello,'  or  some  others,  either  in  the  sum  total  of 
their  effect,  or  in  their  complete  distinctness  from  everything 
else,  by  which  they  take  not  only  unquestioned,  but  undivided 
possession  of  the  mind,  and  form  a  class,  a  world  by  themselves 
mingling  with  all  our  thoughts  like  a  second  being.  Other  tra- 
gedies tell  for  more  or  less,  are  good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  as  they 
have  more  or  less  excellence  of  a  kind  common  to  them  with 
others :  but  these  stand  alone  by  themselves ;  they  have  nothing 
common-place  in  them  ;  they  are  a  new  power  in  the  imagination, 
they  tell  for  their  whole  amount,  they  measure  from  the  ground 
There  is  not  only  nothing  so  good  (in  my  judgment)  as  *  Hamlet,' 
or  '  Lear,'  or  *  Othello,'  or  ^  Macbeth,'  but  there  is  nothing  like 
'  Hamlet,'  or  '  Lear,'  or  '  Othello,'  or  '  Macbeth.'  There  is 
nothing,  I  beUeve,  in  the  majestic  Comeille,  equal  to  the  stem 
pride  of '  Coriolanus ;'  or  which  gives  such  an  idea  oi  \ltift  civ«sl- 
biing  in  pieces  of  the  Roman  grandeur,  '^  like  an  un8V]i\)«ftaxi9Qa\. 
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pageant  faded,"  as  the  <  Antony  and  Cleopatra.'  But  to  match 
the  best  serious  comedies,  such  as  Moliere's '  Misanthrope '  and 
his  ^  Tartufie/  we  must  go  to  Shakspeare's  tragic  characters,  the 
Timon  of  Athens  or  honest  lago,  when  we  shall  more  than  suc- 
ceed. He  put  his  strength  into  his  tragedies,  and  played  with 
comedy.  He  was  greatest  in  what  was  greatest ;  and  his  forte 
was  not  trifling,  according  to  the  opinion  here  combated,  even 
though  he  might  do  that  as  well  as  anybody  else,  unless  he 
could  do  it  better  than  anybody  else.  I  would  not  be  understood 
to  say  that  there  are  not  scenes  or  whole  characters  in  Shakspeare 
equal  in  wit  and  drollery  to  anything  upon  record.  Falstaff 
alone  is  an  instance  which,  if  I  would,  I  could  not  get  over. 
^  He  is  the  leviathan  of  all  the  creatures  c^  the  author's  comic 
genius,  and  tumbles  about  his  unwieldy  bulk  in  an  ocean  of  wit 
and  humour."  But  in  general  it  will  be  found  (if  I  am  not  mis- 
taken,) that  even  in  the  very  best  of  these  the  spirit  of  humanity 
and  the  fancy  of  the  poet  greatly  prevail  over  the  mere  wit  and 
satire,  and  that  we  sympathise  with  his  characters  oflener  than 
we  laugh  at  them.  His  ridicule  wants  the  sting  of  ill-nature. 
He  had  hardly  such  a  thing  as  spleen  in  his  composition.  Fal- 
staflf  himself  is  so  great  a  joke,  rather  from  his  being  so  huge  a 
mass  of  enjoyment  than  of  absurdity.  His  re-appearance  in  the 
*  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor '  is  not  "  a  consummation  devoutly  to 
be  wished,"  for  we  do  not  take  pleasure  in  the  repeated  triumphs 
over  him.  Mercutio's  quips  and  banter  upon  his  friends  show 
amazing  gaiety,  frankness,  and  volubility  of  tongue,  but  we 
think  no  more  of  them  when  the  poet  takes  the  words  out 
of  his  mouth,  and  gives  the  description  of  Clueen  Mab.  Touch- 
stone, again,  is  a  shrewd  biting  fellow,  a  lively,  mischievous 
wag ;  but  still  what  are  his  gibing  sentences  and  chopped  logic 
to  the  fine  moralising  vein  of  the  fantastical  Jaques,  stretched 
beneath  "  the  shade  of  melancholy  boughs  ?"  Nothing.  That  is, 
Shakspeare  was  a  greater  poet  than  wit ;.  his  imagination  was 
the  leading  and  master-quality  of  his  mind,  which  was  always 
ready  to  soar  into  its  native  element :  the  ludicrous  was  only 
secondary  and  subordinate.  In  the  comedies  of  gallantry  and 
intrigue,  with  what  freshness  and  delight  we  come  to  the  serious 
and  romantic  parts  1    What  a  relief  they  are  to  the  mind,  after 
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ftioae  of  mere  ribaldry  or  mirth !  Those  in  the  *  Twelfth  Night,' 
for  instance,  and  ^  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,'  where  Olivia  and 
Hero  are  concerned,  throw  even  Malvolio  and  Sir  Toby,  and 
Benedick  and  Beatrice,  into  the  shade.  They  '^  give  a  very  echo 
to  the  seat  where  love  is  throned."  What  he  has  said  of  music 
might  be  said  of  his  own  poetry — 

"  Oh !  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  sweet  south 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets, 
Stealing  and  giving  odour." 

How  poor,  in  general,  what  a  falling-off,  these  parts  seem  in 
mere  comic  authors;  how  ashamed  we  are  of  them;  and  how 
fast  we  hurry  the  blank  verse  over,  that  we  may  get  upon  safe 
ground  again,  and  recover  our  good  opinion  of  the  author !  A 
striking  and  lamentable  instance  of  this  may  be  found  (by  any  one 
who  chooses)  in  the  high-flown  speeches  in  Sir  Richard  Steele's 
^  Conscious  Lovers.'  As  good  an  example  as  any  of  this  inform- 
ing and  redeeming  power  in  our  author's  genius  might  be  taken 
from  the  comic  scenes  in  both  parts  of  Henry  IV.  Nothing  can 
go  much  lower  in  intellect  or  morals  than  many  of  the  charac- 
ters. Here  are  knaves  and  fools  in  abundance,  of  the  meanest 
order,  and  stripped  stark-naked.  But  genius,  like  charity, 
**  covers  a  multitude  of  sins ;"  we  pity  as  much  as  we  despise 
them ;  in  spite  of  our  disgust  we  like  them,  because  they  like 
themselves,  and  because  we  are  made  to  sympathise  with 
them;  and  the  ligament,  fine  as  it  is,  which  links  them  to 
humanity,  is  never  broken.  Who  would  quarrel  with  Wart, 
or  Feeble,  or  Mouldy,  or  Bull-calf,  or  even  with  Pistol, 
Nym,  or  Bardolph?  None  but  a  hypocrite.  The  severe 
censurers  of  the  morals  of  imaginary  characters  can  generally 
find  a  hole  for  their  own  vices  to  creep  out  at,  and  yet  do  not 
perceive  how  it  is  that  the  imperfect  and  even  deformed  charac- 
ters in  Shakspeare's  plays,  as  done  to  the  life,  by  forming  a  part 
of  our  personal  consciousness,  claim  our  personal  forgiveness, 
and  suspend  or  evade  our  moral  judgment,  by  bribing  our  self- 
love  to  side  with  them.  Not  to  do  so,  is  not  morality,  but  affec- 
tation, stupidity,  or  ill-nature.  I  have  more  sympa\k^  m\)cL  otL^ 
of  Shakipeare'apjck'puraes,  GadshiU  or  Peto,  t^haxilcaa^o^^c^l 
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have  with  any  member  of  the  Society  for  the  Suppression  of 
Vice,  and  would  by  no  means  assist  to  deliver  the  one  into  the 
hands  of  the  other.  Those  who  cannot  be  persuaded  to  draw  a 
veil  over  the  foibles  of  ideal  characters,  may  be  suspected  of 
wearing  a  mask  over  their  own !  Again,  in  point  of  under- 
standing and  attainments,  Shallow  sinks  low  enough ;  and  yet 
his  cousin  Silence  is  a  foil  to  him ;  he  is  the  shadow  of  a  shade; 
glimmers  on  the  very  verge  of  downright  imbecility,  and  totters 
on  the  brink  of  nothing.  "  He  has  been  merry  twice  and  once 
ere  now,''  and  is  hardly  persuaded  to  break  his  silence  in  a  song. 
Shallow  has  '^  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,"  and  roared  out 
glees  and  catches  at  taverns  and  inns  of  court,  when  he  was 
young.  So^  at  least,  he  tells  his  cousin  Silence,  and  Falstafi* 
encourages  the  loftiness  of  his  pretensions.  Shallow  would  be 
thought  a  great  man  among  his  dependents  and  followers ;  Si- 
lence is  nobody — not  even  in  his  own  opinion ;  yet  he  sits  in 
the  orchard,  and  eats  his  carraways  and  pippins  among  the  rest 
Shakspeare  takes  up  the  meanest  subjects  with  the  same  tender- 
ness that  we  do  an  insect's  wing,  and  would  not  kill  a  fly.  To 
give  a  more  particular  instance  of  what  I  mean,  I  will  take  the 
inimitable  and  aflecting,  though  most  absurd  and  ludicrous 
dialogue,  between  Shallow  and  Silence,  on  the  death  of  old 
Double. 

^^  Shallcw.    Come  on,  come  on^  come  on ;  give  me  your  hand,  sir ;  give 
me  your  hand,  sir;  an  early  stirrer,  by  the  rood.    And  how  doth  my  good . 
cousin  Silence  1 

Silence.    Good  morrow,  good  cousin  Shallow. 

SkaUauj.  And  how  doth  my  cousin,  your  bedfellow  'i  and  your  faireet 
daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daughter  Ellen  1 

Silence,    Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  cousin  Shallow. 

Shallow.  By  yea  and  nay,  sir ;  I  dare  say,  my  cousin  William  is  become 
a  good  scholar :  he  is  at  Oxford  still,  is  he  not  1 

Silence.    Indeed,  sir,  to  my  cost. 

Shallow.  He  must  then  to  the  inns  of  court  shortly.  I  waa  once  of 
Clement's  inn ;  where,  I  think,  they  will  talk  of  mad  Shallow  yet. 

Silence.    You  were  called  lusty  Shallow  then,  counn. 

Shallow.  I  was  called  anything,  and  I  would  have  done  anything  in- 
d^,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I,  and  little  John  Doit,  of  Staffordshire, 
and  black  George  Bare,  and  Francis  Pickbone,  and  Will  Squele,  a  Cotb- 
wold  man,  you  had  not  four  such  swinge-bucklers  in  all  the  inns  of  court 
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again ;  and,  I  may  say  to  you,  we  knew  where  the  bonaiobaB  were,  and 
had  the  best  of  them  all  at  commandment.    Then  was  Jack  Falstaff,  now 
Sir  John,  a  boy,  and  page  to  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk. 
»     Silence.    This  Sir  John,  cousin,  that  comes  hither  anon  about  soldiers  ? 

Shallow.  The  same  Sir  John,  the  very  same :  I  saw  him  break  Schog- 
gan's  head  at  the  court-gate,  when  he  was  a  crack,  not  tkoa  high ;  and  the 
very  same  day  did  I  fight  with  one  Sampson  Stockfish,  a  fruiterer,  behind 
Gray's  inn.  O,  the  mad  days  that  I  have  spent !  and  to  see  how  many 
of  mine  old  acquaintances  are  dead ! 

Silence.    We  shall  all  follow,  cousin. 

ShaUow.  Certain,  'tis  certain,  very  sure,  very  sure :  death  (as  the  Psalm- 
ist saith)  is  certain  to  all,  all  shall  die — How  a  good  yoke  of  bullocks  at 
Stamford  fair  ? 

Silence.    Truly,  cousin,  I  waB  not  there. 

Shallow.    Death  is  certain.    Is  old  Double  of  your  town  living  yet  2 

Silence.    Dead,  Sir. 

Shallow.  Dead!  see,  see!  he  drew  a  good  bow;  and  dead?  he  shot  a 
fine  shoot.  John  of  Graunt  loved  him  well,  and  betted  much  money  on 
his  head.  Dead!  he  would  have  clapped  i'  th'  clout  at  twelve  score;  and 
carried  you  a  forehand  shaft  a  fourteen  and  a  half,  that  it  would  have  done 
a  man's  heart  good  to  see. — How  a  score  of  ewes  now  1 

Silence.  Thereafter  as  they  be;  a  score  of  good  ewes  may  be  worth  ten 
pounds. 

Shallow.    And  is  old  Double  dead  T 

There  is  not  anything  more  characteristic  than  this  in  all  Shak- 
speara  A  finer  sermon  on  mortality  was  never  preached.  We 
£66  the  frail  condition  of  human  life,  and  the  weakness  of  the 
human  understanding  in  Shallow's  reflections  on  it;  who,  while 
the  past  is  sliding  from  heneath  his  feet,  still  clings  to  the  pre- 
sent. The  meanest  circumstances  are  shown  through  an  atmos- 
phere of  abstraction  that  dignifies  them ;  their  very  insignifi- 
cance makes  them  more  affecting,  for  they  instantly  put  a  check 
on  our  aspiring  thoughts,  and  remind  us  that,  seen  through  that 
dim  perspective,  the  diflference  between  the  great  and  little,  the 
wise  and  foolish,  is  not  much.  "  One  touch  of  nature  makes 
the  whole  world  kin :"  and  old  Double,  though  his  exploits  had 
been  greater,  could  but  have  had  his  day.  There  is  a  pathetic 
naivete  mixed  up  with  Shallow's  common-place  reflections  and 
impertinent  digressions.  The  reader  laughs  (as  well  he  may) 
in  reading  the  passage,  but  he  lays  down  the  book  to  think 
The  wit,  however  diverting,  is  social  and  humane.     But  tSiAa  \a 
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not  the  distingaishing  characteristic  of  wit,  which  is  generally 
provoked  by  folly,  and  spends  its  venom  upon  vice. 

The  fault,  then,  of  Shakspeare^s  comic  Muse  is,  in  my  opinion, 
that  it  is  too  good-natured  and  magnanimous.  It  mounts  above 
its  quarry.  It  is  "  apprehensive,  quick,  forgetive,  full  of  nimble, 
fiery,  and  delectable  shapes :"  but  it  does  not  take  the  highest 
pleasure  in  making  human  nature  look  as  mean,  as  ridiculous, 
and  contemptible  as  possible.  It  is  in  this  respect,  chiefly,  that 
it  differs  from  the  comedy  of  a  later,  and  (what  is  called)  a 
more  refined  period.  Genteel  comedy  is  the  comedy  of  fash- 
ionable life,  and  of  artificial  character  and  manners.  The  most 
pungent  ridicule  is  that  which  is  directed  to  mortify  vanity, 
and  to  expose  affectation ;  but  vanity  and  affectation,  in  their 
most  exorbitant  and  studied  excesses,  are  the  ruling  principles 
of  society,  only  in  a  highly  advanced  state  of  civilization  and 
manners.  Man  can  hardly  be  said  to  be  a  truly  contemptible 
animal,  till,  firom  the  facilities  of  general  intercourse,  and  the 
progress  of  example  and  opinion,  he  becomes  the  ape  of  the 
extravagances  of  other  men.  The  keenest  edge  of  satire  is  re- 
quired to  distinguish  between  the  true  and  false  pretensions  to 
taste  and  elegance ;  its  lash  is  laid  on  with  the  utmost  severity, 
to  drive  before  it  the  common  herd  of  knaves  and  fools,  not  to 
lacerate  and  terrify  the  single  stragglers.  In  a  word,  it  is  when 
folly  is  epidemic,  and  vice  worn  as  a  mark  of  distinction,  that 
all  the  malice  of  wit  and  humour  is  called  out  and  justified  to 
detect  the  imposture,  and  prevent  the  contagion  from  spreading. 
The  fools  in  Wycherley  and  Congreve  are  of  their  own,  or  one 
another's  making,  and  deserve  to  be  well  scourged  into  common 
sense  and  decency :  the  fools  in  Shakspeare  are  of  his  own  or 
nature's  making ;  and  it  would  be  unfair  to  probe  to  the  quick, 
or  hold  up  to  unqualified  derision,  the  faults  which  are  info- 
luntary  and  incorrigible,  or  those  which  you  yourself  encour- 
age and  exaggerate,  from  the  pleasure  you  take  in  witnessing 
them.  Our  later  comic  writers  represent  a  state  of  manners, 
in  which  to  be  a  man  of  wit  and  pleasure  about  town  was  be- 
come the  fashion,  and  in  which  the  swarms  of  egregious  pre- 
tenders in  both  kinds  openly  kept  one  another  in  countenance, 
Mad  were  become  a  public,  nuiaance.    Shaks^^t^^^wi^  in  a 
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State  of  greater  rudeness  and  simplicity,  chiefly  gave  certain 
characters  which  were  a  kind  of  grotesques^  or  solitary  excres- 
cences growing  up  out  of  their  native  soil  without  aflectation, 
and  which  he  undertook  kindly  to  pamper  for  the  public  enter- 
tainment For  instance,  Sir  Andrew  Aguecheek  is  evidently  a 
creature  of  the  poet's  own  fancy.  The  author  lends  occasion  to 
his  absurdity  to  show  itself  as  much  as  he  pleases,  devises  antics  for 
him  which  would  not  enter  into  his  own  head,  makes  him  '^  go 
to  church  in  a  galliard,  and  return  home  in  a  coranto ;"  adds 
fuel  to  his  foUy,  or  throws  cold  water  on  his  courage ;  makes 
his  puny  extravagance  venture  out  or  slink  into  comers  without 
asking  his  leave ;  encourages  them  into  indiscreet  luxuriance, 
or  checks  them  in  the  bud,  just  as  it  suits  him  for  the  jest's  sake. 
The  gratification  of  the  fancy,  "  and  furnishing  matter  for  inno- 
cent mirth,"  are,  therefore,  the  chief  object  of  this  and  other 
characters  like  it,  rather  than  reforming  the  moral  sense,  or  in- 
dulging our  persona]  spleen.  But  Tattle  and  Sparkish,  who  are 
fops  cast  not  in  the  mould  of  fancy,  but  of  fashion,  who  have  a 
tribe  of  forerunners  and  followers,  who  catch  certain  diseases 
of  the  mind  on  purpose  to  communicate  the  infection,  and  are 
screened  in  their  preposterous  eccentricities  by  their  own  con- 
ceit and  by  the  world's  opinion,  are  entitled  to  no  quarter,  and 
receive  none.  They  think  themselves  objects  of  envy  and  admi- 
ration, and  on 'that  account  are  doubly  objects  of  our  contempt 
and  ridicule. — We  find  that  the  scenes  of  Shakspeare's  come- 
dies are  mostly  laid  in  the  country,  or  are  transferable  there  at 
pleasure  The  genteel  comedy  exists  only  in  towns,  and 
crowds  of  borrowed  characters,  who  copy  others  as  the  satirist 
copies  them,  and  who  are  only  seen  to  be  despised.  "  All  be- 
yond Hyde  Park  is  a  desert''  to  it :  while  there  the  pastoral  and 
poetic  comedy  begins  to  vegetate  and  flourish,  unpruned,  idle, 
and  fantastic.  It  is  hard  to  "  lay  waste  a  country  gentleman" 
in  a  state  of  nature,  whose  humours  may  have  run  a  little  wild 
or  to  seed,  or  to  lay  violent  hands  on  a  young  booby  'squire, 
whose  absurdities  have  not  yet  arrived  at  years  of  discretion : 
but  my  Lord  Foppington,  who  is  "  the  prince  of  coxcombs." 
and  "  proud  of  being  at  the  head  of  so  prevaiVvng  a^T\:^V  ^^  ^ 
aervea  his  &te.    I  am  not  for  going  so  fai  as  to  ^^noMaci^  ^t^a^iL-'    M 
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apeare's  '^  manners  damnable,  because  he  had  not  seen  the 
court ;"  but  I  think  that  comedy  does  not  find  its  richest  har- 
vest till  individual  infirmities  have  passed  into  general  manners, 
and  it  is  the  example  of  courts,  chiefiy,  that  stamps  folly  with 
credit  and  currency,  or  glosses  over  vice  with  meretricious  lus- 
tre. I  conceive,  therefore,  that  the  golden  period  of  our  comedy 
was  just  after  the  age  of  Charles  II.,  when  the  town  first  be- 
came tainted  with  the  afiectation  of  the  manners  and  conversa- 
tion of  fashionable  life,  and  before  the  distinction  between  rusti- 
city and  elegance,  art  and  nature,  was  lost  (as  it  afterwards  was) 
in  a  general  diflTusion  of  knowledge,  and  the  reciprocal  advanta- 
ges of  civil  intercourse.  It  is  to  be  remarked,  that  the  union  of 
the  three  gradations  of  artificial  elegance  and  courtly  accom- 
.plishments  in  one  class,  of  the  affectation  of  them  in  another, 
and  of  absolute  rusticity  in  a  third,  forms  the  highest  point  of 
perfection  of  the  comedies  of  this  period,  as  we  may  see  in 
Vanbrugh^s  Lord  Foppington,  Sir  Tunbelly  Clumsy,  and  Miss 
Hoyden ;  Lady  Townly,  Count  Basset,  and  John  Moody ;  in 
Congreve^s  Millamant,  Lady  Wishfort,  Witwoud,  Sir  Wilfiil 
Witwoud,  and  the  rest 

In  another  point  of  view,  or  with  respect  to  that  part  of  come- 
dy which  relates  to  gallantry  and  intrigue,  the  difference  be- 
tween Shakspeare's  comic  heroines  and  those  of  a  later  period 
may  be  referred  to  the  same  distinction  between  natural  and 
artificial  life,  between  the  world  of  fancy  and  the  world  of  fash- 
ion. The  refinements  of  romantic  passion  arise  out  of  the  ima- 
gination brooding  over  "  airy  nothing,"  or  over  a  favourite  object, 
where  "  love's  golden  shaft  hath  killed  the  flock  of  all  affections 
else :"  whereas  the  refinements  of  this  passion  in  genteel  comedy, 
or  in  every-day  life,  may  be  said  to  arise  out  of  repeated  obser- 
vation and  experience,  diverting  and  frittering  away  the  first  im- 
pressions of  things  by  a  multiplicity  of  objects,  and  producing, 
not  enthusiasm,  but  fastidiousness  or  giddy  dissipation.  For  the 
one  a  comparatively  rude  age  and  strong  feelings  are  best  fitted ; 
for  "there  the  mind  must  minister  to  itself:"  to  the  other,  the 
progress  of  society  and  a  knowledge  of  the  world  are  essential ; 
for  here  the  effect  does  not  depend  on  leaving  the  mind  concen- 
tred in  itself,  but  on  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  heart,  amidst  the 
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complex  and  rapid  movements  of  the  artificial  machinery  of  so- 
ciety, and  the  arbitrary  subjection  of  the  natural  course  of  the 
affections  to  every  the  slightest  fluctuation  of  fashion,  caprice,  or 
opinion.  Thus  Olivia,  in  '  Twelfth  Night,'  has  but  one  admirer 
of  equal  rank  with  herself,  and  but  one  love,  to  whom  she  in- 
nocently plights  her  hand  and  heart;  or  if  she  had  a  thousand 
lovers,  she  would  be  the  sole  object  of  their  adoration  and  burn- 
ing vows,  without  a  rival.  The  heroine  of  romance  and  poetry 
sits  secluded  in  the  bowers  of  fancy,  sole  queen  and  arbitress 
of  all  hearts ;  and  as  the  character  is  one  of  imagination,  "  of 
solitude  and  melancholy  musing  born,"  so  it  may  be  best  drawn 
from  the  imagination.  Millamant,  in  the  *  Way  of  the  World,' 
on  the  contrary,  who  is  the  fine  lady  or  heroine  of  comedy,  has 
so  many  lovers,  that  she  surfeits  on  admiration,  till  it  becomes 
indifferent  to  her;  so  many  rivals,  that  she  is  forced  to  put  on  a 
thousand  airs  of  languid  ajQTectation  to  mortify  and  vex  them 
more  ;  so  many  offers,  that  she  at  last  gives  her  hand  to  the 
man  of  her  heart,  rather  to  escape  the  persecution  of  their  ad- 
dresses, and  out  of  levity  and  disdain,  than  from  any  serious 
choice  of  her  own.  This  is  a  comic  character ;  its  essence  con- 
sists in  making  light  of  things  from  familiarity  and  use,  and  as 
it  is  formed  by  habit  and  outward  circumstances,  so  it  requires 
actual  observation,  and  an  acquaintance  with  the  modes  of  arti- 
ficial life,  to  describe  it  with  the  utmost  possible  grace  and  pre- 
cision. Congreve,  who  had  every  other  opportunity,  was  but  a 
young  man  when  he  wrote  this  character ;  and  that  makes  the 
miracle  the  greater. 

I  do  not,  in  short,  consider  comedy  as  exactly  an  affair  of  the 
heart  or  the  imagination ;  ana  it  is  for  this  reason  only  that  I 
think  Shakspeare's  comedies  deficient.  I  do  not,  however,  wish 
to  give  a  preference  of  any  comedies  over  his ;  but  I  do  perceive 
a  difiference  between  his  comedies  and  some  others  that  are,  not- 
withstanding, excellent  in  their  way,  and  I  have  endeavoured 
to  point  out  in  what  this  difference  consists,  as  well  as  I  could. 
Finally,  I  will  not  say  that  he  had  not  as  great  a  natural  genius 
for  comedy  as  any  one ;  but  I  may  venture  to  say,  that  he  had 
not  the  same  artificial  models  and  regulated  mass  oi  is^\OT\siXX^ 
absurdity  or  elegance  to  work  upon. 
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The  superiority  of  Shakspeare's  natural  genius  for  comedy 
cannot  be  better  shown  than  by  a  comparison  between  his  comic 
characters  and  those  of  Ben  Jonson.  The  matter  is  the  same: 
but  how  different  is  the  manner !  The  one  gives  fair-play  to 
nature  and  his  own  genius,  while  the  other  trusts  almost  entire- 
ly to  imitation  and  custom.  Shakspeare  takes  his  groundwork 
in  individual  character  and  the  manners  of  his  age,  and  raises 
from  them  a  fantastical  and  delightful  superstructure  of  his  own: 
the  other  takes  the  same  groundwork  in  matter-of-fact,  but  hard- 
ly ever  rises  above  it ;  and  the  more  he  strives,  is  but  the  more 
enveloped  '^  in  the  crust  of  formality"  and  the  crude  circumstan- 
tials of  his  subject  His  genius  (not  to  profime  an  old  and  still 
venerable  name,  but  merely  to  make  myself  understood)  resem- 
bles the  grub  more  than  the  butterfly,  plods  and  grovels  on, 
wants  wings  to  wanton  in  the  idle  summer's  air,  and  catch  the 
golden  light  of  poetry.  Ben  Jonson  is  a  great  borrower  from 
the  works  of  others,  and  a  plagiarist  even  from  nature ;  so  little 
freedom  is  there  in  his  imitations  of  her,  and  he  appears  to  re- 
ceive her  bounty  like  an  alms.  His  works  read  like  transla- 
tions, from  a  certain  cramp  manner,  and  want  of  adaptation. 
Shakspeare,  even  when  he  takes  whole  passages  from  books, 
does  it  with  a  spirit,  felicity,  and  mastery  over  his  subject,  that 
instantly  makes  them  his  own ;  and  shows  more  independence 
of  mind  and  original  thinking  in  what  he  plunders  without 
scruple,  than  Ben  Jonson  often  did  in  his  most  studied  passages, 
forced  from  the  sweat  and  labour  of  his  brain.  His  style  is  as 
dry,  as  literal,  and  meagre,  as  Shakspeare's  is  exuberant,  liberal, 
and  unrestrained.  The  one  labours  hard,  lashes  himself  up,  amd 
produces  little  pleasure  with  all  his  fidelity  and  tenaciousness  of 
purpose :  the  other,  without  putting  himself  to  any  trouble,  or 
thinking  about  his  success,  performs  wonders, — 

"  Does  mad  and  frantic  execution, 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himself, 
With  such  a  careless  force  and  forceless*  care, 
As  if  that  luck,  in  very  spite  of  cunning, 
Bad  him  win  all." 

*  Unforced. 
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There  are  people  who  cannot  taste  oUves — and  I  cannot  much 
relish  Ben  Jonson,  though  I  have  taken  some  pains  to  do  it,  and 
went  to  the  task  with  every  sort  of  good  will.  I  do  not  deny 
his  power  or  his  merit ;  far  from  it :  but  it  is  to  me  a  repulsive 
and  unamiable  kind.  He  was  a  great  man  in  himself,  but  one 
cannot  readily  sympathize  with  him.  His  works,  as  the  charac- 
teristic productions  of  an  individual  mind,  or  as  records  of  the 
manners  of  a  particular  age,  cannot  be  valued  too  highly ;  but 
they  have  little  charm  for  the  mere  general  reader.  Schlegel 
observes,  that  whereas  Shakspeare  gives  the  springs  of  human 
nature,  which  are  always  the  same,  or  sufficiently  so  to  be  in- 
teresting and  intelligible ;  Jonson  chiefly  gives  the  humours  of 
men,  as  connected  with  certain  arbitrary  or  conventional  modes 
of  dress,  action,  and  expression,  which  are  intelligible  only  while 
they  last,  and  not  very  interesting  at  any  time.  Shakspeare's 
characters  are  men  ;  Ben  Jonson's  are  more  like  machines,  gov- 
erned by  mere  routine,  or  by  the  convenience  of  the  poet,  whose 
property  they  are.  In  reading  the  one,  we  are  let  into  the 
minds  of  his  characters,  we  see  the  play  of  their  thoughts,  how 
their  humours  flow  and  work :  the  author  takes  a  range  over 
nature,  and  has  an  eye  to  every  object  or  occasion  that  presents 
itself  to  set  off  and  heighten  the  ludicrous  character  he  is  de- 
scribing. His  humour  (so  to  speak)  bubbles,  sparkles,  and  finds 
its  way  in  all  directions,  like  a  natural  spring.  In  Ben  Jonson 
it  is,  as  it  were,  confined  in  a  leaden  cistern,  where  it  stagnates 
and  corrupts;  or  directed  only  through  certain  artificial 'pipes 
and  conduits  to  answer  *  a  given  purpose.  The  comedy  of  thig 
author  is  far  from  being  "  lively,  audible,  and  full  of  vent :"  it 
is  for  the  most  part  obtuse,  obscure,  forced,  and  tedious.  He 
wears  out  a  jest  to  the  last  shred  and  coarsest  grain.  His  ima- 
gination fastens  instinctively  on  some  one  mark  or  sign  by  which 
he  designates  the  individual,  and  never  lets  it  go,  for  fear  of  not 
meeting  with  any  other  means  to  express  himself  by.  A  cant 
phrase,  an  odd  gesture,  an  old-fashioned  regimental  uniform,  a 
wooden  leg,  a  tobacco-box,  or  a  hacked  sword,  are  the  standing 
topics  by  which  he  embodies  his  characters  to  the  imagination. 
They  are  cut  and  dried  comedy ;  the  letter,  not  liiift  s^VtVx.  oil  ^V 
raid  humour.    Each  of  his  characters  has  a  paiX-icxj^ai  ^xjkfe 
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professional  badge  which  he  wears  and  is  known  by,  and  by 
nothing  else.  Thus  there  is  no  end  of  Captain  Otter,  his  Bull, 
his  Bear,  and  his  Horse,  which  are  no  joke  at  first,  and  do  not 
become  so  by  being  repeated  twenty  times.  It  is  a  mere  matter 
of  fact,  that  some  landlord  of  his  acquaintance  called  his  drink- 
ing  cups  by  these  ridiculous  names ;  but  why  need  we  be  told 
so  more  than  once,  or  indeed  at  all  ?  There  is  almost  a  total 
want  of  variety,  fancy,  relief,  and  of  those  delightful  transitions 
which  abound,  for  instance,  in  Shakspeare^s  tragi-comedy.  In 
Ben  Jonson,  we  find  ourselves  generally  in  low  company,  and 
we  see  no  hope  of  getting  out  of  it.  He  is  like  a  person  who 
fastens  upon  a  disagreeable  subject,  and  cannot  be  persuaded  to 
leave  it.  His  comedy,  in  a  word,  has  not  what  Shakspeare  some- 
where calls  "  blessed  conditions."  It  is  cross-grained,  mean,  and 
mechanical.  It  is  handicraft  wit.  Squalid  poverty,  sheer  igno- 
rance, bare-faced  impudence,  or  idiot  imbecility,  are  his  drama- 
tic common-places — things  that  provoke  pity  or  disgust,  instead 
of  laughter.  His  portraits  are  caricatures  by  dint  of  their  very 
likeness,  being  extravagant  tautologies  of  themselves;  as  his 
plots  are  improbable  by  an  excess  of  consistency ;  for  he  goes 
thorough-stitch  with  whatever  he  takes  in  hand,  makes  one  con- 
trivance answer  all  purposes,  and  every  obstacle  give  way  to  a 
predetermined  theory.  For  instance,  nothing  can  be  more  in- 
credible than  the  mercenary  conduct  of  Corvino,  in  delivering 
up  his  wife  to  the  palsied  embraces  of  Volpone ;  and  yet  the 
poet  does  not  seem  in  the  least  to  boggle  at  the  incongruity  of 
it :  but  the  more  it  is  in  keeping  with  the  absurdity  of  the  rest 
of  the  fable,  and  the  more  it  advances  it  to  an  incredible  catas- 
trophe, the  more  he  seems  to  dwell  upon  it  with  complacency 
and  a  sort  of  wilful  exaggeration,  as  if  it  were  a  logical  discovery 
or  corollary  from  well-known  premises.  He  would  no  more  be 
bafRed  in  the  working  out  a  plot,  than  some  people  will  be  baf- 
fled in  an  argument.  "  If  to  be  wise  were  to  be  obstinate,"  our 
author  might  have  laid  signal  claim  to  this  title.  Old  Ben  was 
of  a  scholastic  turn,  and  had  dealt  a  little  in  the  occult  sciences 
and  controversial  divinity.  He  was  a  man  of  strong  crabbed 
sense,  retentive  memory,  acute  observation,  great  fidelity  of  de- 
ecriptioD  and  keeping  in  chaxacter,  a  poyj et  oi  ^otkm^  out  an 
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idea  so  as  to  make  it  painfully  true  and  oppressive,  and  with 
great  honesty  and  manliness  of  feeling,  as  well  as  directness  of 
understanding:  but  with  all  this,  he  wanted,  to  my  thinking, 
that  genial  spirit  of  enjoyment  and  finer  fancy,  which  constitute 
the  essence  of  poetry  and  of  wit  The  sense  of  reajity  exercised 
a  despotic  sway  over  his  mind,  and  equally  weighed  down  and 
clogged  his  perception  of  the  beautiful  or  the  ridiculous.  He 
had  a  keen  sense  of  what  was  true  and  false,  but  not  of  the  dif- 
ference between  the  agreeable  and  the  disagreeable ;  or  if  he 
had,  it  was  by  his  understanding  rather  than  his  imagination, 
by  rule  and  method,  not  by  sympathy,  or  intuitive  perception  of 
'^the  gayest,  happiest  attitude  of  things."  There  was  nothing 
spontaneous,  no  impulse  or  ease  about  his  genius :  it  was  all 
forced,  up-hill  work,  making  a  toil  of  a  pleasure.  And  hence 
his  overweening  admiration  of  his  own  works,  from  the  effort 
they  had  cost  him,  and  the  apprehension  that  they  were  not  pro- 
portionably  admired  by  others,  who  knew  nothing  of  the  pangs 
and  throes  of  his  Muse  in  child-bearing.  In  his  satirical  descrip- 
tions he  seldom  stops  short  of  the  lowest  and  most  offensive  point 
of  meanness ;  and  in  his  serious  poetry  he  seems  to  repose  with 
complacency  only  on  the  pedantic  and  far-fetched,  the  uUima 
Tkule  of  his  knowledge.  He  has  a  conscience  of  letting  nothing 
escape  the  reader  that  he  knows.  Aliquando  sufflaminaridtts 
erat,  is  as  true  of  him  as  it  was  of  Shakspeare,  but  in  a  quite 
different  sense.  He  is  doggedly  bent  upon  fatiguing  you  with 
a  favourite  idea ;  whereas  Shakspeare  overpowers  and  distracts 
attention  by  the  throng  and  indiscriminate  variety  of  his.  His 
*  Sad  Shepherd'  is  a  beautiful  fragment.  It  was  a  favourite  with 
the  late  Mr.  Home  Tooke :  indeed  it  is  no  wonder,  for  there 
was  a  sort  of  sympathy  between  the  two  men.  Ben  was  like 
the  modern  wit  and  philosopher,  a  grammarian  and  a  hard- 
headed  thinker.  There  is  an  amusing  account  of  Ben  Jonson's 
private  manners  in  *  Howel's  Letters,'  which  is  not  generally 
known,  and  which  I  shall  here  extract. 

"  JF^om  James  Howel^  Esq.^  to  Sir  Tkamas  Hia/wk,  KJ5. 
"  Sir,  Westminster,  5th  April,  1636, 

"  I  was  invited  yeebenught  to  a  solemn  supper  by  B.  3.,  yrbstfe 'joM^eift 
deeply  remembered;  there  was  good  company,  exceUeiil  dasct,  <3iaswM 
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wines,  and  jovial  welcome :  one  thing  intervened,  which  almost  spoiled  the 
relish  of  the  rest,  that  B.  began  to  engross  all  the  discourse,  to  vapour  ex- 
tremely by  himself,  and,  by  vilifying  others,  to  magnify  his  own  Muse. 
T.  Ca.  (Tom  Carew)  buzzed  me  in  the  ear,  that  though  Ben  had  barrelled 
up  a  great  deal  of  knowledge,  yet  it  seems  he  had  not  read  the  ethics, 
which,  among  other  precepts  of  morality,  forbid  self-commendation,  declar- 
ing it  to  be  an  ill-favoured  solecism  in  good  manners.  It  made  me  think 
upon  the  lady  (not  very  young)  who,  having  a  good  while  given  her  guest 
neat  entertainment,  a  capon  being  brought  upon  the  table,  instead  of  a  spoon, 
she  took  a  mouthful  of  claret,  and  spouted  into  the  hollow  bird :  such  an 
accident  happened  in  this  entertainment :  you  know — -propria^  laus  sordet 
in  ore:  be  a  man's  breath  ever  so  sweet,  yet  it  makes  one's  praise  stink, 
if  he  makes  his  own  mouth  the  conduit-pipe  of  it.  But,  for  my  part,  I  am 
content  to  dispense  with  the  Roman  infirmity  of  Ben,  now  that  time  hath 
snowed  upon  his  pericranium.  You  know  Ovid  and  (your)  Horace  were 
subject  to  this  humour,  the  first  bursting  out  into — 

Jamque  opus  exegi,  quod  nee  Jovis  ira  nee  ignis,  d&c. 
The  other  into — 

Exegi  monumentum  sere  perennius,  &c. 

As  also  Cicero,  while  he  forced  himself  into  this  hexameter :  Ofortunor 
turn  natam  me  consule  Romam !  There  is  another  reason  that  excuseth  B., 
which  is,  that  if  one  be  allowed  to  love  the  natural  issue  of  his  body,  why 
not  that  of  the  brain,  which  is  of  a  spiritual  and  more  noble  extraction  T' 

The  concurring  testimony  of  all  his  contemporaries  agrees  with 
his  own  candid  avowal,  as  to  Ben  Jonson's  personal  character. 
He  begins,  for  instance,  an  epislle  to  Drayton  in  these  words : — 

"  Michael,  by  some  'tis  doubted  if  I  be 
A  friend  at  all ;  or,  if  a  friend,  to  thee.'* 

Of  Shakspeare's  comedies  I  have  already  given  a  detailed 
account,  which  is  before  the  public,  and  which  I  shall  not  repeat 
of  course ;  but  I  shall  give  a  cursory  sketch  of  the  principal  of 
Ben  Jonson's.  [It  has  been  observed  of  this  author,  that  he 
painted  not  so  much  human  nature  as  temporary  manners ;  not 
the  characters  of  men,  but  their  humours ;  that  is  to  say,  peculi- 
arities of  phrase,  modes  of  dress,  gesture,  &c.,  which  becoming 
obselete,  and  being  in  themselves  altogether  arbitrary  and  fan- 
tastical, have  become  unintelligible  and  uninteresting.]  The 
Silent  Woman  is  built  upon  the  supposition  of  an  old  citizen  dis- 
hkmg  noise,  who  takes  to  wife  Epicene  (a  supposed  young  lady) 
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for  the  reputation  of  her  silence,  and  with  a  view  to  disinherit 
his  nephew,  who  has  laughed  at  his  infirmity ;  when  the  cere- 
mony is  no  sooner  oVer  than  the  bride  turns  out  a  very  shrew, 
his  house  becomes  a  very  Babel  of  noises,  and  he  offers  his 
nephew  his  own  terms  to  unloose  the  matrimonial  knot,  which 
18  done  by  proving  that  Epicene  is  no  woman.  There  is  some 
humour  in  the  leading  character,  but  too  much  is  made  out  of  it, 
not  in  the  way  of  Molidre's  exaggerations,  which,  though  extra- 
vagant, are  fantastical  and  ludicrous,  but  of  serious,  plodding, 
minute  prolixity.  The  first  meeting  between  Morose  and  Epi- 
cene is  well  managed,  and  does  not  "  o'erstep  the  modesty  of 
nature,"  from  the  very  restraint  imposed  by  the  situation  of  the 
parties — ^by  the  affected  taciturnity  of  the  one,  and  the  other's 
singular  dislike  of  noise.  The  whole  story,  from  the  beginning 
to  the  end,  is  a  gratuitous  assumption,  and  the  height  of  impro- 
bability. The  author,  in  sustaining  the  weight  of  his  plot, 
seems  like  a  balance-master  who  supports  a  number  of  people, 
piled  one  upon  another,  on  his  hands,  his  knees,  his  shoulders, 
but  with  a  great  efibrt  on  his  own  part,  and  with  a  painful  effect 
to  the  beholders.  The  scene  between  Sir  Amorous  La  Fool  and 
Sir  John  Daw,  in  which  they  are  frightened,  by  a  feigned  report 
of  each  other's  courage,  into  a  submission  to  all  sorts  of  indigni- 
ties, which  they  construe  into  flattering  civilities,  is  the  same 
device  as  that  in  '  Twelfth  Night'  between  Sir  Andrew  Ague- 
cheek  and  Viola,  carried  to  a  paradoxical  and  revolting  excess. 
Ben  Jonson  had  no  idea  of  decorum  in  his  dramatic  fictions, 
which  Milton  says  is  the  principal  thing,  but  went  on  caricaturing 
himself  and  others  till  he  could  go  no  farther  in  extravagance, 
and  sink  no  lower  in  meanness.  The  titles  of  his  dranuUis  per- 
sofuBj  such  as  Sir  Amorous  La  Fool,  Truewit,  Sir  John  Daw, 
Sir  Politic  Would-be,  &>c.  &c.,  which  are  significant  and  know- 
ing, show  his  determination  to  overdo  everything  by  thus 
letting  you  into  their  characters  beforehand,  and  afterwards 
proving  their  pretensions  by  their  names.  Thus  Peregrine,  in 
'  Volpone,'  says,  "  Your  name,  Sir  ?"  Politick.  "  My  name  is 
Politick  Would-be."  To  which  Peregrine  replies,  "  Oh,  that 
speaks  him."  How  it  should,  if  it  was  his  real  name^  axA  uox^ 
nickname  ^ven  him  on  purpose  by  the  authoi)  la  Yiaxdi  Xjo  cxs^tsr 
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ceive.  This  play  was  Dryden's  fayourite.  It  is  indeed  full  of 
sharp,  biting  sentences  against  the  women,  of  which  he  was 
fond.  The  following  may  serve  as  a  specimen.  Tniewit  sajrs, 
"  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  Dauphine  ?  Why,  all  their  actions  are 
governed  by  crude  opinion,  without  reason  or  cause ;  they  know 
not  why  they  do  an3rthing ;  but,  as  they  are  informed,  believe, 
judge,  praise,  condemn,  love,  hate,  and  in  emulation  one  of  an- 
other, do  all  these  things  alike.  Only  they  have  a  natural  incli- 
nation sways  'em  generally  to  the  worst,  when  they  are  left  to 
themselves."  This  is  a  cynical  sentence ;  and  we  may  say  <rf 
the  rest  of  his  opinions,  that  '^  even  though  we  should  hold  them 
to  be  true,  yet  it  is  slander  to  have  them  so  set  down."  The 
women  in  this  play  indeed  justify  the  author's  severity ;  they  are 
altogether  abominable.  They  have  an  utter  want  of  principle 
and  decency,  and  are  equally  without  a  sense  of  pleasure,  taste, 
or  elegance.  Madame  Haughty,  Madame  Centaur,  and  Ma- 
dame Mavis,  form  the  College,  as  it  is  here  pedantically  called. 
They  are  a  sort  of  candidates  for  being  upon  the  town,  but  can- 
not find  seducers,  and  a  sort  of  blue-stockings,  before  the  inven- 
tion of  letters.  Mistress  Epicene,  the  silent  gentlewoman,  turns 
out  not  to  be  a  woman  at  all ;  which  is  not  a  very  pleasant 
derumemeni  of  the  plot,  and  is  itself  an  incident  apparently  taken 
from  the  blundering  blind-man's  bulT  conclusion  of  the  ^  Merry 
Wives  of  Windsor.'  What  Shakspeare  might  introduce  by  an 
accident,  and  as  a  mere  passing  jest,  Ben  Jonson  would  set  about 
building  a  whole  play  upon.  The  directions  for  making  love 
given  by  Truewit,  the  author's  favourite,  discover  great  know- 
ledge and  shrewdness  of  observation,  mixed  with  the  acuteness 
of  malice,  and  approach  to  the  best  style  of  comic  dialogue.  But 
I  must  refer  to  the  play  itself  for  them. 

*  Volpone,  or  the  Fox,'  is  his  best  play.  It  is  prob'x  and  im- 
probable, but  intense  and  powerfr^.  It  is  written  con  amore.  It 
is  made  up  oi  cheats  and  dupes,  and  the  author  is  at  home 
among  them.  He  shows  his  hatred  of  the  one  and  contempt  for 
the  other,  and  makes  them  set  one  another  off  to  great  advantage. 
There  are  several  striking  dramatic  contrasts  in  this  play,  where 
the  Fox  lies  perdu  to  watch  his  prey,  where  Mosca  is  the  dex- 
trous ^o-betweeu;  outwitting  his  guUs,  his  employer,  and  him- 
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self,  and  where  each  of  the  gaping  legacy-hunters,  the  lawyer, 
the  merchant,  and  the  miser,  eagerly  occupied  with  the  ridicu- 
lousness of  the  other's  pretensions,  is  blind  only  to  the  absurdity 
of  his  own :  but  the  whole  is  worked  up  too  mechanically,  and 
our  credulity  overstretched  at  last  revolts  into  scepticism,  and  our 
attention  overtasked  flags  into  drowsiness.  This  play  sec^ms 
formed  on  the  model  of  Plautus,  in  unity  of  plot  and  interest ; 
and  old  Ben,  in  emulating  his  classic  model,  appears  to  hane 
done  his  best.  There  is  the  same  caustic,  unsparing  severity  in 
it  as  in  his  other  works.  His  patience  is  tried  to  the  utmcxit^ 
His  words  drop  galL 

"  Hood  an  an  with  reverend  purple, 
So  you  can  hide  his  too  ambitiouii  em. 
And  he  shall  pass  for  a  cathedra]  doctor." 

The  scene  between  Volpone,  Mosca,  Voltore,  Corvino^  WVl 
Ck)rbaccio,  at  the  outset,  will  ^ow  the  dramatic  yiower  in  tbii 
conduct  of  this  play,  and  will  be  my  justification  m  what  I  have 
said  of  the  literal  tenaciousness  (to  a  degree  that  i»  repulsive)  of 
the  author's  imaginary  descriptions. 

'  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,*  is  a  play  well  known  to  the 
public.  This  play  acts  better  than  it  reads.  The  pathos  in  the 
principal  character,  Kitely,  is  "  as  dry  as  the  remainder  biscuit 
after  a  voyage."  There  is,  however,  a  certain  good  sense,  dis- 
crimination, or  logic  of  passion  in  the  part,  which  aflbrds  excel- 
lent hints  for  an  able  actor,  aad  which,  if  properly  pointed,  gives 
it  considerable  force  on  the-  ^»^s  Bobadil  is  the  only  actually 
striking  character  in  ^-  1^^^  or  which  tells  equally  in  the 
closet  and  the  theatre  ^  hp  i&<  the  real  hero  of  the  piece.  His 
well-known  propo3@ji  for  the  pacification  of  Europe  by  kjiJling 
some  twenty  of  them,  each  his  man  a  day,  is  as  good  a^  any 
other  that  has  been  suggested  up  to  the  present  moment.  His 
extravagant  afiectation,  his  blusteiing  bxA  cowardice,  are  an  en- 
tertaining medley ;  and  his  final  defeat  and  exposure,  thoi^h 
exceedingly  humourous,  are  the  most  afiecting  part  of  the  story. 
Brain  worm  is  a  particularly  dry  and  abstruse  character.  We 
neither  know  his  business  nor  his  motives  *.  his  pYola  ax^  «&  *\tl-^ 
tricate^  as  the/  are  useless,  and  as  the  ignorance  ol  \]c)lo^<&  V^  ^ise 
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poses  upon  is  wonderful.  This  is  the  impression  in  reading  it 
Yet  from  the  bustle  and  activity  of  this  character  on  the  stage, 
the  changes  of  dress,  the  variety  of  affected  tones  and  gipsy 
jargon,  and  the  limping  affected  gestures,  it  is  a  very  amusing 
theatrical  exhibition.  The  rest.  Master  Matthew,  Master  Ste- 
phen, Cob,  and  Cob's  wife,  were  living  in  the  sixteenth  century. 
That  is  all  we  all  know  of  them.  But  from  the  very  oddity  of 
their  appearance  and  behaviour,  they  have  a  very  droll  and  even 
picturesque  effect  when  acted.  It  seems  a  revival  of  the  dead. 
We  believe  in  their  existence  when  we  see  them.  As  an  ex- 
ample of  the  power  of  the  stage  in  giving  reality  and  interest  to 
what  otherwise  would  be  without  it,  I  might  mention  the  scene 
in  which  Brain  worm  praises  Master  Stephen's  leg.  The  folly 
here  is  insipid  from  its  being  seemingly  carried  to  an  excess,  till 
we  see  it ;  and  then  we  laugh  the  more  at  it,  the  more  incredible 
we  thought  it  before. 

*  Bartholomew  Fair  *  is  chiefly  remarkable  for  the  exhibition 
of  odd  humours  and  tumbler's  tricks,  and  is  on  that  account 
amusing  to  read  once.  '  The  Alchymist '  is  the  most  famous 
of  this  author's  comedies,  though  I  think  it  does  not  deserve  its 
reputation.  It  contains  all  that  is  quaint,  dreary,  obsolete,  and 
hopeless  in  this  once  famed  art,  but  not  the  golden  dreams  and 
splendid  disappointments.  We  have  the  mere  circumstantials 
©f  the  sublime  science,  pots  and  kettles,  aprons  and  bellows, 
crucibles  and  diagrams,  all  the  refuse  and  rubbish,  not  the  es- 
sence, the  true  diair  vita.  There  is,  however,  one  glorious 
scene  between  Surly  and  Sir  Epicure  Mammon,  which  is  the 
finest  example  I  know  of  dramatic  sophistry,  or  of  an  attempt  to 
prove  the  existence  of  a  thing  by  an  imposing  description  of  its 
effects ;  but  compared  with  this,  the  rest  of  the  play  is  a  capui 
mortuum.     The  scene  I  allude  to  is  the  following : — 

"  Mammon,    Come  on,  Sir.    Now,  yoa  set  your  foot  on  shoEe 
In  Novo  Orbe ;  here's  the  rich  Peru ; 
And  there,  within,  Sir,  are  the  golden  mines, 
Great  Solomon's  Ophir !    He  was  sailing  to  't 
Three  years,  but  we  have  reached  it  in  ten  months. 
This  is  the  day  wherein,  to  all  my  friends, 
J  iiiJJ/>itnoai2i2ce  the  happy  word,  Be  rich: 
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This  day  you  shall  be  Spectatissimi. 

You  shall  no  more  deal  with  the  hollow  dye, 

Or  the  firail  card.        ♦        ♦        ♦        ♦        ♦  , 

You  shall  start  up  young  viceroys, 
And  have  you  your  punks  an^  punketees,  my  Soiiy; 
And  unto  thee,  I  speak  it  first.  Be  rich. 
Where  is  my  Subtle,  there  'i    Within,  oh ! 

Face,    [within]  Sir,  hell  come  to  you  by  and  by. 

Mam.    That  is  his  Firedrake, 
His  Lungs,  his  Zephyrus,  he  that  puffs  his  coals, 
Till  he  firk  nature  up  in  her  own  centre. 
You  are  not  faithful.  Sir.    This  night  Pll  change 
All  that  is  metal  in  my  house  to  gold ; 
And  early  in  the  morning  will  I  send 
To  all  the  plumbers  and  the  pewterers. 
And  buy  their  tin  and  lead  up ;  and  to  Lothbuxy, 
For  all  the  copper. 

Surly.    What,  and  turn  that  too? 

Mam.    Yes,  and  I'll  purchase  Devonshure  and  Cornwall, 
And  make  them  perfect  Indies !    You  admire  now  1 

Surly.    No,  faith. 

Mam.    But  when  you  see  th'  effects  of  tlie  great  medicine, 
Of  which  one  part  projected  on  a  hundred 
Of  Mercury,  or  Venus,  or  the  Moon, 
Shall  turn  it  to  as  many  of  the  Sun ; 

Nay,  to  a  thousand,  so  ad  infinitum  ;  \ 

You  will  believe  me. 

Swly.    Yes,  when  Lsee't,  I  will.— 

Mam.    Ha!  whyl 
Do  you  think  I  fable  with  you  1    I  assure  you, 
He  that  has  once  the  flower  of  the  Sun, 
The  perfect  ruby,  which  we  call  Elixir, 
Not  only  can  do  that,  but,  by  its  virtue. 
Can  confer  honour,  love,  respect,  long  life ; 
Give  safety,  valour,  yea,  and  victory. 
To  whom  he  will.    In  eight  and  twenty  days 
111  make  an  old  man  of  fourscore  a  child. 

Surly.    No  doubt ;  he's  that  already. 

Mam.    Nay,  I  mean. 
Restore  his  years,  renew  him,  like  an  eagle. 
To  the  fifth  age ;  make  him  get  sons  and  daughters, 
Young  giants :  as  our  philosophers  have  done, 
The  ancient  patriarchs,  afore  the  flood, 
But  taking,  once  a  week,  on  a  knife's  point, 
TTie  gnandty  of  A  gndn  of  mustard  of  it* 
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■    *v ~~ " — ~ 

^tfoome  ■tout  Manes,  and  beget  young  Cupidi. 

Yoi}  an  iDeiednlDua. 

Sv/rV^.    Failh,  I  have  a  humour. 
I  wo^d  not  willingly  be  gulled.    Your  ftone 
Cani^  tranimute  me. 

Mam.    Pertinaz,  my  Surly, 
W^  you  believe  aotiquiiy  1  records  1 
ni  show  yon  a  book  where  Moses  and  his  sister, 
And  Solomon,  have  writtea  ot  the  art ; 
Ay,  and  a  treatise  pena*d  by  Adam — 

Swrhf.    How ! 

Mom.    Of  the  philosophers*  stone,  and  in  High  Dutch. 

Swiy,    DmI  Adam  write,  Sir,  in  High  Dutch  1 

Mam,    He  did', 

Whieh  pioves  at  was  the  primitive  tongue. 

*  •  •  •  « 

[Enter  JF\ice,  as  a  servant. 
How  now! 
Do  we  succeed  1    Is  ov  day  eome,  and  holds  it  1 

Face.    The  evening  will  set  red  upon  you.  Sir ; 
You  have  colour  for  it,  crimson ;  the  red  ferment 
Has  done  his  office :  three  hours  hence  prepare  you 
To  see  projection. 

Mam.    Pertinax,  mj  Surly, 
Again  I  say  to  thee  aloud.  Be  rich. 
This  day  thou  shalt  have  ingots,  and  to-morrow 
Give  lords  the  ajQTiont    «    *    *     Where's  thy  master  1 

Face.    At  his  prayees,  Sir,  he ;  , 

Good  man,  he*s  doing  his  devotions 
For  the  success. 

Mam.    Lungs,  I  will  set  a  period 
To  all  thy  labours ;  thou  shalt  be  the  master 
Of  my  seraglio    .... 
For  I  do  mean 

To  have  a  list  of  wives  and  concubines 
Elqual  with  Solomon :    «    ♦    «    * 
I  will  have  all  my  beds  blown  up,  not  stuft : 
Down  is  too  hard ;  and  then,  mine  oval  room 
FiU'd  with  such  pictures  as  Tiberius  took 
From  Elephantis,  and  dull  Aretine 
But  coldly  imitated.    Then  my  glasses 
Cut  in  more  subtle  angles,  to  disperse 
And  multiply  the  figures  as  I  walk     «     «     «     My  mists 
77/  have  ofperfuine9,  vapoured  about  tlie  looia 


LECTURE  iij   ON  SHAKSPEARE  AND  BEN  JONSON.  58 

To  lose  ounelvei  in ;  and  my  baths  like  pits 
To  fall  into ;  from  whence  we  will  come  forth 
And  roll  us  dry  in  gossamer  and  roses. 
Is  it  arrivM  at  ruby  1    Where  I  spy 
A  wealthy  citizen,  or  a  rich  lawyer, 
Have  a  sublimed  pure  wife,  unto  that  fellow 
m  send  a  thousand  pound  V>  be  my  cuckold. 
Fa/x,    And  I  shall  carry  iti 
Mam,    No.    Fll  have  no  bawds. 
But  fathers  and  mothers.    They  will  do  it  best, 
Best  of  all  others.    And  my  flatterers 
Shall  be  the  pure  and  gravest  of  divines 
That  I  can  get  for  money. 

We  will  be  brave,  Puffe,  now  we  have  the  medicine. 
My  meat  shall  all  come  in,  in  Indian  shells, 
Dishes  of  agate  set  in  gold,  and  studded 
With  emeralds;  sapphire,  hyacinths,  and  rubies. 
The  tongues  of  carps,  dormice,  and  camel's  heels 
Boil'd  in  the  sjnrit  of  Sol,  and  dissolv*d  pearl, 
Apicius'  diet,  'gainst  the  epilepsy ; 
And  I  will  eat  these  broths  with  spoons  of  amber, 
Headed  with  diamond  and  carbuncle. 
My  footbo3rs  shall  eat  pheasants,  calver'd  salmons, 
Knots,  godwits,  lampreys;  I  myself  will  have 
The  beards  of  barbels  serv'd  instead  of  salads ; 
Oil'd  mushrooms ;  and  the  swelling  unctuous  paps 
Of  a  fat  pregnant  sow,  newly  cut  off. 
Dressed  with  an  exquisite  and  poignant  sauce ; 
For  which  I'll  say  unto  my  cook,  Ther^i  gold^ 
Go  forth  and  be  a  knight. 

race.    Sir,  I'll  go  look 
A  little  how  it  heightens. 

Mam.    Do.    My  shirts 
ni  have  of  taffetarsarsnet,  soft  and  light 
As  cobwebs ;  and  for  all  my  other  raiment, 
It  shall  be  such  as  might  provoke  the  Persian, 
Were  he  to  teach  the  world  riot  anew. 
My  gloves  of  fishes  and  birds'  skins,  perfum'd 
With  gums  of  Paradise  and  eastern  air. 

Surly.    And  do  you  think  to  have  the  stone  with  this  1 

Mam,    No,  I  do  think  t'  have  all  this  with  the  stone. 

SwrUf.    Why,  I  have  heard  he  must  be  honutfrugi^ 
A  pious,  holy,  and  religious  man. 
One  free  from  mortal  sin,  a  very  virgin, —  I 

Mam.    That  nmke§  it,  Sir,  he  is  so ; — Xxni  I  Vay  iX,  I 
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My  venture  brings  it  me.    He,  honest  wretch, 
A  notftble,  superstitious,  good  soul, 
Has  worn  his  knees  bare,  and  his  sUppers  bald, 
With  prayer  and  fasting  for  it,  and.  Sir,  let  him 
Do  it  alone,  for  me,  still ;  here  he  comes ; 
•   Not  a  profane  word  afore  him :  'tis  pdson." 

•  /  Act  ii,  scene  I. 

I  have  only  to  add  a  few  words  on  Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 
'Rule  a  Wife  and  Have  a  Wife,' '  The  Chances,'  and  <  The 
Wild  Goose  Chase,'  the  original  of  the  '  Inconstant,'  are  superior 
in  style  and  execution  to  anything  of  Ben  Jonson's.  They  are, 
indeed,  some  of  the  hest  comedies  on  the  stage  ;  and  one  proof 
that  they  are  so  is,  that  they  still  hold  possession  of  it  They 
show  the  utmost  alacrity  of  invention  in  contriving  ludicrous 
distresses,  and  the  utmost  spirit  in  hearing  up  against,  or  impa- 
tience and  irritation  under  them.  Don  John,  in  '  The  Chances,' 
is  the  heroic  in  comedy.  Leon,  in  *  Rule  a  Wife  and  Have  a 
Wife,'  is  a  fine  exhihition  of  the  born  gentleman  and  natural 
fool :  the  Copper  Captain  is  sterling  to  this  hour :  his  mistress, 
Estifania,  only  died  the  other  day  with  Mrs.  Jordan :  and  the 
two  grotesque  females  in  the  same  play,  act  better  than  the 
Witches  in  '  Macbeth.' 
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LECTURE  m. 
On  Cowley,  Butler,  Suckling,  Etherege,  &c. 

The  metaphysical  poets  or  wits  of  the  age  of  James  and 
Charles  L,  whose  style  was  adopted  and  carried  to  a  more  daz- 
zling and  fiintastic  excess  by  Cowley  in  the  following  reign, 
after  which  it  declined,  and  gave  place  almost  entirely  to  the 
poetry  of  observation  and  reasoning,  are  thus  happily  charac- 
terised by  Dr.  Johnson. 

"  The  metaphysical  poets  were  men  of  learning,  and  to  show 
their  learning  was  their  whole  endeavour :  but  unluckily  re- 
solving to  show  it  in  rhyme,  instead  of  writing  poetry,  they 
only  wrote  verses,  and  very  often  such  verses  as  stood  the  trial 
of  the  finger  better  than  of  the  ear  ;  for  the  modulation  was  so 
imperfect,  that  they  were  only  found  to  be  verses  by  counting 
the  syllables. 

"  If  the  father  of  criticism  has  rightly  denominated  poetry 
Ttxvn  immriKht  an  imitcUii^  art,  these  writers  will,  without  great 
wrong,  lose  their  right  to  the  name  of  poets,  for  they  cannot  be 
said  to  have  imitated  anything  ;  they  neither  copied  nature  nor 
life  ;  neither  painted  the  forms  of  matter,  nor  represented  the 
operations  of  intellect." 

The  whole  of  the  account  is  well  worth  reading ;  it  was  a 
subject  for  which  Dr.  Johnson's  powers  both  of  thought  and  ex- 
pression were  better  fitted  than  any  other  man's.  If  he  had  had 
the  same  capacity  for  following  the  flights  of  a  truly  poetic 
imagination,  or  for  feeling  the  finer  touches  of  nature,  that  he 
had  felicity  and  force  in  detecting  and  exposing  the  aberrations 
from  the  broad  and  beaten  path  of  propriety  and  common  sense, 
he  would  have  amply  deserved  the  reputation  he  has  acquired 
as  a  philosophical  critic. 

The  writers  here  referred  to  (such  as  Donne,  Davies,  Cia.- 
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fihaw,  and  others)  not  merely  mistook  learning  for  poetry — they 
thought  anything  was  poetry  that  differed  from  ordinary  prose 
and  the  natural  impression  of  things,  hy  heing  intricate,  far- 
fetched, and  improbahle.  Their  style  was  not  so  properly  learn- 
ed as  metaphysical ;  that  is  to  say,  whenever,  by  any  violence 
done  to  their  ideas,  they  could  make  out  an  abstract  likeness  or 
possible  ground  of  comparison,  they  forced  the  image,  whether 
learned  or  vulgar,  into  the  service  of  the  Muses.  Anything 
would  do  to  ^'  hitch  into  a  rhyme,"  no  matter  whether  striking 
or  agreeable,  or  not,  so  that  it  would  puzzle  the  reader  to  disco- 
ver tjie  meaning,  and  if  there  was  the  most  remote  circum- 
stance, however  trifling  or  vague,  for  the  pretended  comparison 
to  hinge  upon.  They  brought  ideas  together  not  the  most,  but 
the  least  like  ;  and  of  which  the  collision  produced  not  light, 
but  obscurity — served  not  to  strengthen,  but  to  confound.  Their 
mystical  verses  read  like  riddles  or  an  allegory.  They  neither 
belong  to  the  cIeiss  of  lively  or  severe  poetry.  They  have  not 
the  force  of  the  one,  nor  the  gaiety  of  the  other ;  but  are  an 
ill-assorted,  unprofitable  union  of  the  two  together,  applying  to 
serious  subjects  that  quaint  and  partial  style  of  allusion  which 
fits  only  what  is  light  and  ludicrous,  and  building  the  most 
laboured  conclusions  on  the  most  fantastical  and  slender  pre- 
mises. The  object  of  the  poetry  of  imagination  is  to  raise  or 
adorn  one  idea  by  another  more  striking  or  more  beautiful :  the 
object  of  these  writers  was  to  match  any  one  idea  with  any 
other  idea,^  better  for  worse,  as  we  say,  and  whether  anything 
was  gained  by  the  change  of  condition  or  not.  The  object  of 
the  poetry  of  the  passions,  again,  is  to  illustrate  any  strong 
feeling,  by  showing  the  same  feeling  as  connected  with  objects 
or  circumstances  more  palpable  and  touching ;  but  here  the 
object  was  to  strain  and  distort  the  immediate  feeling  into  some 
barely  possible  consequence  or  recondite  analogy,  in  which  it 
required  the  utmost  stretch  of  misapplied  ingenuity  to  trace  the 
smallest  connection  with  the  original  impression.  In  short,  the 
poetry  of  this  period  was  strictly  the  poetry  not  of  ideas,  but  of 
d^nitians :  it  proceeded  in  mode  and  figure,  by  genus  and  spe- 
cific difference ;  and  was  the  logic  of  the  schools,  or  an  oblique 
and  forced  construction  of  dry,  literal  mattei-of-fact^  decked  out 
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m  a  robe  of  glittering  conceits,  and  clogged  with  the  halting 
shackles  of  yerse.  The  imagination  of  the  writers,  instead  of 
being  conversant  with  the  face  of  nature,  or  the  secrets  of  the 
heart,  was  lost  in  the  labyrinths  of  intellectual  abstraction,  or 
entangled  in  the  technical  quibbles  and  impertinent  intricacies 
of  language.  The  complaint  so  oflen  made,  and  here  repeated, 
is  not  of  the  want  of  power  in  these  men,  but  of  the  waste  of 
it ;  not  of  the  absence  of  genius,  but  the  abuse  of  it  They 
had  (many  of  them)  great  talents  committed  to  their  trust,  rich- 
ness of  thought,*  and  depth  of  feeling ;  but  they  chose  to  hide 
them  (as  much  as  they  possibly  could)  under  a  false  show  of 
learning  and  unmeaning  subtlety.  From  the  style  which  they 
had  systematically  adopted,  they  thought  nothing  done  till  they 
had  perverted  simplicity  into  affectation,  and  spoiled  nature 
by  art  They  seemed  to  think  there  was  an  irreconcileable 
opposition  between  genius,  as  well  as  grace  and  nature  ;  tried  to 
do  without,  or  else  constantly  to  thwart  her ;  left  nothing  to  her 
outward  ''  impress,"  or  spontaneous  impulses,  but  made  a  point 
of  twisting  and  torturing  almost  every  subject  they  took  in 
hand,  till  they  had  fitted  it  to  the  mould  of  their  self-opinion 
and  the  previous  fabrications  of  their  own  fancy,  like  those  who 
pen  acrostics  in  the  shape  of  pyramids,  and  cut  out  trees  into 
the  form  of  peacocks.  Their  chief  aim  is  to-make  you  wonder 
at  the  writer,  not  to  interest  you  in  the  subject ;  and  by  an  in- 
cessant craving  after  admiration,  they  have  lost  what  they  might 
have  gained  with  less  extravagance  and  affectation.  So  Cow- 
per,  who  was  of  a  quite  opposite  school,  speaks  feelingly  of  the 
misapplication  of  Cowley's  poetical  genius. 

"  And  though  reclaim'd  by  modem  lights 
From  an  erroneoiu  taste, 
I  cannot  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit 
Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  schools." 

Donne,  who  was  considerably  before  Cowley,  is  without  h  s 
fancy,  but  was  more  recondite  in  his  logic,  and  rigid  in  his  de- 
scriptions.    He  is  hence  led,  particularly  in  his  satires,  to  tell 
disagreeable  truths  in  as  disagreeable  a  way  a&  ij^ossa^Ai^^  est  V^ 
convey  a  pleamng  and  affecting  thought  (of  wl^aYv  ^«t^  «ss 


58  ON  COWLEY,  BUTLER,  ETC.  [lecture  itt. 


many  to  be  found  in  his  other  writings)  by  the  harshest  means, 
and  with  the  most  painful  effort.  His  Muse  suffers  continual 
pangs  and  throes.  His  thoughts  are  delivered  by  the  Csesarean 
operation.  The  sentiments,  profound  and  tender  as  they  often 
are,  are  stifled  in  the  expression ;  and  "  heaved  pantingly  forth," 
are  '^  buried  quick  again"  under  the  ruins  and  rubbish  of  ana- 
lytical distinctions.  It  is  like  Poetry  waking  firom^  a  trance : 
with  an  eye  bent  idly  on  the  outward  world,  and  half-forgotten 
feelings  crowding  about  the  heart ;  with  vivid  impressions,  dim 
notions,  and  disjointed  words.  The  following  may  serve  as 
instances  of  beautiful  or  impassioned  reflections  losing  them- 
selves in  obscure  and  difficult  applications.  He  has  some  lines 
to  a  Blossom,  which  begin  thus : 

"  Little  think'st  thou,  poor  flow'r, 
Whom  I  have  watched  six  or  seven  days, 
And  seen  thy  birth,  and  seen  what  every  hour 
Gave  -to  thy  growth,  thee  to  this  height  to  raise, 
And  now  dost  laugh  and  triumph  on  this  bough. 

Little  think'st  thou  • 

That  it  will  freeze  anon,  and  that  I  shall 
To-morrow  find  thee  fall'n,  or  not  at  all." 

This  simple  and  delicate  description  is  only  introduced  as  a 
foundation  for  an  elaborate  metaphysical  conceit  as  a  parallel  to 
it,  in  the  next  stanza. 

"  Little  think'st  thou  (poor  heart 
That  lahour'st  yet  to  nestle  thee, 
And  think'st  by  hovering  here  t&  get  a  part 
In  a  forbidden  or  forbidding  tree, 
And  hop'st  her  stiffness  by  long  si^e  to  bow :) 

Little  think'st  thou. 
That  thou  to-morrow,  ere  the  sun  doth  wake, 
Must  with  this  sun  and  me  a  journey  take." 

This  is  but  a  lame  and  impotent  conclusioi^  from  so  delightful  a 
beginning.  He  thus  notices  the  circumstance  of  his  wearing 
his  late  wife's  hair  about  his  arm,  in  a  little  poem  which  is  called 
the  Funeral : 
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"  Whoever  comes  to  shroud  me,  do  not  harm 
Nor  question  much 
That  subtle  wreath  of  hair,  about  mine  arm ; 
The  mystery,  the  sign  you  must  not  touch." 

The  scholastic  reason  he  gives  quite  dissolves  the  charm  of 
tender  and  touching  grace  in  the  sentiment  itself — 

"  For  'tis  my  outward  soul. 
Viceroy  to  that,  which  unto  heaven  being  gone. 

Will  leave  this  to  control. 
And  keep  these  limbs,  her  provinces,  firom  dissolution." 

Again,  the  following  lines,  the  title  of  which  is  '  Love's  Deity,* 
are  highly  characteristic  of  this  author's  manner,  in  which  the 
thoughts  are  inlaid  in  a  costly  hut  imperfect  mosaic-work. 

"  I  long  to  talk  with  some  old  lover's  ghost, 
Who  died  before  the  God  of  Love  was  bom ; 
I  cannot  think  that  he,  who  then  loved  most. 
Sunk  so  low,  as  to  love  one  which  did  scorn. 
But  since  this  God  produc'd  a  destiny. 
And  that  vice-nature,  custom,  lets  it  be ; 
I  must  love  her  that  loves  not  me." 

The  stanza  in  the  '  Epithalamion  on  a  Count  Palatine  of  the 
Rhine,'  has  heen  often  quoted  against  him,  and  is  an  almost 
irresistible  illustration  of  the  extravagances  to  which  this  kind 
of  writing,  which  turns  upon  a  pivot  of  words  and  possible  allu- 
sions, is  liable.  Speaking  of  the  bride  and  bridegroom  he  says, 
by  way  of  serious  compliment — 

''  Here  lies  a  she-Sun,  and  a  he-Moon  there, 
She  gives  the  best  light  to  his  sphere ; 
Or  each  is  both  and  all,  and  so 
They  unto  one  another  nothing  owe." 

His  love-verses  and  epistles  to  his  friends  give  the  most  favour- 
able idea  of  Donne.  His  satires  are  too  clerical.  He  shows, 
if  I  may  so  speak,  too  much  disgust,  and,  at  the  same  time,  too 
much  contempt  for  vice.  His  dogmatical  invectives  hardly  re- 
deem the  nauseousness  of  his  descriptions,  and  cotnT^xoTOA^^'^^ 
imagination  of  his  readers  more  than  they  assist  xWa  i^^fiotL. 
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The  satirist  does  not  write  with  the  same  authority  as  the  divine, 
and  should  use  his  poetical  privileges  more  sparingly.  ^^  To  the 
pure  all  things  are  pure,"  is  a  maxim  which  a  man  like  Dr. 
Donne  may  he  justified  in  applying  to  himself;  hut  he  might 
have  recollected  that  it  could  not  he  construed  to  extend  to  the 
generality  of  his  readers,  wUhotU  benefit  of  clergy. 

Bishop  Hall's  Satires  are  coarse  railing  in  verse,  and  hardly 
that.  Pope  has,  however,  contrived  to  avail  himself  of  them  in 
some  of  his  imitations. 

Sir  John  Davies  is  the  author  of  a  poem  on  the  Soul,  and  of 
one  on  Dancing.  In  hoth  he  shows  great  ingenuity,  and  some- 
times terseness  and  vigour.  In  the  last  of  these  two  poems  his 
fancy  pirouettes  in  a  very  lively  and  agreeable  manner,  but  some- 
thing too  much  in  the  style  of  a  French  opera-dancer,  with  sharp 
angular  turns,  and  repeated  deviations  from  the  faultless  line  of 
simplicity  and  nature. 

Crashaw  was  a  writer  of  the  same  ambitious  stamp,  whose 
imagination  was  rendered  still  more  inflammable  by  the  fer- 
vours of  fanaticism,  and  who  having  been  converted  from  Pro- 
testantism to  Popery  (a  weakness  to  which  the  "seething  brains'' 
of  the  poets  of  this  period  were  prone)  by  some  visionary  ap- 
pearance of  the  Virgin  Mary,  poured  out  his  devout  raptures 
and  zealous  enthusiasm  in  a  torrent  of  poetical  hyperboles. 
The  celebrated  Latin  epigram  on  the  miracle  of  our  Saviour, 
"  The  water  blushed  into  wine,"  is  in  his  usual  hectic  manner. 
His  translation  of  the  contest  between  the  Musician  and  the 
Nightingale  is  the  best  specimen  of  his  powers. 

Davenant's  ^Gondibert'  is  a  tissue  of  stanzas,  all  aiming  to  be 
wise  and  witty,  each  containing  something  in  itself,  and  the 
whole  together  amounting  to  nothing.  The  thoughts  separately 
require  so  much  attention  to  understand  them,  and  arise  so  little 
out  of  the  narrative,  that  they  with  difficulty  sink  into  the  mind, 
and  have  no  conmion  feeling  of  interest  to  recall  or  link  them 
together  afterwards.  The  general  style  may  be  judged  of  by 
these  two  memorable  lines  in  the  description  of  the  skeleton- 
chamber. 

"  Yet  on  that  wall  hangs  he  too,  who  so  thought, 
And  8be  dried  by  him  whom  th.»l  he  o\xss«d." 
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Mr.  Hobbes,  in  a  prefatory  discourse,  has  thrown  away  a  good 
deal  of  powerful  logic  and  criticism  in  the  recommendation  of 
the  plan  of  his  friend's  poem.  Davenant,  who  was  poet-laureate 
to  Charles  IL,  wrote  several  masques  and  plays  which  were  well 
received  in  his  time,  but  have  not  come  down  with  equal  ap- 
plause to  us. 

Marvel  (on  whom  I  have  already  bestowed  such  praise  as  I 
could,  for  elegance  and  tenderness  in  his  descriptive  poems)  in 
his  satires  and  witty  pieces  was  addicted  to  the  affected  and  in- 
volved style  here  reprobated,  as  in  his  'Flecknoe'  (the  origin 
of  Dryden's  ^Macflecknoe')  and  in  his  satire  on  the  Dutch.  As 
an  instance  of  this  forced,  far-fetched  method  of  treating  his  sub- 
ject, he  says,  in  ridicule  of  the  Hollanders,  that  when  their  dykes 
overflowed,  the  fish  used  to  come  to  table  with  them, 

"  Ai^  sat  not  as  a  meat,  but  as  a  gaest." 

There  is  a  poem  of  Marvel's  on  the  death  of  King  Charles  L, 
which  I  have  not  seen,  but  which  I  have  heard  praised  by  one 
whose  praise  is  never  high  but  of  the  highest  things,  for  the 
beauty  and  pathos,  as  well  as  the  generous  frankness  of  the  sen- 
timents, coming,  as  they  did,  from  a  determined  and  incorrupti- 
ble political  foe. 

Shadwell  was  a  successful  and  voluminous  dramatic  writer 
of  much  the  same  period.  His  ^Libertine'  (taken  firom  the 
celebrated  Spanish  story)  is  full  of  spirit ;  but  it  is  the  spirit  of 
licentiousness  and  impiety.  At  no  time  do  there  appear  to  have 
been  such  extreme  speculations  afloat  on  the  subject  of  religion 
and  morality,  as  there  were  shortly  afler  the  Reformation,  and 
afterwards  under  the  Stuarts,  the  diflerences  being  widened  by 
political  irritation ;  and  the  Puritans  often  over-acting  one  ex- 
treme out  of  grimace  and  hypocrisy,  as  the  king's  party  did  the 
other  out  of  bravado. 

Carew  is  excluded  from  his  pretensions  to  the  laureateship  in 
Suckling's  ^  Sessions  of  the  Poets,'  on  account  of  his  slowness. 
His  verses  are  delicate  and  pleasing,  with  a  certain  feebleness, 
but  with  very  little  tincture  of  the  affectation  of  this  period.  His 
masque  (called  ^  Ccdum  Britan?iicum^)  in  ce\e\)T«Ll\.0Ti  ol  ^  vsv»x-  . 
riage  at  court,  has  not  much  wit  or  fancy,  \»it  t\ie  VLii^coxci'^axcfa^L    I 
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prose  directions  and  commentary  on  the  mythological  story,  are 
written  with  wonderful  facility  and  elegance,  in  a  style  of  famil- 
iar dramatic  dialogue  approaching  nearer  the  writers  of  dueen 
Anne's  reign  than  those  of  Glueen  Elisabeth's. 

Milton's  name  is  included  by  Dr.  Johnson  in  the  list  of  meta- 
physical poets  on  no  better  authority  than  his  lines  on  Hobson 
the  Cambridge  Carrier,  which  he  acknowledges  were  the  only 
ones  Milton  wrote  on  this  model  Indeed,  he  is  the  great  con- 
trast to  that  style  of  poetry,  being  remarkable  for  breadth  and 
massiness,  or  what  Dr.  Johnson  calls  "aggregation  of  ideas," 
beyond  almost  any  other  poet.  He  has  in  this  respect  been  com- 
pared to  Michael  Angelo,  but  not  with  much  reason:  his  verses 
are 


"  inimitable  on  earth 


By  model,  or  by  shading  pencil  drawn." 

Suckling  is  also  ranked,  without  sufficient  warrant,  among 
the  metaphysical  poets.  Sir  John  was  "  of  the  court,  courtly ;" 
and  his  style  almost  entirely  free  from  the  charge  of  pedantry 
and  affectation.  There  are  a  few  blemishes  of  this  kind  in  his 
works,  but  they  are  but  few.  His  compositions  are  almost  all 
of  them  short  and  lively  effusions  of  wit  and  gallantry,  written 
in  a  familiar  but  spirited  style,  without  much  design  or  effort 
His  shrewd  and  taunting  address  to  a  desponding  lover  will  suf- 
ficiently vouch  for  the  truth  of  this  account  of  the  general  cast 
of  his  best  pieces. 

"  Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover  1 
Pr'ythee  why  so  pale  1 
Will,  when  looking  well  can^t  move  her, 
Looking  ill  prevail  1 
Pr'ythee  why  so  pale  1 

Why  so  dull  and  mute,  young  sinner  ? 

Pr'ythee  why  so  mute  1 
Will,  when  speaking  well,  can't  win  her, 

Saying  nothing  do't  1 

Pr'ythee  why  so  mute  1 

Ctuit,  quit  for  shame,  this  will  not  move, 
This  cannot  take  her  *, 
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If  of  herself  she  will  not  love, 
Nothing  can  makie  her ; 
The  Devi!  take  her." 

The  two  short  poems  against  Fruition,  that  beginning,  "  There 
never  yet  was  woman  made,  nor  shall,  but  to  be  cursed," — the 
song,  "  I  pr'ythee,  spare  me  gentle  boy.  Press  me  no  more  for 
that  slight  toy,  That  foolish  trifle  of  a  heart," — another,  "  *Tis 
now,  since  I  sat  down  before  That  foolish  fort,  a  heart," — Lviea 
Alanson — the  set  of  similes,  '^  Hast  thou  seen  the  down  in  the 
air,  When  wanton  winds  have  tost  it," — and  his  "Dream," 
which  is  of  a  more  tender  and  romantic  cast,  are  all  exquisite  in 
their  way.  They  are  the  origin  of  the  style  of  Prior  and  Gay 
in  their  short  fugitive  verses,  and  of  the  songs  in  the  '  Beggar's 
^pera.'  His  '  Ballad  on  a  Wedding'  is  his  masterpiece,  and  is 
indeed  unrivalled  in  that  class  of  composition,  for  the  voluptuous 
delicacy  of  the  sentiments,  and  the  luxuriant  richness  of  the 
images.  I  wish  I  could  repeat  the  whole,  but  that,  from  the 
change  of  manners,  is  impossible.  The  description  of  the  brid<; 
is  (half  of  it)  as  follows :  the  story  is  supposed  to  be  tol'l  i>y  one 
countryman  to  another: — 

"  Her  finger  Was  so  small,  the  ring 
Would  not  stay  on,  which  they  did  bring ; 

It  was  too  wide  a  peck : 
And  to  say  trath  (for  out  it  must) 
It  look'd  like  the  great  collar  (just) 
•^  About  our  young  colt's  neck. 

Her  feet  beneath  her  petticoat, 
Like  little  mice,  stole  in  and  out, 

As  if  they  feared  the  light : 
But  oh !  she  dances  such  a  way ! 
No  sun  upon  an  E^ter-day 

Is  half  so  fine  a  sight. 
♦  •  •  •  ♦ 

Her  cheeks  so  rare  a  white  was  on 
No  daisy  makes  comparison 

(Who  sees  them  is  undone,) 
For  streaks  of  red  were  mingled  there, 
Such  as  are  on  a  Catherine  pear, 

(The  ode  that's  next  the  sun.) 
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Her  lips  were  red ;  and  one  was  thin, 
Compared  to  that  was  next  her  chin ; 

(Some  bee  had  stung  it  newly) 
But  (Dick)  her  eyes  so  guard  her  face, 
^  I  durst  no  more  upon  them  gaxe, 

Than  on  the  sun  in  July. 

Her  mouth  so  small,  when  she  does  speak, 
Thoud'st  swear  her  teeth  her  words  did  break, 

That  they  might  passage  get ; 
But  she  so  handled  still  the  matter. 
They  came  as  good  as  ours,  or  better. 

And  are  not  spent  a  whit." 

There  is  to  me  in  the  whole  of  this  deb'ghtful  performance  a 
freshness  and  purity  like  the  first  hreath  of  morning.  Its  sportivf 
irony  never  trespasses  on  modesty,  though  it  sometimes  (laugh- 
ing) threatens  to  do  so  1  Suckling's  Letters  are  full  of  habitual 
gaiety  and  good  sense.  His  ^  Discourse  on  Reason  in  Religion' 
is  well  enough  meant.  Though  he  excelled  in  the  conversa- 
tional style  of  poetry,  writing  verse  with  the  freedom  and  readi- 
ness, vivacity  and  unconcern,  with  which  he  would  have  talked 
on  the  most  familiar  and  sprightly  topics,  his  peculiar  powers 
deserted  him  in  attempting  dramatic  dialogue.  His  comedy  of 
the  *  Goblins'  is  equally  defective  in  plot,  wit,  and  nature ;  it  is 
a  wretched  list  of  exits  and  entrances,  and  the  whole  business  of 
the  scene  is  taken  up  in  the  unaccountable  seizure,  and  equally 
unaccountable  escapes,  of  a  number  of  persons  from  a  ba^d  of 
robbers  in  the  shape  of  Goblins,  who  turn  out  to  be  noblemen 
and  gentlemen  in  disguise.  Suckling  was  not  a  Grub  street 
author ;  or  it  might  be  said,  that  this  play  is  like  what  he  might 
have  written  af^er  dreaming  all  night  of  duns  and  a  sponging 
house.  His  tragedies  are  no  better :  their  titles  are  the  most  in- 
teresting part  of  them,  '  Aglaura.'  '  Brennoralt,'  and  '  The  Sad 
One.' 

Cowley  had  more  brilliancy  of  fancy  and  ingenuity  of  thought 
than  Donne,  with  less  pathos  and  sentiment  His  mode  of  illustra- 
ting his  ideas  differs  also  from  Donne's  in  this — ^that  whereas 
Donne  is  contented  to  analyse  an  image  into  its  component  ele- 
ment^ and  resolve  it  into  its  most  abstracted  species,  Cowley 
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first  does  this,  indeed,  but  does  not  stop  till  he  has  fixed  upon 
some  other  prominent  example  of  the  same  general  class  of  ideas, 
and  forced  them  into  a  metaphorical  union,  by  the  medium  of 
the  generic  definition.     Thus  he  says — 

"  The  Phoenix  Pindar  is  a  ^ast  species  alone."  ^ 

He  means  to  say  that  he  stands  by  himself;  he  is  then  ^^  a  vast 
species  alone :"  then  by  applying  to  this  generality  the  principi- 
urn  individuationis,  he  becomes  a  Phoenix,  because  the  Phcenix  is 
the  only  example  of  a  species  contained  in  an  individual.  Yet 
this  is  only  a  literal  or  metaphysical  coincidence ;  and  literally 
and  metaphysically  speaking,  Pindar  was  not  a  species  by  him- 
self, but  only  seemed  so  by  pre-eminence  or  excellence  ;  that  is, 
from  qualities  of  mind  appealing  to  and  absorbing  the  imagina- 
tion, and  which,  therefore,  ought  to  be  represented  in  poetical 
language  by  some  other  obvious  and  palpable  image,  exhibiting 
the  same  kind  or  degree  of  excellence  in  other  things,  as  when 
Gray  compares  him  to  the  Theban  eagle, 


"  Sailing  with  supreme  dominion 
Through  the  azure  deep  of  air." 


Again,  he  talks  in  the  Motto,  or  invocation  to  his  Muse,  of 
"marching  the  Muse's  Hannibal"  into  undiscovered  regions. 
That  is,  he  thinks  first  of  being  a  leader  in  poetry,  and  then  he 
immediately,  by  virtue  of  this  abstraction,  becomes  a  Hannibal; 
though  no  two  things  can  really  be  more  unlike,  in  all  the  asso- 
ciations belonging  to  them,  than  a  leader  of  armies  and  a  leader 
of  the  tuneful  nine.  In  like  manner,  he  compares  Bacon  to  Mo- 
ses ;  for  in  his  verses  extremes  are  sure  to  meet.*  The  '  Hymn  to 
Light,'  which  forms  a  perfect  contrast  to  Milton's  *  Invocation  to 
Light,'  in  the  commencement  of  the  third  book  of  *  Paradise 
Lost,'  begins  in  the  following  manner : — 

"  First-bom  of  Chaos,  who  so  fair  didst  come 

From  the  old  negro's  darksome  womb ! 

Which,  when  it  saw  the  lovely  child. 
The  melancholy  mass  put  on  kind  looks,  and  smil'd.*' 

♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  * 

And  80022  after — . 
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"  Tu,  I  believe,  tluB  archery  to  riiow 

That  lo  much  cost  in  cdours  thou, 

And  skill  in  painting,  dost  bestow, 
Upon  thy  ancient  arms,  the  gaudy  heav'nly  bow. 

Swift  as  light  thoughts  their  empty  career  run, 

Thy  race  is  finished  when  begun ; 

Let  a  post-angel  start  with  thee. 
And  thou  Uie  goal  of  earth  shalt  reach  as  soon  as  he." 

The  conceits  here  are  neither  wit  nor  poetry ;  but  a  burlesque 
upon  both,  made  up  of  a  singular  metaphorical  jargon,  verbal  gen- 
eralities, and  physical  analogies.  Thus  his  calling  Chaos,  or 
Darkness,  "  the  old  negro,"  would  do  for  abuse  or  jest,  but  is  too 
remote  and  degrading  for  serious  poetry,  and  yet  it  is  meant  for 
such.  The  "old  negro"  is  at  best  a  nickname,  and  the  smile 
on  its  face  loses  its  beauty  in  such  company.  The  making  out 
the  rainbow  to  be  a  species  of  heraldic  painting,  and  converting 
an  angel  into  a  post-boy,  show  the  same  rage  for  comparison ; 
but  such  comparisons  are  as  odious  as  they  are  unjust  Dr. 
Johnson  has  multiplied  instances  of  the  same  false  style  in  its 
various  divisions  and  subdivisions.*  Of  Cowley's  serious  poems, 
the  'Complaint'  is  the  one  I  like  the  best;  and  some  of  his 
translations  in  the  Essays,  as  those  on  'Liberty*  and  'Retire- 
ment,' are  exceedingly  good.  The  Odes  to  Vandyke,  to  the. 
Royal  Society,  to  Hobbes,  and  to  the  latter  Brutus,  beginning 
"  Excellent  Brutus,"  are  all  full  of  ingenious  and  high  thoughts, 
impaired  by  a  load  of  ornament  and  quaint  disguises.  The 
'  Chronicle,  or  List  of  his  Mistresses,'  is  the  best  of  his  original 
lighter  pieces ;  but  the  best  of  his  poems  are  the  translations 
from  Anacreon,  which  remain,  and  are  likely  to  remain,  unri- 
valled. The  spirit  of  wine  and  joy  circulates  in  them;  and 
though  they  are  lengthened  out  beyond  the  originals,  it  is  by 
fresh  impulses  of  an  eager  and  inexhaustible  feeling  of  delight. 
Here  are  some  of  them : — 

*  See  his  Lives  of  the  British  Poets,  Vol.  L 
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DRINKING. 

"  The  thirsty  earth  soaks  up  the  rain. 
And  drinks,  and  gapes  for  drink  again. 
The  plants  suck  in  the  earth,  and  are 
With  constant  drinking  firesh  and  fair. 
The  sea  itself,  which  one  would  think 
Should  have  but  little  need  of  drink, 
Drinks  twice  ten  thousand  rirers  up, 
So  fill'd  that  they  overflow  the  cup. 
The  busy  sun  (and  one  would  guess 
By 's  drunken  fiery  face  no  less) 
Drinks  up  the  sea,  and,  when  he 's  done. 
The  moon  and  stars  drink  up  the  sun. 
They  drink  and  dance  by  their  own  light, 
They  drink  and  revel  all  the  night. 
Nothing  in  nature's  sober  found, 
But  an  eternal  health  goes  round. 
Fill  up  the  bowl  then,  fill  it  high. 
Fill  all  the  glasses  there ;  for  why 
Should  every  creature  drink  but  I ; 
Why,  man  of  morals,  tell  me  whyl" 

is  a  classical  intoxication ;  and  the  poet's  imagination,  giddy 
fancied  joys,  communicates  its  spirit  and  its  motion  to  ina- 
te  things,  and  makes  all  nature  reel  round  with  it.  It  is 
asy  to  decide  between  these  choice  pieces,  which  may  be 
ined  among  the  delights  of  human  kind ;  but  that  to  the 
shopper  is  one  of  the  happiest  as  well  as  most  serious : — 

"  Happy  insect,  what  can  be 
In  happinesir'compar'd  to  theie  *? 
Fed  with  nourishment  divine. 
The  dewy  morning's  gentle  wine ! 
Nature  waits  upon  thee  still, 
And  thy  verdant  cup  does  fill ; 
'Tis  filled  wherever  thou  dost  tread, 
Nature's  self  thy  Ganymede. 

Thou  dost  drink,  and  dance,  and  ring ; 
Happier  than  the  hapjnest  king ! 
All  the  fields  which  thou  dost  see, 
All  the  plants,  belong  to  thee ; 
All  that  summer-hours  produce, 
Fertile  made  with  early  juice. 


\ 
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Man  for  thee  doei  low  and  plough, 

Fanner  he,  and  landlord  thou ! 

Thou  dost  innocently  joy ; 

Nor  does  thy  luxury  destroy; 

The  shepherd  gladly  heareth  thee, 

More  harmonious  than  he. 

Thee  country  hinds  with  gladness  hear, 

Prophet  of  the  ripen'd  year ! 

Thee  Phcebus  loves,  and  does  inspire ; 

Phoebus  is  himself  thy  sire. 

To  thee,  of  all  things  upon  earth. 

Life  is  no  longer  than  thy  mirth. 

Happy  insect,  happy  thou ! 

Dost  neither  age  nor  winter  know ; 

But,  when  thou'st  drunk,  and  danc'd,  and  sung 

Thy  fill  the  flowery  leaves  among, 

(Voluptuous  and  wise  withal. 

Epicurean  animal !} 

Sated  with  thy  summer  feast, 

Thou  retir'st  to  endless  rest.'' 

Cowley's  Essays  are  among  the  most  agreeable  prose  compo- 
sitions in  our  language,  being  equally  recommended  by  sense, 
wit,  learning,  and  interesting  personal  history,  and  written  in  a 
style  quite  free  from  the  faults  of  his  poetry.  It  is  a  pity  that  he 
did  not  cultivate  his  talent  for  prose  more,  and  write  less  in  verse, 
for  he  was  clearly  a  man  of  more  reflection  than  imagination. 
The  Essays  on  Agriculture,  on  Liberty,  on  Solitude,  and  on 
Greatness,  are  all  of  them  delightful  From  the  last  I  may  give 
his  account  of  Senecio  as  an  addition  to  the  instances  of  the  ludi- 
crous, which  I  have  attempted  to  enumerate  in  the  introductory 
Lecture ;  whose  ridiculous  affectation  of  grandeur  Seneca  the 
elder  (he  tells  us)  describes  to  this  effect :  "  Senecio  was  a  man 
of  a  turbid  and  confused  wit,  who  could  not  endure  to  speak  any 
but  mighty  words  and  sentences,  till  this  humour  grew  at  last 
into  so  notorious  a  habit,  or  rather  disease,  as  became  the  sport 
of  the  whole  town:  he  would  have  no  servants,  but  huge,  massy 
fellows ;  no  plate  or  household  stufif,  but  thrice  as  big  as  the 
fashion :  you  may  believe  me,  for  I  speak  it  without  raillery,  his 
extravagancy  came  at  last  into  such  a  madness,  that  he  would 
not  put  on  a  pair  of  shoes,  each  of  which  was  not  big  enough 
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for  both  his  feet ;  he  would  eat  nothing  but  what  was  great,  nor 
touch  any  fruit  but  horse-plums  and  pound-pears ;  he  kept  a 
mistress  that  was  a  very  giantess,  and  made  her  walk  too  alwa]fi 
in  chiopins,  till  at  last  he  got  the  surname  of  Senecio  Grandio." 
This  was  certainly  the  most  absurd  person  we  read  of  in  anth 
quity.  Cowley's  character  of  Oliver  Cromwell,  which  is  intended 
as  a  satire  (though  it  certainly  produces  a  very  different  impres- 
sion on  the  mind,)  may  vie  for  truth  of  outline  and  force  of 
colouring  with  the  masterpieces  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  histo- 
rians. It  may  serve  as  a  contrast  to  the  last  extract  "What 
can  be  more  extraordinary  than  that  a  person  of  mean  birth, 
no  fortune,  no  eminent  qualities  of  body,  which  have  sometimes^ 
or  of  mind,  which  have  often,  raised  men  to  the  highest  digni- 
ties, should  have  the  courage  to  attempt,  and  the  happiness  to 
succeed  in,  so  improbable  a  design  as  the  destruction  of  one  of 
the  most  ancient  and  most  solidly-founded  monarchies  upon  the 
earth  ?  That  he  should  have  the  power  or  boldness  to  put  hia 
prince  and  master  to  an  open  and  infamous  death ;  to  banish 
that  numerous  and  strongly-allied  family ;  to  do  all  this  under 
the  name  and  wages  of  a  parliament ;  to  trample  upon  them  too 
as  he  pleased,  and  spurn  them  out  of  doors  when  he  grew  weary 
of  them ;  to  raise  up  a  new  and  unheard-of-monster  out  of  their 
ashes ;  to  stifle  that  in  the  very  infancy,  and  set  up  himself  above 
all  things  that  ever  were  called  sovereign  in  England ;  to  op- 
press all  his  enemies  by  arms,  and  all  his  friends  afterwards  by 
artifice ;  to  serve  all  parties  patiently  for  a  while,  and  to  com- 
mand them  victoriously  at  last ;  to  over-run  each  comer  of  the 
three  nations,  and  overcome  with  equal  facility  both  the  riches 
of  the  south  and  the  poverty  of  the  north ;  to  be  feared  and 
CQurted  by  all  foreign  princes,  and  adopted  a  brother  to  the  gode 
of  the  earth ;  to'  call  together  Parliaments  with  a  word  of  his 
pen,  and  scatter  them  again  with  the  breath  of  his  mouth ;  to 
be  humbly  and  daily  petitioned  that  he  would  please  to  be  hired, 
at  the  rate  of  two  millions  a  year,  to  be  the  master  of  those  who 
had  hired  him  before  to  be  their  servant ;  to  have  the  estates 
and  lives  of  three  kingdoftis  as  much  at  his  disposal  as  was  the 
little  inheritance  of  his  father,  and  to  be  as  nobVe  axv^  \^«t^  vcl 
the  spen^ngofthem;  and  lastly  (for  there  is  no  eivi  oi  «XS.  ^^ 
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particulars  of  his  glory,)  to  bequeath  all  this  with  one  word  to 
his  posterity ;  to  die  with  peace  at  home,  and  triumph  abroad ; 
to  be  buried  among  kings,  and  with  more  than  regal  solemnity; 
and  to  leave  a  name  behind  him,  not  to  be  extinguidied,  but 
with  the  whole  world;  which,  as  it  is  now  too  little  for  hia 
praises,  so  might  have  been  too  for  his  conquests,  if  the  ^hort 
line  of  his  human  life  could  have  been  stretched  out  to  the  extent 
of  his  immortal  designs?" 

Cowley  has  left  one  comedy,  called  *  Cutter  of  Coleman  Street,' 
which  met  with  an  unfavourable  reception  at  the  time,  and  is 
now  (not  undeservedly)  forgotten.  It  contains,  however,  one 
good  scene,  which  is  rich  both  in  fancy  and  humour,  that  be- 
tween the  puritanical  bride,  Tabitha,  and  her  ranting  royalist 
husband.  It  is  said  that  this  play  was  originally  composed,  and 
afterwards  revived,  as  a  satire  upon  the  Presbyterian  party  ;  yet 
it  was  resented  by  the  court  party  as  a  satire  upon  itself.  .  A  man 
must,  indeed,  be  sufficiently  blind  with  party-prejudice,  to  have 
considered  this  as  a  compliment  to  his  own  side  of  the  question. 
^  Call  you  this  backing  of  your  friends  ?"  The  cavaliers  are  in 
this  piece  represented  as  reduced  to  the  lowest  shifts  in  point  of 
fortune,  and  sunk  still  lower  in  point  of  principle. 

The  greatest  single  production  of  wit  of  this  period,  I  might 
say  of  this  country,  is  Butler's  ^  Hudibras.'  It  contains  speci- 
mens of  every  variety  of  drollery  and  satire,  and  those  specimens 
crowded  together  into  almost  every  page.  The  proof  of  this  is, 
that  nearly  one  half  of  his  lines  are  got  by  heart,  and  quoted  for 
mottos.  In  giving  instances  of  different  sorts  of  wit,  or  trying 
to  recollect  good  things  of  this  kind,  they  are  the  first  which  stand 
ready  in  the  memory ;  and  they  are  those  which  furnish  the 
best  tests  and  most  striking  illustrations  of  what  we  want.  I^r. 
Campbell,  in  his  '  Philosophy  of  Rhetoric,*  when  treating  of  the 
subject  of  wit,  which  he  has  done  very  neatly  and  sensibly,  has 
constant  recourse  to  two  authors,  Pope  and  Butler,  the  one  for 
ornament,  the  other  more  for  use.  Butler  is  equally  in  the 
hands  of  the  learned  and  the  vulgar,  for  the  sense  is  generally 
as  solid  as  the  images  are  amusing  and  grotesque.  Whigs  and 
Tories  join  in  his  praise.    He  could  not,  in  spite  of  himself, 
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"  narrow  his  mind, 
And  to  party  give  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind." 

Though  his  subject  was  local  and  temporary,  his  fame  was  not 
circumscribed  within  his  own  age.  He  was  admired  by  Charles 
IL  and  has  been  rewarded  by  posterity.  It  is  the  poet's  fate ! 
It  is  not,  perhaps,  to  be  wondered  at,  that  arbitrary  and  worth- 
less monarchs  like  Charles  II.  should  neglect  those  who  pay 
court  to  them.  The  idol  (if  it  had  sense)  would  despise  its  wor- 
shippers. Indeed,  Butler  hardly  merited  anything  on  the  score 
of  loyalty  to  the  house  of  Stuart.  True  wit  is  not  a  parasite 
plant  The  strokes  which  it  aims  at  folly  and  knavery  on  one 
side  of  a  question,  tell  equally  home  on  the  other.  Dr.  Zachary 
Grey,  who  added  notes  to  the  poem,  and  abused  the  leaders  of 
CromwelPs  party  by  name,  would  be  more  likely  to  have  gained 
a  pension  for  his  services  than  Butler,  who  was  above  such  petty 
work.  A  poem  like  *  Hudibras '  could  not  be  made  to  order  of  a 
court,  Charles  might  very  well  have  reproached  the  author 
with  wanting  to  show  his  own  wit  and  sense  rather  than  to  fa- 
vour a  tottering  cause  ;  and  he  has  even  been  suspected,  in  parts 
of  his  poem,  of  glancing  at  majesty  itself  He  in  general  ridi- 
cules not  persons,  but  things,  not  a  party,  but  their  principles, 
which  may  belong,  as  time  and  occasion  serve,  to  one  set  of 
solemn  pretenders  or  another.  This  he  has  done  most  effectu- 
ally, in  every  possible  way,  and  from  every  possible  source, 
learned  or  unlearned.  He  has  exhausted  the  moods  and  figures 
of  satire  and  sophistry.*  It  would  be  possible  to  deduce  the  dif- 
ferent forms  of  syllogism  in  Aristotle,  from  the  different  viola- 
tions or  mock-imitations  of  them  in  Butler.  He  fulfils  every  one 
of  Barrow's  conditions  of  wit,  which  I  have  enumerated  in  the 
first  Lecture.     He  makes  you  laugh  or  smile  by  comparing  the 

*  "  And  ha^e  not  two  saints  power  to  use 

A  greater  privilege  than  three  Jews  1 

»  *  »  * 

Her  voice  the  music  of  the  spheres, 
So  loud  it  deafens  mortals'  ears. 
As  wise  philosophers  have  thought 
And  that's  the  cause  we  hear  it  not," 
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high  to  the  low,*  or  by  pretending  to  raise  the  low  to  the  lofty  ;t 
he  succeeds  equally  in  the  familiari^  of  his  illustrations,!  or 
their  incredible  extravagance,  §  by  comparing  things  that  are 
alike  or  not  alike.  He  surprises  equally  by  his  coincidences  or 
contradictions,  by  spinning  out  a  long-winded  flimsy  excuse,  or 
by  turning  short  upon  you  with  the  point-blank  truth.  His 
rhymes  are  as  witty  as  his  reasons,  equally  remote  from  what 
common  custom  would  suggest  ;||  and  he  startles  you  sometimes 

*  "  No  Indian  prince  has  to  his  palace 

More  followers  than  a  thief  to  the  gallows." 

t  "  And  in  his  nose,  like  Indian  king, 
He  (Bruin)  wore  for  ornament  a  ring." 

t  "  Whose  noise  whets  valour  sharp,  like  beer 
By  thunder  turned  to  vinegar." 

§  "  Replete  with  strange  hermetic  powder. 

That  wounds  nine  miles  point-blank  would  solder." 

«  «  «  « 

His  tawny  beard  was  th'  equal  grace 
Both  of  his  wisdom  and  his  face ; 
In  cut  and  die  so  like  a  tile, 
A  sudden  view  it  would  beguile : 
The  upper  part  thereof  was  whey, 
The  nether  orange  mixed  with  gray. 
This  hairy  meteor  did  denounce 
The  fall  of  sceptres  and  of  crowns; 
With  grisly  t3rpe  did  represent 
Declining  age  of  government; 
And  tell  with  hieroglyphic  spade 

Its  own  grave  and  the  state's  were  made. 

•  •  •  « 

This  sword  a  dagger  had  his  page, 
That  was  but  little  for  his  age ; 
And  therefore  waited  on  him  so, 
As  dwarfs  upon  knight  errants  do. 

I  '*  And  straight  another  with  his  flambeau 

Gave  Ralpho  o'er  the  eyes  a  damn'd  blow. 

*  *  *  » 

That  deals  in  destiny's  dark  counsels, 
And  sage  opinions  of  the  moou  oelki." 
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by  an  empty  sound  like  a  blow  upon  a  drum-bead,*  by  a  pun 
upon  one  word,t  and  by  splitting  another  in  two  at  the  end  of  a 
verse,  with  the  same  alertness  and  power  over  the  odd  and  un- 
accountable in  the  combinations  of  sounds  as  of  images4 

There  are  as  many  shrewd  aphorisms  in  his  works,  clenched 
by  as  many  quaint  and  individual  allusions,  as  perhaps  in  any 
author  whatever.  He  makes  none  but  palpable  hits,  that  may 
be  said  to  give  one's  understanding  a  rap  on  the  knuckles.^  He 
is,  indeed,  sometimes  too  prolific,  and  spins  his  antithetical  sen- 
tences out,  one  after  another,  till  the  reader,  not  the  author,  is 
wearied.  He  is,  however,  very  seldom  guilty  of  repetitions,  or 
wordy  paraphrases  of  himself;  but  he  sometimes  comes  rather 
too  near  it,  and  interrupts  the  thread  of  his  argument  (for  narra- 
tive he  has  none)  by  a  tissue  of  epigrams,  and  the  tagging  of 
points  and  conundrums  without  end.  The  fault,  or  original  sin 
of  his  genius,  is,  that  from  too  much  leaven  it  ferments  and  runs 
over;  and  there  is,  unfortunately,  nothing  in  his  subject  to 
restrain  and  keep  it  within  compass.  He  has  no  story  good  for 
anything,  and  his  characters  are  good  for  very  little.  They  are 
too  low  and  mechanical,  or  too  much  one  thing,  personifications, 
as  it  were,  of  nicknames,  and  bugbears  of  popular  prejudice  and 
vulgar  cant,  unredeemed  by  any  virtue,  or  diflference  or  variety 
of  disposition.  There  is  no  relaxation  or  shifting  of  the  parts ; 
and  the  impression  in  some  degree  fails  of  its  effect,  and  becomes 
questionable  from  its  being  always  the  same.     The  satire  looks, 


* 


"  The  mighty  Tottipottimoy 
Sent  to  our  elders  an  envoy." 


t  "  For  Hebrew  roots^  although  they  are  found 
To  flourish  most  in  barren  ground." 

X  "  Those  wholesale  critics  that  in  cofTee- 
Houses  cry  down  all  philosophy." 

§  "  This  we  among  ourselves  may  speak. 
But  to  the  wicked  or  the  weak, 
We  must  be  cautious  to  declare 
Perfection-truths,  such  aa  these  are." 


{ 
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at  length,  almost  like  special  pleading ;  it  has  nothing  to  confirm 
it  in  the  apparent  good  humour  or  impartiality  of  the  writer.  It 
is  something  revolting  to  see  an  author  persecute  his  characters, 
the  cherished  offspring  of  his  brain,  in  this  manner,  without 
mercy.  Hudibras  and  Ralpho  have  immortalised  Butler ;  and 
what  has  he  done  for  them  in  return,  but  set  them  up  to  be 
'^  pilloried  on  infamy's  high  and  lasting  stage  ?"  This  is  un- 
grateful 1 

The  rest  of  the  characters  have,  in  general,  little  more  than 
their  names  and  professions  to  distinguish  them.  We  scarcely 
know  one  from  another,  Cerdon,  or  Orsin,  or  Crowdero,  and  are 
often  obliged  to  turn  back,  to  connect  their  several  adventures  to- 
gether. In  fact,  Butler  drives  only  at  a  sect  of  obnoxious  opinions, 
and  runs  into  general  declamations.  His  poem  in  its  essence  is 
a  satire,  or  didactic  poem.  It  is  not  virtually  dramatic  or  narra- 
tive. It  is  composed  of  digressions  by  the  author.  He  instantly 
breaks  off  in  the  middle  of  a  story,  or  incident,  to  comment  upon 
and  turn  it  into  ridicule.  He  does  not  give  characters  but  topics, 
which  would  do  just  as  well  in  his  own  mouth  without  agents, 
or  machinery  of  any  kind.  The  long  digression  in  Part  III,  in 
which  no  mention  is  made  of  the  hero,  is  just  as  good  and  as 
much  an  integrant  part  of  the  poem  as  the  rest  The  conclusion 
is  lame  and  impotent,  but  that  is  saying  nothmg ;  the  beginm'ng 
and  middle  are  equally  so  as  to  historical  merit.  There  is  no 
keeping  in  his  characters,  as  in  Don  Gluixote ;  nor  any  enjoy- 
ment of  the  ludicrousness  of  their  situations,  as  in  Hogarth.  In- 
deed, it  requires  a  considerable  degree  of  sympathy  to  enter  into 
and  describe  to  the  life  even  the  ludicrous  eccentricities  of  others, 
and  there  is  no  appearance  of  sjrmpathy  or  liking  to  his  subject 
in  Butler.  His  humour  is  to  his  wit,  "  as  one  grain  of  wheat  in 
a  bushel  of  chaff:  you  shall  search  all  day,  and  when  you  find 
it,  it  is  not  worth  the  trouble."  Yet  there  are  exceptions.  The 
most  decisive  is,  I  think,  the  description  of  the  battle  between 
Bruin  and  his  foes.  Part  I.,  Canto  iii.,  and  again  of  the  triumphal 
procession  in  Part  II.,  Canto  ii.,  of  which  the  principal  features 
are  copied  in  Hogarth's  election  print,  the  Chairing  of  the  Suc- 
cessful Candidate.     The  account  of  Sidrophel  and  Whackum  is 
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__^ ' 

)ther  instance,  and  there  are  some  few  others,  but  rarely 
inkled  up  and  down.* 

The  following  are  nearly  all  I  can  remember.*— 

"  Thus  stopped  their  fury  and  the  basting 
Which  towards  Hudibras  was  hasting." 

t  is  said  of  the  bear,  in  the  fight  with  the  dogs-- 

"  And  setting  his  right  foot  before, 
He  raised  himself  to  show  how  tall 

His  person  was  above  them  all. 

*  *  *  *  , 

At  this  the  knight  grew  high  in  chafe, 
And  staring  furiously  on  Ralph, 
He  trembled  and  look'd  pale  with  ire. 
Like  ashes  first,  then  red  as  fire. 

*  *  *  ♦ 

The  knight  himsdf  did  after  ride, 
Leading  Crowdero  by  his  side. 
And  tow'd  him  if  he  lagged  behind. 
Like  boat  against  the  tide  and  wind." 

»  *  *  * 

"  And  raised  upon  his  desperate  foot. 
On  stirrup-side  he  gazed  about. 

«  «  «  « 

And  Hudibras,  who  used  to  ponder 
On  such  sights  with  judicious  wonder." 

rhe  beginning  of  the  account  of  the  procession  in  Part  II.  b  as  follows : — 

"  Both  thought  it  was  the  wisest  course 
To  wave  the  fight  and  mount  to  horse, 
And  to  secure,  by  swifl  retreating. 
Themselves  from  danger  of  worse  beating  ; 
Yet  neither  of  them  would  disparage 
By  uttering  of  his  mind  his  courage. 
Which  made  'em  stoutly  keep  their  ground, 
With  horror  and  disdain  wind-bound. 
And  now  the  cause  of  all  their  fear 
By  slow  degrees  approached  so  near. 
They  might  distinguish  different  noise 
Of  boms  and  pans,  and  dogs  and  boys, 
And  kettle-drums,  whose  sullen  dub 
Sounds  like  the  hooping  of  a  tub." 
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The  widow,  the  termagant  heroine  of  the  poem,  is  still 
more  disagreeable  than  her  lover :  and  her  sarcastic  account  of 
the  passion  of  love,  as  consisting  entirely  in  an  attachment  to 
land  and  houses,  goods  and  chattels,  which  is  enforced  with  all 
the  rhetoric  the  author  is  master  of,  and  hunted  down  through 
endless  similes,  is  evidently  false.  The  vulgarity  and  meanness 
of  sentiment  which  Butler  complains  of  in  the  Presbyterians, 
seems  at  last,  from  long  familiarity  and  close  contemplation,  to 
have  tainted  his  own  mind.  Their  worst  vices  appear  to  have 
taken  root  in  his  imagination.  Nothing  but  what  was  selfish 
and  groveling  sunk  into  his  memory,  in  the  depression  of  a 
menial  situation  under  his  supposed  hero.  He  has,  indeed,  car- 
ried his  private  grudge  too  far  into  his  general  speculations. 
He  even  makes  out  the  rebels  to  be  cowards  and  well  beaten, 
which  does  not  accord  with  the  history  of  the  times.  In  an 
excess  of  zeal  for  church  and  state,  he  is  too  much  disposed  to 
treat  religion  as  a  cheat  and  liberty  as  a  farce.  It  was  the  cant 
of  that  day  (from  which  he  is  not  free)  to  cry  down  sanctity  and 
sobriety  as  marks  of  disaffection,  as  it  is  the  cant  of  this  to  hold 
them  up  as  proofs  of  loyalty  and  staunch  monarchical  principles. 
Religion  and  morality  are,  in  either  case,  equally  subservient  to 
the  spirit  of  party,  and  a  stalking-horse  to  the  love  of  power. 
Finally,  there  is  a  want  of  pathos  and  humour,  but  no  want  of 
interest  in  Hudibras.  It  is  difficult  to  lay  it  down.  One  thought 
is  inserted  into  anothei";  the  links  in  the  chain  of  reasoning  are 
so  closely  rivetted,  that  the  attention  seldom  flags,  but  is  kept 
alive  (without  any  other  assistance)  by  the  mere  force  of  writing. 
There  are  occasional  indications  of  poetical  fancy,  and  an  eye 
for  natural  beauty ;  but  these  are  kept  under  or  soon  discarded, 
judiciously  enough,  but  it  should  seem,  not  for  lack  of  power, 
for  they  are  certainly  as  masterly  as  they  are  rare.  Such  is  the 
burlesque  description  qf  the  stocks,  or  allegorical  prison,  in  which 
first  Crowdero  and  then  Hudibras  are  confined:  the  passage 
beginning — 

"  As  when  an  owl  that's  in  a  bam, 
Sees  a  mouse  creeping  in  the  com, 
Sits  still  and  shuts  his  round  blue  eyes. 
As  if  he  slept,"  &c. 
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And  the  description  of  the  moon  going  down  in  the  early  morn- 
mg,  which  is  as  pure,  original,  and  picturesque  as  possible  :•— 

"  The  queen  of  night,  whose  large  command 
Rules  all  the  sea  and  half  the  land, 
And  over  moist  and  crazy  brains 
In  high  spring-tides  at  midnight  reigns. 
Was  now  declining  to  the  west, 
To  go  to  bed  and  take  her  rest." 

Butler  is  sometimes  scholastic,  but  he  makes  his  learning  tell 
to  good  account ;  and  for  the  purposes  of  burlesque,  nothing  can 
be  better  fitted  than  the  scholastic  style. 

Butler's  *  Remains'  are  nearly  as  good  and  full  of  sterling 
genius  as  his  principal  poem.  Take  the  following  ridicule  of 
the  plan  of.  the  Greek  tragedies  as  an  instance : 

"  Reduce  all  tragedy,  by  rules  of  art, 
Back  to  its  ancient  theatre,  a  cart, 
And  make  them  henceforth  keep  the  beaten  roads 
Of  reverend  choruses  and  episodes ; 
Reform  and  regulate  a  puppet-play, 
According  to  the  true  and  ancient  way ; 
That  not  an  actor  shall  presume  to  squeak 
Unless  he  have  a  licence  for  't  in  Greek ; 
Nor  devil  in  the  puppet-play  be  allowed 
To  roar  and  spit  fire,  but  to  fright  the  crowd, 
Unless  some  god  or  demon  chance  to  have  jaques 
Against  an  ancient  family  of  Greeks ; 
That  other  men  may  tremble  and  take  warning 
Now  such  a  fatal  progeny  they're  bom  in  j 
For  none  but  such  for  tragedy  are  fitted 
That  have  been  ruined  only  to  be  pitied ; 
And  only  those  held  proper  to  deter 
Who  have  th'  ill  luck  against  their  wills  to  err; 
Whence  only  such  as  are  of  middling  sizes, 
Betwixt  morality  and  venial  vices,         ^ 
Are  qualified  to  be  destroyed  by  fate, 
For  other  mortals  to  take  warning  at.'' 

Upon  Critics, 

His  ridicule  of  Milton's  Latin  style  is  equally  severe,  \i\ATtfi\.w> 
well  founded 
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I  have  only  to  add  a  few  words  respecting  the  dramatic  writen 
about  this  time,  before  we  arrive  at  the  golden  period  of  our 
comedy.  Those  of  Etherege*  are  good  for  nothing,  except 
*  The  Man  of  Mode,*  or  '  Sir  Fopling  Flutter,'  which  is,  I  think, 
a  more  exquisite  and  airy  picture  of  the  manners  of  that  age 
than  any  other  extant  Sir  Fopling  himself  is  an  inimitable 
coxcomb,  but  pleasant  withal.  He  is  a  suit  of  clothes  personified. 
Dorimant  (supposed  to  be  Lord  Rochester)  is  the  genius  of  grace, 
gallantry,  and  gaiety.  The  women  in  this  courtly  play  have 
very  much  the  look  and  air  (but  something  more  demure  and 
significant)  of  Sir  Peter  Lely*s  beauties.  Harriet,  the  mistress 
of  Dorimant,  who  "  tames  his  wild  heart  to  her  loving  hand," 
is  the  flower  of  the  piece.  Her  natural,  untutored  grace  and 
spirit,  her  meeting  with  Dorimant  in  the  Park,  bowing  and 
mimicking  him,  and  the  luxuriant  description  which  is  given  of 
her  fine  person,  altogether  form  one  of  the  chefs-^oewore  of  dra- 
matic painting.  I  should  think  this  comedy  would  bear  revi- 
ving; and  if  Mr.  Liston  were  to  play  Sir  Fopling,  the  part 
would  shine  out  with  double  lustre,  ''  like  the  morn  risen  on 
mid-noon."  Dryden's  comedies  have  all  the  point  that  th^re  is 
in  ribaldry,  and  all  the  humour  that  there  is  in  extravagance. 
I  am  sorry  I  can  say  nothing  better  of  them.  He  was  not  at 
home  in  this  kind  of  writing,  of  which  he  was  himself  conscious. 
His  play  was  hors&^lay.  His  wit  (what  there  is  of  it)  is  ingen- 
ious and  scholar-like,  rather  than  natural  and  dramatic.  Thus 
Burr,  in  the  *  Wild  Gallant,*  says  to  Failer,  "  She  shall  sooner 
cut  an  atom  than  part  us."  His  plots  are  pure  voluntaries  in 
absurdity,  that  bend  and  shift  to  his  purpose  without  any  previ- 
ous notice  or  reason,  and  are  governed  by  final  causes.  '  Sir 
Martin  Marall,'  which  was  taken  from  the  Duchess  of  New- 
castle, is  the  best  of  his  plays,  and  the  origin  of  the  '  Busy  Body.* 
Otvvay*s  comedies  do  no  sort  of  credit  to  him :  on  the  contrary, 
they  are  as  desperate  as  his  fortunes.  The  Duke  of  Bucking- 
ham's famous  *  Rehearsal,*  which  has  made,  and  deservedly,  so 
much  noise  in  the  world,  is  in  a  great  measure  taken  from 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  '  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle,*  which 

•  *  Love  in  a  Tub/  and  '  She  Would  if  She  CouW.' 
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was  written  in  ridicule  of  the  London  apprentices  in  the  reign 
of  Elizabeth,  who  had  a  great  hand  in  the  critical  decisions  of 
that  age.  There  were  other  dramatic  writers  of  this  period, 
noble  and  plebeian.  I  shall  only  mention  one  other  piece,  the 
'  Committee,'  I  believe  by  Sir  Robert  Howard,  which  has  of  late 
been  cut  down  into  the  farce  called  '  Honest  Thieves,'  and  which 
I  remember  reading  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  many  years 
ago. 

One  cause  of  the  difference  between  the  immediate  reception 
and  lasting  success  of  dramatic  works  at  this  period  may  be,  that 
after  the  court  took  the  play-houses  under  its  particular  protec- 
tion, everything  became  very  much  an  affair  of  private  patronage. 
If  an  author  could  get  a  learned  lord  or  a  countess-dowager  to 
bespeak'  a  box  at  his  play,  and  applaud  the  doubtful  passages, 
he  considered  his  business  as  done.  On  the  other  hand,  there 
was  a  reciprocity  between  men  of  letters  and  their  patrons; 
critics  were  "  mitigated  into  courtiers,  and  submitted,"  as  Mr. 
Burke  has  it, "  to  the  soft  collar  of  social  esteem,"  in  pronouncing 
sentence  on  the  works  of  lords  and  ladies.  How  ridiculous  this 
seems  now  I  What  a  hubbub  it  would  create  if  it  were  known 
that  a  particular  person  of  fashion  and  title  had  taken  a  front 
box  in  order  to  decide  on  the  fate  of  a  first  play !  How  the 
newspaper  critics  would  laugh  in  their  sleeves  I  How  the  pub- 
lic would  sneer !  But  at  this  time  there  was  no  public.  I  will 
not  say,  therefore,  that  these  times  are  better  than  those ;  but 
they  are  better,  I  think,  in  this  respect.  An  author  now-a-days 
no  longer  hangs  dangling  on  the  frown  of  a  lord,  or  the  smile  of 
a  lady  of  quality  (the  one  governed  perhaps  by  his  valet,  and 
the  other  by  her  waiting-maid,)  but  throws  himself  boldly, 
making  a  lover's  leap  of  it,  into  the  broad  lap  of  public  opinion, 
on  which  he  falls  like  a  feather-bed ;  and  which,  like  the  great 
bed  of  Ware,  is  wide  enough  to  hold  us  ail  very  comfortably  1 
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LECTURE  IV. 
On  Wycherley,  CongreTe,  Vanbnig^,  and  Faiquhar. 

'v 

Comedy  is  a  "  graceful  ornament  to  the  civil  order ;  the  Corin- 
thian capital  of  polished  society."  Like  the  mirrors  which  have 
been  added  to  the  sides  of  one  of  our  theatres,  it  reflects  the  im- 
ages of  grace,  of  gaiety,  and  pleasure  double,  and  completes  the 
perspective  of  human  life.  To  read  a  good  comedy  is  to  keep 
the  best  company  in  the  world,  where  the  best  things  are  said, 
and  the  most  amusing  happen.  The  wittiest  remarks  are  al- 
ways ready  on  the  tongue,  and  the  luckiest  occasions  are  always 
at  hand  to  give  birth  to  the  happiest  conceptiona  Sense  makes 
strange  havoc  of  nonsense.  Refinement  acts  as  a  foil  to  affecta- 
tion, and  affectation  to  ignorance.  Sentence  after  sentence  tells. 
We  don't  know  which  to  admire  most,  the  observation  or  tbe 
answer  to  it.  We  would  give  our  fingers  to  be  able  to  talk  so 
ourselves,  or  to  hear  others  talk  so.  In  turning  over  the  pages 
of  the  best  comedies,  we  are  almost  transported  to  another  world, 
and  escape  from  this  dull  age  to  one  that  was  all  life,  and  whim, 
and  mirth,  and  humour.  The  curtain  rises,  and  a  gayer  scene 
presents  itself,  as  on  the  canvass  of  Watteau.  We  are  admitted 
behind  the  scenes  like  spectators  at  court,  on  a  levee  or  birth- 
day ;  but  it  is  the  court,  the  gala  day  of  wit  and  pleasure,  of 
gallantry  and  Charles  II. !  What  an  air  breathes  from  the  name  I 
what  a  rustling  of  silks  and  waving  of  plumes  1  what  a  sparkling 
of  diamond  ear-rings  and  shoe-buckles !  What  bright  eyes,  (ah, 
those  were  Waller's  Sacharissa's  as  she  passed !)  what  killing 
looks  and  graceful  motions !  How  the  faces  of  the  whole  ring 
are  dres^4  iiv  smiles !  how  the  repartee  goes  round !  how  wit 
and  folly,  elegance  and  awkward  imitation  of  it,  set  one  another 
off  I  Happy,  thoughtless  age,  when  king  and  nobles  led  pufely 
omamentsl  lives;  when  the  utmost  stretch  of  a  morning's  study 
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went  no  &rther  than  the  choice  of  a  sword-knot,  or  the  adjust- 
ment of  a  side-curl ;  when  the  soul  spoke  out  in  all  the  pleasing 
eloquence  of  dress ;  and  beaux  and  belles,  enamoured  of  them- 
selves in  one  another's  follies,  fluttered  like  gilded  butterflies,  in 
giddy  mazes,  through  the  walks  of  St.  James's  Park ! 

The  four  principal  writers  of  this  style  of  comedy  (which  I 
think  the  best)  are  undoubtedly  Wycherley,  Congreve,  Van- 
brugh,  and  Farquhar.  The  dawn  was  in  Etherege,  as  its  latest 
close  was  in  Sheridan. — It  is  hard  to  say  which  of  these  four  is 
best,  or  in  what  each  of  them  excels,  they  had  so  many  and  such 
great  excellences. 

Congreve  is  the  most  distinct  from  the  others,  and  the  most 
easily  defined,  both  irom  what  he  possessed,  and  from  what  he 
wanted.  He  had  by  far  the  most  wit  and  elegance,  with  less 
of  other  things,  of  humour,  character,  incident,  &c.  His  style 
is  inimitable,  nay  perfect.  It  is  the  highest  model  of  comic  dia- 
logue. Every  sentence  is  replete  with  sense  and  satire,  conveyed 
in  the  most  polished  and  pointed  terms.  Every  page  presents  a 
diower  of  brilliant  conceits,  is  a  tissue  of  epigrams  in  prose,  is  a 
new  triumph  of  wit,  a  new  conquest  over  dulness.  The  fire  of 
artful  raillery  is  nowhere  else  so  well  kept  up.  This  style, 
which  he  was  almost  the  first  to  introduce,  and  which  he  carried 
to  the  utmost  pitch  of  classical  refinement,  reminds  one  exactly 
of  Collinses  description  of  wit  as  opposed  to  humour, 

"  Whose  jewels  in  his  crisped  hair 
Are  placed  each  other's  light  to  share." 

• 

Sheridan  will  not  bear  a  comparison  with  him  in  the  regular 
antithetical  construction  of  his  sentences,  and  in  the  mechanical 
artifices  of  his  style,  thofigh  so  much  later,  and  though  style  in 
general  has  been  so  much  studied,  and  in  the  mechanical  part 
80  much  improved  since  then.  It  bears  every  mark  of  being 
what  he  himself  in  the  dedication  of  one  of  his  plays  tells  us  that 
it  was,  a  spirited  copy  taken  off  and  carefully  revised  fronll  th^. 
most  select  society  of  his  time,  exhibiting  all  the  sprightliness, 
ease,  and  animation  of  familiar  conversation,  with  the  correct- 
ness and  deUcacy  of  the  most  finished  compositioii.  "Hoa  N<iat^sa 
are  a  sing^dar  treat  to  those  who  have  cultiYa:ted  a  tacXe  lot  \!ti^ 
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niceties  of  English  style:  there  is  a  peculiar  flayour  in  the  very 
words,  which  is  to  be  found  in  hardly  any  other  writer.  To  the 
mere  reader  his  writings  would  be  an  irreparable  loss :  to  the 
stage  they  are  already  become  a  dead  letter,  with  the  exception 
of  one  of  them,  *  Love  for  Love.'  This  play  is  as  full  of  charac- 
ter, incident,  and  stage-efiect,  as  almost  any  of  those  of  his  con- 
temporaries, and  fuller  of  wit  than  any  of  his  own,  except  perhaps 
the  *  Way  of  the  World.'  It  still  acts,  and  is  still  acted  well. 
The  effect  of  it  is  prodigious  on  the  well-informed  spectator.  In 
particular,  Munden's  Foresight,  if  it  is  not  just  the  thing,  is  a 
wonderfully  rich  and  powerful  piece  of  comic  acting.  His  look 
is  planet-struck ;  his  dress  and  appearance  like  one  of  the  signs 
of  the  Zodiac  taken  down.  Nothing  can  be  more  bewildered; 
and  it  only  wants  a  little  more  helplessness,  a  little  more  of  the 
doating,  querulous  garrulity  of  age,  to  be  all  that  one  conceives 
of  the  superannuated,  star-gazing  original  The  gay,  uncon- 
cerned opinion  of  this  play,  and  the  romantic  generosity  of 
the  conclusion,  where  Valentine,  when  about  to  resign  his  mis- 
tress, declares — "  I  never  valued  fortune,  but  as  it  was  subser- 
vient to  my  pleasure ;  and  my  only  pleasure  was  to  please  this 
lady," — are  alike  admirable.  The  peremptory  bluntness  and 
exaggerated  descriptions  of  Sir  Sampson  Legend  are  in  a 
vein  truly  oriental,  with  a  Shakspearian  cast  of  language, 
and  form  a  striking  contrast  to  the  quaint  credulity  and 
senseless  superstitions  of  Foresight.  The  remonstrance  of  his 
son  to  him,  "  to  divest  him,  along  with  his  inheritance,  of  his 
reason,  thoughts,  passions,  inclinations,  affections,  appetites, 
senses,  and  the  huge  train  of  attendants  which  he  brought  into 
the  world  with  him,"  with  his  valet's  accompanying  comments, 
is  one  of  the  most  eloquent  and  spirited  specimens  of  wit,  pathos, 
and  morality,  that  is  to  be  found.  The  short  scene  with  Trap- 
land,  the  money-broker,  is  of  the  first  water.  What  a  picture  is 
here  drawn  of  Tattle  I  "  More  misfortunes.  Sir !"  says  Jeremy. 
Valentine.  "  What,  another  dun  ?"  Jeremy,  "  No,  Sir,  but 
Mr.  Tattle  is  come  to  wait  upon  you." '  What  an  introduction 
to  give  of  an  honest  gentleman  in  the  shape  of  a  misfortune ) 
The  scenes  between  him.  Miss  Prue,  and  Ben,  are  of  a  highly 
cohured  description.    Mrs.  Fiail  and  Mis.  Foresight  are  '<  sis- 
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ters  every  way ;"  and  the  bodkin  which  Mrs.  Foresight  brings 
as  a  proof  of  her  sister's  levity  of  conduct,  and  which  is  so  con- 
vincingly turned  against  her  as  a  demonstration  of  her  own — 
"  Nay,  if  you  come  to  that,  where  did  you  find  that  bodkin  ?" — 
is  one  of  the  trophies  of  the  moral  justice  of  the  comic  drama. 
The  *01d  Bachelor*  and  ^Double  Dealer'  are  inferior  to  'Love 
for  Love,'  but  one  is  never  tired  of  reading  them.  The  fault  of 
the  last  is,  that  Lady  Touchwood  approaches,  in  the  turbulent 
impetuosity  of  her  character,  and  measured  tone  of  her  declama- 
tion, too  near  to  the  tragedy-queen ;  and  that  Maskwell's  plots 
puzzle  the  brain  by  their  intricacy,  as  they  stagger  our  belief  by 
their  gratuitous  villany.  Sir  Paul  and  Lady  Pliant,  and  my  Lord 
and  Lady  Froth,  are  also  scarcely  credible  in  the  extravagant  in- 
sipidity and  romantic  vein  of  their  follies,  in  which  they  are  nota- 
bly seconded  by  the  lively  Mr.  Brisk  and  "dying  Ned  Careless." 
The  *  Wav  of  the  World*  was  the  author's  last  and  most  care- 
fully  finished  performance.  It  is  an  essence  almost  too  fine ; 
and  the  sense  of  pleasure  evaporates  in  an  aspiration  after  some- 
thing that  seems  too  exquisite  ever  to  have  been  realised.  After 
inhaling  the  spirit  of  Congreve's  wit,  Eind  tasting  "  love's  thrice 
reputed  nectar"  in  his  works,  the  head  grows  giddy  in  turning 
from  the  highest  point  of  rapture  to  the  ordinary  business  of  life ; 
and  we  can  with  difficulty  recal  the  truant  Fancy  to  those  ob- 
jects which  we  are  fain  to  take  up  with  here,y<>r  better,  for  worse. 
What  can  be  more  enchanting  than  Millamant  and  her  morning 
thoughts,  her  dauz  sommeils  ?  What  more  provoking  than,her  re- 
proach to  her  lover,  who  proposes  to  rise  early,  "Ah !  idle  crea- 
ture I"  The  meeting  of  these  two  lovers,  after  the  abrupt  dismissal 
of  Sir  Wilful,  is  the  height  of  careless  and  voluptuous  elegance, 
as  if  they  moved  in  air,  and  drank  a  finer  spirit  of  humanity. 

"  Millamant.  Like  Phoebus  sung  the  no  less  amorous  boy. 
MirabeU.    Like  Daphne  she,  as  lovely  and  as  coy. 

Millamant  is  the  perfect  model  of  the  accomplished  fine  lady : 

'*  Come,  then,  the  colours  and  the  ground  prepare, 
Dip  in  the  rainbow,  trick  her  o£f  in  air ; 
Choose  a  firm  cloud,  before  it  falls,  and  in  it 
Catch  ere  she  ehajage,  the  Cynthia  of  a  ndmile*" 
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She  is  the  ideal  heroine  of  the  comedy  of  high  life,  who  arriTef 
at  the  height  of  indifference  to  everything  from  the  height  of 
satisfaction;  to  whom  pleasure  is  as  familiar  as  the  air  she 
draws ;  elegance  worn  as  a  part  of  her  dress ;  wit  the  habitual 
language  which  she  hears  and  speaks;  love,  a  matter  of 
course  ;  and  who  has  nothing  to  hope  or  to  fear,  her  own  ca- 
price being  the  only  law  to  herself,  and  rule  to  those  about  her. 
Her  words  seem  composed  of  amorous  sighs — ^her  looks  are 
glanced  at  prostrate  admirers  or  envious  rivals. 

"  If  there's  delight  in  love,  'tis  when  I  see 
That  heart  that  others  bleed  for,  bleed  for  me." 

She  refines  on  her  pleasures  to  satiety ;  and  is  almost  stifled  in 
the  incense  that  is  oflfered  to  her  person,  her  wit,  her  beauty,  and 
her  fortune.  Secure  of  triumph,  her  slaves  tremble  at  her 
f^own :  her  charms  are  so  irresistible,  that  her  conquests  give 
her  neither  surprise  nor  concern.  "Beauty  the  lover's  gift?" 
she  exclaims,  in  an  answer  to  Mirabell — ^  Dear  me,  what  is  a 
lover  that  it  can  give  ?  Why  one  makes  lovers  as  fast  as  one 
pleases,  and  they  live  as  long  as  one  pleases,  and  they  die  as 
soon  as  one  pleases ;  and  then  if  one  pleases,  one  makes  more.'' 
We  are  not  sorry  to  see  her  tamed  down  at  last,  from  her  pride 
of  love  and  beauty  into  a  wife.  She  is  good-natured  and  gene- 
rous, with  all  her  temptations  to  the  contrary ;  and  her  behav- 
iour to  Mirabell  reconciles  us  to  her  treatment  of  Witwoudand 
Petulant,  and  of  her  country  admirer,  Sir  Wilful. 

Congreve  has  described  all  this  in  his  character  of  Milla- 
mant,  but  he  has  done  no  more ;  and  if  he  had,  he  would  have 
done  wrong.  He  has  given  us  the  finest  idea  of  an  artificial 
character  of  this  kind ;  but  it  is  still  the  reflection  of  an  artifi- 
cial character.  The  springs  of  nature,  passion,  or  imagination 
are  but  feebly  touched.  The  impressions  appealed  to,  and  with 
masterly  address,  are  habitual,  external,  and  conventional  ad- 
vantages ;  the  ideas  of  birth,  of  fortune,  of  connexions,  of  dress, 
accomplishment,  fashion,  the  opinion  of  the  world,  of  crowds 
of  admirers,  continually  come  into  play,  flatter  our  vanity,  bribe 
our  interest,  soothe  our  indolence,  fall  in  with  our  prejudices ; — 
it  k  ihese  tba^  support  the  goddess  of  ous  idoltttry^  with  which 
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tkkB  is  every  thing,  and  without  which  she  would  be  nothing. 
The  mere  fine  lady  of  comedy,  compared  with  the  heroine  of 
romance  or  poetry,  when  stripped  of  her  adventitious  ornaments 
and  advantages,  is  too  much  like  the  doll  stripped  of  its  finery. 
In  thinking  of  Millamant,  we  think  almost  as  much  of  her 
dress  as  of  her  person :  it  is  not  so  with  respect  to  Rosalind  or 
Perdita.  The  poet  has  painted  them  differently;  in  colours 
which  ^'  nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on,"  with 
health,  with  innocence,  with  gaiety,  "  wild  wit,  invention  ever 
new ;"  with  pure  red  and  white,  like  the  wilding's  blossoms ; 
with  warbled  wood-notes,  like  the  feathered  choir's;  with  thoughts 
fluttering  on  the  wings  of  imagination,  and  hearts  panting  and 
breathless  with  eager  delight  The  interest  we  feel  is  in  them* 
selves ;  the  admuration  they  excite  is  for  themselves.  They  dp 
not  depend  upon  the  drapery  of  circumstances.  It  is  nature 
that ''  blazons  herself"  in  them.  Imogen  is  the  same  in  a  lone- 
ly cave  as  iti  a  court ;  nay  more,  for  she  there  seems  something 
heavenly — a  spirit  or  a  vision ;  and,  as  it  were,  shames  her 
destiny,  brighter  for  the  foil  of  circumstances.  Millamant  is 
nothing  but  a  fine  lady ;  and  alTher  airs  and  affectation  would 
be  blown  away  with  the  first  breath  of  misfortune.  Enviable 
in  drawing  rooms,  adorable  at  her  toilette,  fashion,  like  a  witch, 
has  thrown  its  spell  around  her ;  but  if  that  spell  were  broken, 
her  power  of  fascination  would  be  gone.  For  that  reason  I 
think  the  character  better  adapted  for  the  stage :  it  is  more 
artificial,  more  theatrical,  more  meretricious.  I  would  rather 
have  seen  Mrs.  Abington's  Millamant  than  any  Rosalind  that 
ever  appeared  on  the  stage.  Somehow,  this  sort  of  acquired 
elegance  is  more  a  thing  of  costume,  of  air  and  manner ;  and 
in  comedy,  or  on  the  comic  stage,  the  light  and  familiar,  the 
trifling,  superficial,  and  agreeable,  bears,  perhaps,  rightful  sway 
over  that  which  touches  the  affections,  or  exhausts  the  fancy. — 
There  is  a  callousness  in  the  worst  characters  in  the  '  Way  of 
the  World,'  in  Fainall,  and  his  wife,  and  Mrs.  Marwood,  not 
very  pleasant ;  and  a  grossness  in  the  absurd  ones,  such  as  Lady 
Wishfort  and  Sir  Wilful,  which  is  not  a  little  amusing.  Wit- 
woud  wishes  to  disclaim,  as  far  as  he  can,  his  ie\a\.\OTv^\^  Xft 
this   last  character^  and  says,  "he's  but  his  \ia\i  ^iXO\!lafc■t -J^  X.^ 
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which  Mirabell  makes  answer — ^  Then,  perhaps,  he's  but  half  a 
fool.''  Peg  is  an  admirable  caricature  of  rustic  awkwardness 
and  simplicity,  which  is  carried  to  excess  without  any  offence, 
from  a  sense  of  contrast  to  the  refinement  of  the  chief  characters 
in  the  play.  The  description  of  Lady  Wishfort's  face  is  a 
perfect  piece  of  painting.  The  force  of  style  in  this  author  at 
times  amounts  to  poetry.  Waitwell,  who  personates  Sir  Row- 
land, and  Foible,  his  accomplice  in  the  matrimonial  scheme 
upon  her  mistress,  hang  as  a  dead  weight  upon  the  plot.  They 
are  mere  tools  in  the  hands  of  Mirabell,  and  want  life  and  inter- 
est Congreve's  characters  can  all  of  them  speak  well,  they 
are  mere  machines  when  they  come  to  act  Our  author's  supe- 
riority deserted  him  almost  entirely  with  his  wit.  His  serious 
and  tragic  poetry  is  frigid  and  jejune  to  an  unaccountable  de- 
gree. His  forte  was  the  description  of  actual  manners,  wheth- 
er elegant  or  absurd ;  and  when  he  could  not  deride  the  one  ox 
embellish  the  other,  his  attempts  at  romantic  passion  or  imagi- 
nary enthusiasm  are  forced,  abortive,  and  ridiculous,  or  common- 
place. The  description  of  the  ruins  of  a  temple  in  the  begin- 
ning of  the  *  Mourning  Bride,'  was  a  great  stretch  of  his  poetic 
genius.  It  has,  however,  been  over-rated,  particulEirly  by  Dr. 
Johnson,  who  could  have  done  nearly  as  well  himself  for  a  single 
passage,  in  the  same  style  of  moralising  and  sentimental  descrip- 
tion. To  justify  this  general  censure,  and  to  show  how  the 
lightest  and  most  graceful  wit  degenerates  into  the  heaviest  and 
most  bombastic  poetry,  I  will  give  one  description  out  of  his 
tragedy  which  will  be  enough.  It  is  the  speech  which  Gronsa- 
lez  addresses  to  Almeria : 

"  Be  every  day  of  your  long  life  like  this. 
The  sun,  bright  conquest,  and  your  brighter  eyes 
Have  all  conspired  to  blaze  promiscuous  light, 
And  bless  this  day  with  most  unequal  lustre. 
Your  royal  father,  my  victorious  lord, 
Loaden  with  spoils  and  ever-living  laurel, 
Is  entering  now,  in  martial  pomp,  the  palace. 
Five  hundred  mules  precede  his  solemn  march, 
Which  groan  beneath  the  weight  of  Moorish  wealth. 
Chariots  of  war,  adorned  with  glittering  gems, 
Succeed;  and  next,  a  hundred  neighing  steeds. 
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White  as  the  fleecy  rain  on  Alpine  hills ; 

That  bound,  and  foam,  and  champ  the  golden  bit, 

As  they  disdain'd  the  victory  they  grace. 

Prisoners  of  war  in  shining  fetters  follow: 

And  captains  of  the  noblest  blood  of  Afric 

Sweat  by  his  chariot-wheels,  and  lick  and  grind, 

With  gnashing  teeth,  the  dust  his  triumphs  raise. 

The  swarming  populace  spread  eveiy  wall, 

And  cling,  as  if  with  claws  they  did  enforce 

Their  hold,  through  clifted  stones  stretching  and  staring 

As  if  they  were  all  eyes,  and  every  limb 

Would  feed  its  faculty  of  admiration. 

While  you  alone  retire,  and  shun  this  sight ; 

This  sight,  which  is  indeed  not  seen  (though  twice 

The  multitude  should  gaze)  in  absence  of  your  eyes." 

This  passage  seems,  in  part,  an  imitation  of  Bolingbroke's  '  En- 
try into  Loi\don.*  The  style  is  as  different  from  Shakspeare  as 
it  is  from  that  of  Witwoud  and  Petulant  It  is  plain  that  the 
imagination  of  the  author  could  not  raise  itself  above  the  bur- 
lesque. His  ^  Mask  of  Semele,'  *  Judgment  of  Paris,*  and 
other  occasional  poems,  are  even  worse.  I  would  not  advise 
any  one  to  read  them,  or  if  I  did,  they  would  not. 

Wycherley  was  before  Co^greve;  and  his  'Country  Wife* 
will  last  longer  than  anything  of  Congreve's  as  a  popular  acting 
play.  It  is  only  a  pity  that  it  is  not  entirely  his  own ;  but  it  is 
enough  so  to  do  him  never-ceasing  honour,  for  the  best  things 
are  his  own.  His  humour  is,  in  general,  broader,  his*  characters 
more  natural,  and  his  incidents  more  striking  than  Congreve's. 
It  may  be  said  of  Congreve,  that  the  workmanship  overlays 
the  materials :  in  Wycherley,  the  casting  of  the  parts  and  the 
fable  are  alone  sufficient  to  ensure  success.  We  forget  Con- 
greve's characters,  and  only  remember  what  they  say :  we 
remember  Wycherley's  characters,  and  the  incidents  they  meet 
with,  just  as  if  they  were  real,  and  forget  what  they  say,  com- 
paratively speaking.  Miss  Peggy  (or  Mrs.  Margery  Pinchwife) 
is  a  character  that  will  last  for  ever,  I  should  hope ;  and  even 
when  the  original  is  no  more,  if  that  should  ever  be,  while  self- 
will,  curiosity,  art,  and  ignorance  are  to  be  found  in  tha  «as£L<^ 
person,  it  will  be  just  as  good  and  as  inleUigMe  as  e^ci  m'^^ 
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description,  because  it  is  built  on  first  principles,  and  brought  ont 
in  the  fullest  and  broadest  manner.  Agnes,  in  Moliere's  play, 
has  a  great  deal  of  the  same  unconscious  impulse  and  heedless 
naivety,  but  hers  is  sentimentalised  and  varnished  over  (in  the 
French  fashion)  with  long-winded  apologies  and  analytical  dis- 
tinctions. It  wants  the  same  simple  force  and  home  truth.  It 
is  not  so  direct  and  downright  Miss  Peggy  is  not  even  a 
novice  in  casuistry :  she  blurts  out  her  meaning  before  she  knows 
what  she  is  saying,  and  she  speaks  her  mind  by  her  actions 
oftener  than  by  her  words.  The  outline  of  the  plot  is  the  same; 
but  the  point-blank  hits  and  masternstrokes,  the  sudden  thoughts 
and  delightful  expedients,  such  as  her  changing  the  letters,  the 
meeting  her  husband  plump  in  the  park,  as  she  is  running  away 
from  him  as  fast  as  her  heels  can  carry  her,  her  being  turned  out 
of  doors  by  her  jealous  booby  of  a  husband,  and  sent  by  him  to 
her  lover  disguised  as  Alicia,  her  sister-in-law — occur  first  in  the 
modem  play.  There  are  scarcely  any  incidents  or  situations  on 
the  stage,  which  tell  like  these  for  pantomimic  effect,  which 
give  such  a  tingling  to  the  blood,  or  so  completely  take  away 
ihe  breath  with  expectation  and  surprise.  Miss  Prue,  in  '  Love 
for  Love,'  is  a  lively  reflection  of  Miss  Peggy,  but  without  the 
bottom  and  weight  of  metal.  Hoyden  is  a  match  for  her  in 
constitution  and  complete  effect,  as  Corinna,  in  *  The  Confed- 
eracy,' is  in  mischief,  but  without  the  wit  Mrs.  Jordan  used  to 
play  all  these  characters ;  and  as  she  played  them,  it  was  hard 
to  know  which  was  best.  Pinchwife,  or  Moody  (as  he  is  at 
present  called,)  is,  like  others  of  Wycherley's  moral  characters, 
too  rustic,  abrupt,  and  cjmical.  He  is  a  more  disagreeable,  but 
less  tedious  character  than  the*^  husband  of  Agnes,  and  both  seem, 
by  all  accounts,  to  have  been  rightly  served.  The  character  of 
Sparkish  is  quite  new,  and  admirably  hit  off  He  is  an  exqui- 
site and  suffocating  coxcomb ;  a  pretender  to  wit  and  letters, 
without  common  understanding,  or  the  use  of  his  senses.  The 
class  of  character  is  thoroughly  exposed  and  understood ;  but  he 
persists  in  his  absurd  conduct  so  far,  that  it  becomes  extravagant 
and  disgusting,  if  not  incredible,  from  mere  weakness  and  fop- 
pery. Yet  there  is  something  in  him  that  we  jure  inclined  to 
tolerate  at  Gist^  as  his  professing  that  '''with  him  aNvil  is  the  first 
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title  to  respect ; "  and  we  regard  his  unwillingness  to  be  pushed 
out  of  the  room,  and  coming  back  in  spite  of  their  teeth,  to  keep 
the  company  of  wits  and  railers,  as  a  favorable  omen.  But  he 
utterly  disgraces  his  pretensions  before  he  has  done.  With  all 
his  faults  and  absurdities,  he  is,  however,  a  much  less  offensive 
character  than  Tattle.  Horner  is  a  stretch  of  probability  in  the 
first  concoction  of  that  ambiguous  character  (for  he  does  not  ap- 
pear at  present  on  the  stage  as  Wycherley  made  him;)  but  not- 
withstanding the  indecency  and  indirectness  of  the  means  he 
employs  to  carry  his  plans  into  effect,  he  deserves  every  sort  of 
consideration  and  forgiveness  both  for  the  display  of  his  own 
ingenuity,  and  the  deep  insight  he  discovers  into  human  nature 
— such  as  it  was  in  the  time  of  Wycherley.  The  author  has 
commented  on  this  character,  and  the  double  meaning  of  the 
name  in  his  *  Plain  Dealer,*  borrowing  the  remarks,  and  almost 
the  very  words  of  Moliere,  who  has  brought  forward  and  defended 
his  own  work  against  the  objections  of  the  precise  part  of  his 
audience,  in  his  Qritiqwt  de  VEcoU  des  Femmes.  There  is  no 
great  harm  in  these  occasional  plagiarisms,  except  that  they 
make  one  uncomfortable  at  other  times,  and  distrustful  of  the 
originality  of  the  whole.  The  *  Plain  Dealer'  is  Wycherley's 
next  best  work,  and  is  a  most  severe  and  poignant  moral  satire. 
There  is  a  heaviness  about  it,  indeed,  an  extravagance,  an  over- 
doing both  in  the  style,  the  plot,  and  characters,  but  the  truth  of 
feeling  and  the  force  of  interest  prevail  over  every  objection. 
The  character  of  Manly,  the  Plain  Dealer,  is  violent,  repulsive, 
and  uncouth,  which  is  a  fault,  though  one  that  seems  to  have 
been  intended  for  the  sake  of  contrast ;  for  the  portrait  of  con- 
summate, artful  hypocrisy  in  Olivia,  is,  perhaps,  rendered  more 
striking  by  it  The  indignation  excited  against  this  odious  and 
pernicious  quality  by  the  masterly  exposure  to  which  it  is  here 
subjected,  is  '^  a  discipline  of  humanity."  No  one  can  read  this 
play  attentively  without  being  the  better  for  it  as  long  as  he  lives. 
It  penetrates  to  the  core ;  it  shows  the  immorality  and  hateful 
effects  of  duplicity,  by  showing  it  fixing  its  harpy  fangs  in  the 
heart  of  an  honest  and  worthy  man.  It  is  worth  ten  ^xjcsl^^ 
of  sermons.  The  scenes  between  Manly  aftfet  Yiia  TeXwttw.>Q^vn3a^ 
V]Bumhle,  and  Novel,  are  instructive  example  ot  \XT^^^^M^a^ 
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impudence,  of  shallow  pretensioiis  to  principle,  and  of  the  most 
mortifying  reflections  on  his  own  situation,  and  bitter  sense  of 
female  injustice  and  ingratitude,  on  the  part  of  Manly.  The 
devil  of  hypocrisy  and  hardened  assurance  seems  worked  up  to 
the  highest  pitch  of  conceivable  eflrontery  in  Olivia,  when,  after 
confiding  to  her  cousin  the  story  of  her  infamy,  she,  in  a  moment, 
turns  round  upon  her  for  some  sudden  purpose,  and  affecting  not 
to  know  the  meaning  of  the  other's  allusions  to  what  she  has 
just  told  her,  reproaches  her  with  forging  insinuations  to  the 
prejudice  of  her  character,  and  in  violation  of  their  friendship. 
"  Gk) !  you're  a  censorious  ill  woman."  This  is  more  trying  to 
the  patience  than  anything  in  the  '  Tartuffe.'  The  name  of  this 
heroine,  and  her  overtures  to  Fidelia  as  the  page,  seem  to  have 
been  suggested-  by  '  Twelfth  Night.'  It  is  curious  to  see  how 
the  same  subject  is  treated  by  two  such  difierent  authors  as 
ShsJcspeare  and  Wycherley.  The  widow  Blackacre  and  her 
son  are,  like  her  lawsuit — everlasting.  A  more  lively,  palpable, 
-bustling,  ridiculous  picture  cannot  be  drawn.  Jerry  is  a  hopeful 
lad,  though  undutiful,  and  gets  out  of  bad  hands  into  worse. 
Groldsmith  evidently  had  an  eye  to  these  two  precious  characters 
in  *  She  Stoops  to  Conquer.'  Tony  Lumpkin  and  his  mother 
are  of  the  same  family,  and  the  incident  of  the  theft  of  the  casket 
of  jewels,  and  the  bag  of  parchments,  is  nearly  the  same  in  both 
authors.  Wycherley's  other  plays  are  not  so  good.  The 
'Gentleman  Dancing  Master'  is  a  long,  foolish  farce,  in  the 
exaggerated  manner  of  Moliere,  but  without  his  spirit  or  whim- 
sical invention.  '  Love  in  a  Wood,'  though  not  what  one  would 
wish  it  to  be  for  the  author's  sake  or  our  own,  is  much  better, 
and  abounds  in  several  rich  and  highly-coloured  scenes,  particu- 
larly those  in  which  Miss  Lucy,  her  mother  Crossbite,  Dapper- 
wit,  and  Alderman  Gripe  are  concerned.  Some  of  the  subor- 
dinate characters  and  intrigues  in  this  comedy  are  grievously 
spun  out.  Wycherley,  when  he  got  hold  of  a  good  thing,  or 
sometimes  even  of  a  bad  one,  was  determined  to  make  the  most 
of  it ;  and  might  have  said  with  Dogberry,  truly  enough,  "  Had 
I  the  tediousness  of  a  king,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  bestow  it 
all  upon  your  worships."  In  reading  this  author's  best  works, 
those  which  one  reads  most  frequently  over^  and  knows  almost 
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by  heart,  one  cannot  help  thinking  of  the  treatment  he  receiyed 
from  Pope  about  his  verses.  It  was  hardly  excusable  in  a  boy 
of  sixteen  to  an  old  man  of  seventy. 

Yanbrugh  comes  next,  and  holds  his  own  fuUy  with  the  best 
He  is  no  writer  at  all,  as  to  mere  authorship ;  but  he  makes  up 
for  it  by  a  prodigious  ^nd  of  comic  invention  and  ludicrous  de- 
scription, bordering  somewhat  on  caricature.  Though  he  did 
not  borrow  firom  him,  he  was  much  more  like  Moliere  in  genius 
than  Wycherley  was,  who  professedly  imitated  him.  He  has 
none  of  Congreve's  graceful  refinement,  and  as  little  of  Wycher- 
ley's  serious  manner  and  studied  insight  into  the  springs  of 
character ;  buf  his  exhibition  of  it  in  dramatic  contrast  and 
unlooked-for  situations,  where  the  different  parties  play  upon  one 
another's  failings,  and  into  one  another's  hands,  keeping  up  the 
jest  like  a  game  at  battledore  and  shuttlecock,  and  urging  it  to 
the  utmost  verge  of  breathless  extravagance,  in  the  mere  eager- 
ness of  the  fray,  is  beyond  that  of  any  other  of  our  writers.  His 
fable  is  not  so  profoundly  laid,  nor  his  characters  so  well  digested, 
as  Wycherley's  (who,  in  these  respects,  bore  some  resemblance 
to  Fielding.)  Vanbrugh  does  not  lay  the  same  deliberate  train 
from  the  outset  to  the  conclusion,  so  that  the  whole  may  hang 
together,  and  tend  inevitably  from  the  combination  of  different 
agents  and  circumstances  to  the  same  decisive  point ;  but  he 
works  out  scene  after  scene  on  the  spur  of  the  occasion,  and  from 
the  immediate  hold  they  take  of  his  imagination  at  the  moment, 
without  any  previous  bias  or  ultimate  purpose,  much  more  pow- 
erfully, with  more  vervej  and  in  a  richer  vein  of  original  inven- 
tion. His  fancy  warms  and  burnishes  out  as  if  he  were  engaged 
in  the  real  scene  of  action,  and  felt  all  his  faculties  suddenly  called 
forth  to  meet  the  emergency.  He  has  more  nature  than  art ; 
what  he  does  best,  he  does  because  he  cannot  help  it.  He  has 
a  masterly  eye  to  the  advantages  which  certain  accidental  sit- 
uations of  character  present  to  him  on  the  spot,  and  executes  the 
most  difficult  and  rapid  theatrical  movements  at  a  moment's 
warning.  Of  this  kind  are  the  inimitable  scenes  in  the  *  Pro- 
voked Wife,'  between  Razor  and  Mademoiselle,  where  they 
repeat  and  act  over  again  the  rencontre  in  the  Mvji&etr^  ^t)5^ 
between  Constant  and  his  mistress^  than  which,  notiojik^  vi^a  ^^^^ 
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more  happily  conceived,  or  done  to  more  absolute  perfection ; 
that  again  in  the  '  Relapse/  where  Loveless  pushes  Berinthia 
into  the  closet ;  the  sudden  meeting,  in  the  ^  Confederacy/  be- 
tween Dick  and  Mrs.  Amlet ;  the  altercation  about  the  letter 
between  Flippanta  and  Corinna,  in  the  same  play,  and  that 
again  where  Brass,  at  the  house  of  Gripe  the  money-scrivener, 
threatens  to  discover  his  friend  and  accomplice,  and  by  talking 
louder  and  louder  to  him,  as  he  tries  to  evade  his  demands,  ex- 
torts a  grudging  submission  from  him.  This  last  scene  is  as 
follows : — 

"  Dick,  I  wish  my  old  hobbling  mother  han't  been  blabbing  something 
here  she  should  not  do. 

Brass.  Fear  nothing,  all's  safe  on  that  tide  yet.  Bat  how  speaks  young 
mistress's  epistle  1  soft  and  tender  1 

Dick.    As  pen  can  write. 

Brass.    So  you  think  all  goes  well  there  1 

Dick.    As  my  heart  can  wish,  i 

Brass.    You  are  sure  on't  1 

Dick.    Sure  on't. 

Brass.  Why  then,  ceremony  aside — [pvUing  on  Jus  hail — y^^  *^^  ^ 
must  have  a  little  talk,  Mr.  Amlet. 

Dick.    Ah,  Brass,  what  art  thou  going  to  dol  wo't  ruin  me  ? 

Brass,  '  Look  you,  Dick,  few  words ;  you  are  in  a  smooth  way  of  making 
your  fortune ;  I  hope  all  will  roll  on.  But  how  do  you  intend  matters  shall 
pass  'twixt  you  and  me  in  this  business  ? 

Dick.    Death  and  furies !    What  a  time  dost  take  to  talk  on't  1 

Brajss.  Good  words,  or  I  betra^t  you ;  they  have  already  heard  of  one 
Mr.  Amlet  in  the  house. 

Dick.    Here's  a  son  of  a  whore.  [Asid^. 

Brass.  In  short,  look  smooth,  and  be  a  good  prince.  I  am  your  valet, 
'tis  true :  your  footman  sometimes,  which  I'm  enraged  at ;  but  you  have 
always  had  the  ascendant,  I  confess :  when  we  were  schoolfellows,  you 
made  me  carry  your  books,  make  your  exercise,  own  your  rogueries,  and 
sometimes  take  a  whipping  for  you.  When  we  were  fellow-'prentices, 
though  I  was  your  senior,  you  made  me  open  the  shop,  clean  my  master's 
shoes,  cut  last  at  dinner,  and  eat  all  the  crust.  In  our  sins,  too,  I  must  own 
you  still  kept  me  under ;  you  soar'd  up  to  adultery  with  the  mistress,  while 
I  was  at  humble  fornication  with  the  maid.  Nay,  in  our  punishments  you 
still  made  good  your  post ;  for  when  once  upon  a  time  I  was  sentenced  but 
to  be  whipp'd,  I  cannot  deny  but  you  were  condemned  to  be  hang'd.  So 
that  in  all  times,  I  must  confess,  your  inclinations  have  been  greater  and 
nobler  than  mine ;  however,  I  cannot  consent  that  you  should  at  onoe  fix 
Sntane  for  Mfe,  and  I  dwell  in  my  humiUides  foe  the  rest  of  my  days. 
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Dick,    Hark  thee,  Brass,  if  I  do  not  most  nobly  by  thee,  I'm  &  dog. 

Brass,    And  when  1 

Dick,    As  soon  as  ever  I  am  married. 

Brass,    Ay,  the  plague  take  thee. 

Dick.    Then  you  mistrust  me  '\ 

Brass,  I  do,  by  my  faith.  Look  you,  Sir,  some  folks  we  mistrust,  be- 
clause  we  don't  know  them:  others  we  mistrust,  because  we  do  know 
them :  and  for  one  of  these  reasons  I  desire  there  may  be  a  bargain  before- 
hand :  if  not  [raising  his  voice,]  look  ye,  Dick  Amlet — 

Dick,  Soft,  my  dear  friend  and  companion.  The  dog  will  ruin  me 
[Aside.]    Say,  what  is't  will  content  thee  % 

Brass.    O  ho ! 

Dick,    But  how  canst  thou  be  such  a  barbarian  7 

Brass,    I  learnt  it  at  Algiers. 

Dick,    Come,  make  thy  Turkish  demand  then. 

Brass.    You  know  you  gave  me  a  bank-bill  this  morning  to  receiTe  for 

you. 

Dick,  I  did  so,  of  fifty  pounds ;  'tis  thine.  So  now  thou  art  satisfied ;  all 
is  fixed. 

Brass,  It  is  not,  indeed.  There's  a  diamond  necklace  you  robb'd  your 
mother  of  e'en  now. 

Dick.    Ah,  you  Jew ! 

Brass.    No  words. 

Dick.    My  dear  Brass. 

Brass.    I  insist. 

Dick,    My  old  fiiend ! 

Brass.    Dick  Amlet  [raising  his  voice,]  I  insist. 

Dick.  Ah,  the  cormorant  [Aside.]  Well,  'tis  thine ;  thou'lt  never 
thrive  with  it. 

Brass.  When  I  find  it  begins  to  do  me  mischief,  Fll  give  it  you  back 
again.    But  I  must  have  a  wedding  suit. 

Dick,    WeU. 

Brass,    A  stock  of  linen. 

Dick,    Enough. 

Brass,    Not  yet a  silver-hilted  sword. 

Dick,    Well,  thou  shalt  have  that  too.    Now  thou  hast  everything. 

Brass,  Heav'n  forgive  me,  I  forgot  a  ring  of  remembrance.  I  would 
not  forget  all  these  favours  for  the  world ;  a  sparkling  diamond  v^ill  be  al- 
ways playing  in  my  eye,  and  put  me  in  mind  of  them. 

Dick,    This  unconscionable  rogue  [il5u^.]  Well,  I'll  bespeak  one  for  thee. 

Brass,    Brilliant. 

Dick,    It  shall.    But  if  the  thing  don't  succeed  afi^r  all — 

Brass,  I  am  a  man  of  honour  and  restore ;  and  so,  the  treaty  bem%6sk> 
iihed,  I  strike  my  flag  of  defiance,  and  fall  into  my  lespecta  ocgam.^^ 
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The  *  Confederacy*  is  a  comedy  of  infinite  contrivance  and  in- 
trigue, with  a  matchless  spirit  of  impudence.  It  is  a  fine  careless 
expose  of  heartless  want  of  principle ;  for  there  is  no  anger  or 
severity  against  vice  expressed  in  it,  as  in  Wycherley.  The 
author's  morality  in  all  cases  except  his  *  Provoked  Wife'  (which 
was  undertaken  as  a  penance  for  past  peccadillos,)  sits  very  loose 
upon  him.  It  is  a  little  upon  the  turn ;  ''  it  does  somewhat 
smack."  Old  Palmer,  as  Dick  Amlet,  asking  his  mother's 
blessing  on  his  knee,  was  the  very  idea  of  a  graceless  son.  His 
sweetheart  Corinna  is  a  Miss  Prue,  but  nature  works  in  her 
more  powerfully.  Lord  Foppington,  in  'The  Relapse,'  is  a 
most  splendid  caricature :  he  is  a  personification  of  the  foppery 
and  folly  of  dress  and  external  appearance  in  full  feather.  He 
blazes  out  and  dazzles  sober  reason  with  ridiculous  ostentation. 
Still  I  think  this  character  is  a  copy  from  Etherege's  Sir  Fop- 
ling  Flutter,  and  upon  the  whole,  perhaps,  Sir  Fopling  is  the 
more  natural  grotesque  of  the  two.  His  soul  is  more  in  his 
dress;  he  is  a  more  disinterested  coxcomb.  The  lord  is  an 
ostentatious,  strutting,  vain-glorious  blockhead ;  the  knight  is  an 
unaflTected,  self-complacent,  serious  admirer  of  his  equipage  and 
person.  For  instance,  what  they  severally  say  on  the  subject 
of  contemplating  themselves  in  the  glass  is  a  proof  of  this.  Sir 
Fopling  thinks  a  looking-glass  in  the  room  "  the  best  company 
in  the  world ;"  it  is  another  self  to  him :  Lord  Foppington  merely 
considers  it  as  necessary  to  adjust  his  appearance,  that  he  may 
make  a  figure  in  company.  The  finery  of  the  one  has  an  im- 
posing air  of  grandeur  about  it,  and  is  studied  for  efiTect :  the 
other  is  really  in  love  with  a  laced  suit,  and  is  hand  and  glove 
with  the  newest-cut  fashion.  He  really  thinks  his  tailor  or 
peruke-maker  the  greatest  man  in  the  world,  while  his  lordship 
treats  them  familiarly,  as  necessary  appendages  of  his  person. 
Still  this  coxcomb-nobleman's  eflTeminacy  and  mock-heroic  vanity 
are  admirably  depicted,  and  held  up  to  unrivalled  ridicule ;  and 
his  courtship  of  Miss  Hoyden  is  excellent  in  all  its  stages,  and 
ends  oracularly : — 

Lord  Foppington,  Now,  for  my  part,  I  think  the  wisest  thing  a  man 
can  do  with  an  aching  heart,  is  to  put  on  a  serene  countenance ;  for  a  phi- 
Jcmfphica]  air  JB  the  moft  becoming  thing  in  the  ^oild  to  the  &ce  of  a  person 
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of  quality :  I  will  therefore  bear  my  disgrace  like  a  great  man,  and  let  the 
people  see  I  am  above  an  affront.  [Then  turning  to  his  brother.]  Dear 
Tarn,  since  things  are  thus  fallen  out,  pr'ythee  give  me  leave  to  wish  thee 
joy ;  I  do  it  de  bon  ccswr^  strike  me  dumb :  you  have  married  a  woman  beau- 
tiful in  her  person,  charming  in  her  airs,  prudent  in  her  conduct,  constant 
in  her  inclinations,  and  of  a  nice  morality — stap  my  vitals ! 

Poor  Hoyden  fares  ill  in  his  lordship's  description  of  her, 
though  she  could  expect  no  better  at  his  hands  for  her.desertion 
of  him.  She  wants  sentiment,  to  be  sure,  but  she  has  other  qual- 
ifications— she  is  a  fine  bouncing  piece  of  flesh  and  blood.  Her 
first  announcement  is  decisive — "  Let  loose  the  greyhound,  and 
lock  up  Hoyden."  Her  declaration,  "  It's  well  they've  got  me 
a  husband,  or,  ecod,  I'd  marry  the  baker,"  comes  from  her  mouth 
like  a  shot  from  a  culverin,  and  leaves  no  doubt,  by  its  efiTect 
upon  the  ear,  that  she  would  have  made  it  good  in  the  sequel, 
if  she  had  not  been  provided  for.  Her  indiflTerence  to  the  man 
she  is  to  marry,  and  her  attachment  to  the  finery  and  the  title, 
are  justified  by  an  attentive  observation  of  nature  in  its  simplest 
guise.  There  is,  however,  no  harm  in  Hoyden ;  she  merely 
wishes  to  consult  her  own  inclination :  she  is  by  no  means  like 
Corinna  in  '  The  Confederacy,'  "  a  devilish  girl  at  the  bottom," 
nor  is  it  her  great  delight  to  plague  other  people. — Sir  Tunbelly 
Clumsy  is  the  right  worshipful  and  worthy  father  of  so  delicate 
an  ofispiing.  He  is  a  coarse,  substantial  contrast  to  the  flippant 
and  flimsy  Lord  Foppington.  If  the  one  is  not  without  reason 
"  proud  to  be  at  the  head  of  so  prevailing  a  party  "  as  that  of  cox- 
combs, the  other  may  look  big  and  console  himself  (under  some 
afi[ronts)  with  being  a  very  competent  representative  of  the  once 
formidable,  though  now  obsolete  class  of  country  squires,  who 
had  no  ideabeyond  the  boundaries  of  their  own  estates,  or  the 
circumference  of  their  own  persons.  His  unwieldy  dulness 
gives,  by  the  rule  of  contraries,  a  lively  sense  of  lightness  and 
grace :  his  stupidity  answers  all  the  purposes  of  wit  His  portly 
paunch  repels  a  jest  lika  a  woolsack :  a  sarcasm  rebounds  firom 
him  like  a  balL  His  presence  is  a  cure  for  gravity ;  and  he  is  a 
standing  satire  upon  himself  and  the  class  in  natural  history  to 
which  he  belonged. — Sir  John  Brute,  in  *  The  PiONo\L^^'WHSfci 
is  an  animal  of  tha  same  EDglish  growth,  but  of  a  ciossrgn^^ 
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breed.  He  has  a  spice  of  the  demon  mixed  up  with  the  brute ; 
is  mischievous  as  well  as  stupid ;  has  improved  his  natural  parts 
by  a  town  education  and  example  ;  opposes  the  fine-lady  airs 
and  graces  of  his  wife  by  brawUng  oaths,  impenetrable  surliness, 
and  pot-house  valour ;  overpowers  any  tendency  she  might  have 
to  vapours  or  hysterics  by  the  fumes  of  tobacco  and  strong  beer ; 
and  thinks  to  be  master  in  his  own  house  by  roaring  in  taverns, 
reeling  home  drunk  every  night,  breaking  lamps,  and  beating 
the  watch.  He  does  not,  however,  find  this  lordly  method 
answer.  He  turns  out  to  be  a  coward  as  well  as  a  bully,  and 
dares  not  resent  the  injuries  he  has  provoked  by  his  unmanly 
behaviour.-  This  was  Qarrick's  favourite  part;  and  I  have 
heard  that  his  acting  in  the  drunken  scene,  in  which  he  was  dis- 
guised not  as  a  clergyman,  but  as  a  woman  of  the  town,  which 
was  an  alteration  of  his  own  to  suit  the  delicacy  of  the  times, 
was  irresistible.  The  ironiccd  conversations  in  this  play  between 
Belinda  and  Lady  Brute,  as  well  as  those  in  *  The  Relapse '  be- 
tween Amanda  and  her  cousin  Berinthia,  will  do  to  compare 
with  Congreve  in  the  way  of  wit  and  studied  raillery,  but  they 
will  not  stand  the  comparison.  Araminta  and  Clarissa  keep  up 
the  ball  between  them  with  more  spirit,  for  their  conversation  is 
very  like  that  of  kept-mistresses ;  and  the  mixture  of  fashionable 
^v^  and  professed  want  of  principle  gives  a  sort  of  zest  and 
high  seasoning  to  their  confidential  communications,  which  Yan- 
brugh  could  supply  as  well  as  anybody.  But  he  could  not  do 
without  the  taint  of  grossness  and  licentiousness.  Lady  Townly 
is  not  really  the  vicious  character,  nor  quite  the  fine  lady,  which 
the  author  would  have  her  to  be.  Lady  Grace  is  so  far  better ; 
she  is  what  she  pretends  to  be,  merely  sober  and  insipid. — Van- 
brugh's  forte  was  not  the  sentimental  or  didactic ;  his  genius 
flags  and  grows  dull  when  it  is  not  put  into  action,  and  wants 
the  stimulus  of  sudden  emergency,  or  the  fortuitous  collision  of 
different  motives,  to  call  out  all  his  force  and  vivacity.  His  an- 
titheses are  happy  and  brilliant  contrastsiof  character ;  his  douhU 
eniendres  equivocal  ntuations ;  his  best  jokes  are  practiced  devices, 
not  epigrammatic  conceits.  EUs  wit  is  that  which  is  emphati- 
cally called  mother-wU.  It  brings  those  who  possess  it,  or  ^ 
whom  he  lends  it,  into  scrapes  by  its  reGtleameBs,  and  biiBg^ 
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Ikem  out  of  them  by  its  alacrity.  Several  of  his  favourite  char- 
acters are  knavish,  adroit  adventurers,  who  have  all  die  gipsy 
jargon,  the  cunning  impudence,  cool  presence  of  mind,  selfish- 
ness, and  indefatigable  industry ;  all  the  excuses,  lying,  dexterity, 
the  intellectual  juggling  and  legerdemain  tricks,  necessary  to  fit 
them  for  this  sort  of  predatory  warfare  on  the  simplicity,  follies, 
or  vices  of  mankind.  He  discovers  the  utmost  dramatic  general- 
ship in  bringing  off  his  characters  at  a  pinch,  and  by  an  instan- 
taneous ruse  de  guerre,  when  the  case  seems  hopeless  in  any 
other  hands.  The  train  of  his  associations,  to  express  the  same 
thing  in  metaphysical  language,  lies  in  following  the  sugges- 
tions of  his  fancy  into  every  possible  connexion  of  cause  and 
effect,  rather  than  into  every  possible  combination  of  likeness  or 
difference.  His  ablest  characters  show  that  they  are  so  by  dis- 
piapng  their  ingenuity,  address,  and  presence  of  mind  in  critical 
junctures,  and  in  their  own  affairs,  rather  than  their  wisdom  or 
&eir  wit  '^  in  intellectual  gladiatorship,"  or  in  speculating  on  the 
affairs  and  characters  of  other  people. 

Farquhar^s  chief  characters  are  also  adventurers ;  but  they  are 
adventurers  of  a  romantic,  not  a  knavish  stamp,  and  succeed  no 
less  by  their  honesty  than  their  boldness.  They  conquer  their 
dificulties,  and  effect  their  "  hair-breadth  'scapes "  by  the  im- 
pulse of  natural  enthusiasm  and  the  confidence  of  high  princi- 
ples of  gallantry  and  honour,  as  much  as  by  their  dexterity  and 
readiness  at  expedients.  They  are  real  gentlemen,  and  only 
pietended  impostors.  Vanbrugh's  upstart  heroes  are  Mri^out 
**  any  relifih  of  salvation,"  without  generosity,  virtue,  or  any  pre- 
tensions to  it  We  have  little  sympathy  for  them,  and  no  respect 
at  all.  But  we  have  every  sort  of  good-will  towards  Farquhar's 
heroes,  who  have  as  many  peccadillos  to  answer  for,  and  play 
as  many  rogue's  tricks,  but  are  honest  fellows  at  bottom.  I  know 
little  other  difference  between  these  two  capital  writers  and 
copyists  of  nature,  than  that  Farquhar's  nature  is  the  better  na- 
ture of  the  two.  We  seem  to  like  both  the  author  and  his  fa- 
vouritea  He  has  humour,  character,  and  invention,  in  common 
with  the  other,  w:<h  a  more  unaffected  gaiety  and  spirit  of  enjoy- 
ment, which  overflows  and  sparkles  in  all  he  does,  li^  iii«3isft» 
us  laugh  firom  pleasure  oftener  than  from  ma\ic^.    ^^  wsrasr 
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where  prides  himself  in  haviog  introduced  on  the  stage  the  clasB 
of  comic  heroes  here  spoken  of,  which  has  since  become  a  stand- 
ard character,  and  which  represents  the  warm-hearted,  rattle- 
brained, thoughtless,  high-spirited  young  fellow,  who  floats  on 
the  back  of  his  misfortunes  without  repining,  who  forfeits  ap- 
pearances, but  saves  his  honour — and  he  gives  us  to  understand 
that  it  was  his  own.  He  did  not  need  to  be  ashamed  of  it.  In- 
deed there  is  internal  evidence  that  this  sort  of  character  is  his 
own,  for  it  pervades  his  works  generally,  and  is  the  moving 
spirit  that  informs  them.  His  comedies  have  on  this  account 
probably  a  greater  appearance  of  truth  and  nature  than  almost 
any  others.  His  incidents  succeed  one  another  with  rapidity, 
but  without  premeditation;  his  wit  is  easy  and  spontaneous; 
his  style  animated,  unembarrassed,  and  flowing ;  his  characters 
full  of  life  and  spirit,  and  never  overstrained  so  as  to  "  o'erstep 
the  modesty  of  nature,"  though  they  sometimes,  from  haste  and 
carelessness,  seem  left  in  a  crude,  unfinished  state.  There  is  a 
constant  ebullition  of  gay,  laughing  invention,  cordial  good  hu- 
mour, and  fine  animal  spirits,  in  his  writings. 

Of  the  four  writers  here  classed  together,  we  should  perhaps 
have  courted  Congreve's  acquaintance  most,  for  his  wit  and  the 
elegance  of  his  manners ;  Wycherley's,  for  his  sense  and  obser- 
vation on  human  nature  ;  Vanbrugh's,  for  his  power  of  farcical 
description  and  telling  a  story ;  Farquhar's,  for  the  pleasure  df 
his  society,  and  the  love  of  good  fellowship.  His  fine  gentlemen 
are  not  gentlemen  of  fortune  and  fashion,  like  those  in  Congreve, 
but  are  rather  "God  Almighty's  gentlemen."  His  valets  are 
good  fellows :  even  his  chambermaids  are,  some  of  them,  disin- 
terested and  sincere.  But  his  fine  ladies,  it  must  be  allowed,  are 
not  so  amiable^  so  witty,  or  accomplished,  as  those  in  Congreve. 
Perhaps  they  both  described  women  in  high-life  as  they  found 
them :  Congreve  took  their  conversation,  Farquhar  their  con- 
duct. In  the  way  of  fashionable  vice  and  petrifying  afiectation, 
there  is  nothing  to  come  up  to  his  Lady  Lurewell,  in '  The  Trip 
to  the  Jubilee.'  She  by  *io  means  makes  good  Mr.  Burke's 
courtly  and  chivalrous  observation,  that  the  evil  of  vice  consists 
principally  in  its  want  of  refinement ;  and  one  benefit  of  the 
dramatic  exhibition  of  such  characters  is,  that  they  overturn 
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&Ise  maxims  of  morality,  and  settle  accounts  fairly  and  satisfac- 
torily  between  theory  and  practice.  Her  lover,  Colonel  Stand- 
ard, is  indeed  an  awkward  incumbrance  upon  so  fine  a  lady ;  it 
was  a  character  that  the  poet  did  not  like ;  and  he  has  merely 
sketched  him  in,  leaving  him  to  answer  for  himself  as  well  as  he 
could,  which  is  but  badly.  We  have  no  suspicion,  either  from 
his  conduct,  or  from  any  hint  dropped  by  accident,  that  he  is  the 
first  seducer  and  the  possessor  of  the  virgin  afiections  of  Lady 
Lurewell.  The  double  transformation  of  his  virago  firom  vice 
to  virtue,  and  firom  virtue  to  vice  again,  her  plausible  pretensions 
and  artful  wiles,  her  violent  temper  and  dissolute  passions,  show 
a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  efiects  both  of  nature  and  habit  in 
making  up  human  character.  Farquhar's  own  heedless  turn 
for  gallantry  would  be  likely  to  throw  him  upon  such  a  charac- 
ter ;  and  his  goodness  of  heart  and  sincerity  of  disposition  would 
teach  him  to  expose  its  wanton  duplicity  and  gilded  rottenness. 
Lurewell  is  almost  as  abandoned  a  character  as  Olivia,  in  ^  The 
Plain  Dealer  ;*  but  the  indignation  excited  against  her  is  of  a 
less  serious  and  tragic  cast  Her  peevish  disgust  and  affected 
horror  at  everything  that  comes  near  her,  form  a  very  edifying 
picture.  Her  dissatisfaction  and  ennui  are  not  mere  airs  and 
graces  worn  for  fashion's  sake,  but  are  real  and  tormenting  in- 
mates of  her  breast,  arising  from  a  surfeit  of  pleasure  and  the 
consciousness  of  guilt  All  that  is  hateful  in  the  caprice,  ill 
humour,  spite,  h<ivimr^  ^oUy,  impudence,  and  affectation  of  the 
complete  woman  of  quahty,  is  contained  in  the  scene  between 
her  and  her  servants  in  the  first  act  The  depravity  would  be 
intolerable,  even  in  imagination,  if  the  weakness  were  not  ludi- 
crous in  tlvs  extreme.  It  shows,  in  the  highest  degree,  the 
power  of  circumstances  and  example  to  pervert  the  understand- 
ing, the  imagination,  and  even  the  senses.  The  manner  in 
which  the  character  of  the  gay,  wild,  firee-hearted,  but  not  alto- 
gether profligate  or  unfeeling  Sir  Harry  Wildair,  is  played  off 
against  the  designing,  vindictive,  imperious,  uncontrollable,  and 
unreasonable  humours  of  Lurewell,  in  the  scene  where  she  tries 
to  convince  him  of  his  wife's  infidelity,  while  he  stops  his  ears 
to  her  pretended  proofs,  is  not  surpassed  in  modem  comsdcj.  \ 
shall  give  it  here; — 
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WUdair,  Now,  dear  Madam,  I  liaTe  aecoied  mj  brother,  yoa  liaTe  db- 
poaed  of  the  Cdonel,  and  well  rail  at  love  till  we  ha*n't  a  word  more  to 

■ay. 

LmreweU.  Ay,  Sir  Harry.  Please  to  at  a  little,  Sir.  You  must  know 
I^  in  a  itrange  hmnour  of  asking  yoa  some  questions.  How  did  you  like 
your  Lady,  pray,  I%r1 

WUd.  like  berl  Ha,  ha,hAf  SoTeiywell,  faith,  that  for  herveiy 
•ake  Fm  in  love  with  every  woman  I  meet 

lAure,    And  did  matrimony  please  you  extremely  1 

WUd.  So  very  much,  that  if  polygamy  were  allowed  I  would  have  a  new 
wife  every  day. 

Lwrt.  Oh,  Sir  Harry !  this  is  raillery.  But  your  serious  thoughts  upon 
the  matter,  pray. 

WUd,  Why  then.  Madam,  to  give  you  my  true  sentiments  of  wedlock: 
I  had  a  lady  that  I  married  by  chance — she  was  virtuous,  by  chance— 
and  I  loved  her  by  great  chance.  Nature  gave  her  beauty,  education  an 
air ;  and  fortune  threw  a  young  fellow,  five>and-twenty,  in  her  lap.  I  coiut^ 
ed  her  all  day,  loved  her  all  night ;  she  was  my  mistress  one  day  and  my 
wife  another ;  I  found  in  one  the  variety  of  a  thousand,  and  the  very  con- 
finement of  marriage  gave  me  the  pleasure  of  change. 

Lure,    And  she  was  very  virtuous. 

WUd,  Look  ye,  Madam,  you  know  she  was  beautiful.  She  had  good 
nature  about  her  mouth,  the  smile  of  beauty  in  her  cheeks,  sparkling  wit  in 
her  forehead,  and  sprightly  love  in  her  eyes. 

Iju/re,  Pshaw !  I  knew  her  very  well ;  the  woman  was  well  enough. 
But  you  don't  answer  my  question.  Sir. 

WUd.  So,  Madam,  as  I  told  you  before^  she  was  young  and  beautifol, 
I  was  rich  and  vigorous ;  my  estate  gave  a  lustre  to  my  love,  and  a  swing 
to  our  enjoyment ;  round,  like  the  ring  that  made  us  one,  our  golden  pleasures 
circled  without  end. 

Ijiire.  Gulden  pleasures !  Golden  fiddlesticks !  What  dy'e  tell  me  of 
your  canting  stuff  1    Was  she  virtuous,  I  say  1 

WUd,  Ready  to  burst  with  envy ;  but  I  will  torment  thee  a  little  [Aside ^ 
So,  Madam,  I  powdered  to  please  her,  she  dressed  to  engage  me ;  we  toyed 
away  the  morning  in  amorous  nonsense,  lolled  away  the  evening  in  the 
park  or  the  playhouse,  and  all  the  night — ^hem  I 

LAire.    Look  ye,  Sir,  answer  my  question,  or  I  shall  take  it  ill. 

WUd,  Then,  Madam,  there  was  never  such  a  pattern  of  unity.  Her 
wants  were  still  prevented  by  my  supplies;  my  own  heart  whispered  me 
her  desires,  'cause  she  herself  was  there ;  no  contention  ever  rose,  but  the 
dear  strife  of  who  should  most  oblige ;  no  noise  about  authority ;  for  neithtf 
would  stoop  to  command,  'cause  both  thought  it  glory  to  obey. 

Imre,    Stuff!  stuff!  stuff!    I  won't  believe  a  word  on't. 

WUd.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Then,  Madam,  we  never  felt  the  yoke  of  matrimo- 
Bjr,  because  our  inclinations  made  us  one — &  power  superior  to  the  forms  of 
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wedlock.    The  mamage  torch  had  lost  its  weaker  light  in  the  hiight  flams 
of  mutual  love  that  joined  our  hearts  before ;  then — 

Ijwre.    Holdj  hold,  Sir;  I  cannot  bear  it,  Sir  Hany,  Pm  affironted. 

WiU.    Ha,  ha,  ha !    Affronted ! 

tdwre.  Yes,  Sir ;  'tis  an  affront  to  any  woman  to  hear  another  commend- 
ed, and  I  will  resent  it.    In  short,  Sir  Harry,  your  wife  was  a— 

WtiA.  Buz,  Madam — ^no  detraction.  Fll  tell  you  what  she  was.  So 
much  an  angel  in  her  conduct,  that  though  I  saw  another  in  her  arms,  I 
should  have  thought  the  devil  had  raised  the  phantom,  and  my  more 
conscious  reason  had  given  my  eyes  the  lie. 

Ijwre,  Yerj  well !  then  I  a'n't  to  be  beUeved,  it  seems.  But,  d'ye  hear, 
Sir! 

Wild.  Nay,  Madam,  do  you  hear !  I  tell  you  'tis  not  in  the  power  of 
malice  to  cast  a  blot  upon  her  fame ;  and  though  the  vanity  of  our  sex,  and 
the  envy  of  yours,  conspired  both  against  her  honour,  I  would  not  hear  a 
syllable.    [Stopping  his  ears.] 

lAire.  Why  then,  as  I  hope  to  breathe,  you  shall  hear  it  The  pic- 
ture !  the  picture !  the  picture !    [BavMng  aloud. 1 

Wild.    Ran,  tan,  tan.    A  pistol-bullet  from  ear  to  ear. 

lAtre.  That  picture  which  you  had  just  now  from  the  PVeneh  Marquis 
for  a  thousand  pounds ;  that  very  picture  did  your  very  virtuous  wife  send 
to  the  Marquis  as  a  pledge  of  her  very  virtuous  and  dying  affection.  So 
that  you  are  both  robbed  of  your  honour  and  cheated  of  your  money. 
ILoud.] 

Wild.    Louder,  louder,  Madam. 

Lure.    I  tell  you.  Sir,  your  wife  was  a  jilt;  I  know  it.  Til  swear  it     * 
She  virtuous !  she  was  a  devil ! 

Wild.    [Sings.]    Tal,  al,  deral.     ' 

Jjure,  Was  ever  the  like  seen !  He  won't  hear  me.  I  burst  witli 
malice,  and  now  he  won't  mind  me  1    Won't  you  hear  me  yet  1 

Wild.    No,  no.  Madam ! 

Ijwre.  Nay,  then  I  can't  bear  it  [Bursts  out  a  crying.]  Sir,  I  must  say 
that  you're  an  unworthy  person,  to  use  a  woman  of  quality  at  this  rate, 
when  she  has  her  heart  full  of  maKce  \  I  don't  know  but  it  may  make  me 
nuscarry.  Sir,  I  say  again  and  again,  that  she  was  no  better  than  one  of 
OS,  and  I  know  it;  I  have  seen  it  with  my  eyes,  so  I  have. 

Wild.    Good  heav'ns  deliver  me,  I  beseech  thee !    How  shall  I  'scape  1 

iMre.  Will  you  hear  me  yet  %  Dear  Sir  Harry,  do  but  hear  me ;  I'm 
longing  to  speak. 

Wild.    Oh !  I  have  it — ^Hush,  hush,  hush. 

L/wre.    Eh!  what's  the  matter? 

WUd.    A  mo«ise !  a  mouse !  a  mouse ! 

Jjwre.    Where  1  where  1  where  1 

Wild.    Your  petticost9,  your  petdeoata,  Madam.    [liitretoeU  dnrieks  ejad, 
fwisj    O  my  bead!  I  was  never  wonted  by  a  woman  befoie.    "BvIWmk^^ 
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beard  so  much  to  know  the  Marquii  to  be  a  villain.  [J^wcking.]  Nay, 
then,  I  must  run  for't.  [Runs  out  and  ret/ums,]  The  entry  is  stopped  by 
a  chair  coming  in ;  and  something  there  is  in  that  chair  that  I  will  diacover, 
if  I  can  find  a  place  to  hide  myself.  [  Ooes  to  the  closet  door.]  Fast !  I  have 
keys  about  me  for  most  locks  about  St.  James's.  Let  me  see.  [TYUsone 
key.]  No,  no;  this  opens  my  Lady  Planthom*s  back-door.  [Tries anoth- 
er,] Nor  this;  this  is  the  key  to  my  Lady  Stakeall's  garden.  [Tries a 
Hdrd.]    Ay,  ay,  this  does  it,  faith.    [  Ches  into  the  closet. ] 

The  dialogue  between  Cherry  and  Archer,  in  '  The  Beaux' 
Stratagem/  in  which  she  repeats  her  well-conned  love  catechism, 
is  as  good  as  this,  but  not  so  fit  to  be  repeated  anywhere  but  on 
the  stage.  '  The  Beaux'  Stratagem'  is  the  best  of  his  plays  as  a 
whole ;  infinitely  lively,  bustling,  and  full  of  point  and  interest 

The  assumed  disguise  of  the  two  principal  characters,  Archer 
and  Aimwell,  is  a  perpetual  amusement  to  the  mind.  Scrub  is 
an  indispensable  appendage  to  a  country  gentleman's  kitchen, 
and  an  exquisite  confidant  for  the  secrets  of  young  ladies.  *  The 
Recruiting  Officer'  is  not  one  of  Farquhar's  best  comedies, 
though  it  is  light  and  entertaining.  It  contains  chiefly  sketches 
and  hints  of  characters,  and  the  conclusion  of  the  p]ot  is  rather 
lame.  He  informs  us,  in  the  dedication  to  the  published  play, 
that  it  was  founded  on  some  local  and  personal  circumstances 
that  happened  in  Shropshire,  where  he  was  himself  a  recruiting 
ofiicer ;  and  it  seems  not  unlikely  that  most  of  the  scenes  actual- 
ly took  place  at  the  foot  of  the  Wrekin.  '  The  Inconstant^  is 
much  superior  to  it.  The  romantic  interest  and  impressive 
catastrophe  of  this  play,  I  thought,  had  been  borrowed  from  the 
more  poetical  and  tragedy-practised  muse  of  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher ;  but  I  find  they  are  taken  from  an  actual  circumstance 
which  took  place  in  the  author's  knowledge,  at  Paris.  His  other 
pieces,  ^  Love  and  a  Bottle,'  and  '  The  Twin  Rivals,*  are  not 
on  a  par  with  these,  and  no  longer  in  possession  of  the  stage. 
The  public  are,  after  all,  not  the  worst  judges.  Farquhar's 
*  Letters,'  prefixed  to  the  collection  of  his  plays,  are  lively,  good- 
humoured,  and  sensible,  and  contain,  among  other  things,  an  ad- 
mirable exposition  of  the  futility  of  the  dramatic  unities  of  time 
and  place. 

This  criticism  preceded  Dennis'^  remarks  on  that  subject,  in 
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his  strictures  on  Mr.  Addison's  '  Cato/  and  completely  anticipates 
all  that  Dr.  Johnson  has  urged  so  unanswerably  on  the  subject 
in  his  preface  \o  Shakspeare. 

We  may  date  the  decline  of  English  comedy  from  the  time 
of  Farquhar. 

For  this  several  causes  might  be  assigned  in  the  political  and 
moral  changes  of  the  times ;  but,  among  other  minor  ones,  Jere* 
my  Collier,  in  his  '  View  of  the  English  Stage,'  frightened  the 
poets,  and  did  all  he  could  to  spoil  the  stage  by  pretending  to 
reform  it ;  that  is,  by  making  it  an  echo  of  the  pulpit,  instead 
of  a  reflection  of  the  manners  of  the  world.     He  complains  bit^ 
terly  of  the  profaneness  of  the  stage ;  and  is  for  fining  the  acton 
for  every  oath  they  utter,  to  put  an  end  to  the  practice ;  as  if 
common  swearing  had  been  an  invention  of  the  poets  and  stage- 
players.     He  cannot  endure  that  the  fine  gentlemen  drink,  and 
the  fine  ladies  intrigue,  in  the  scenes  of  Congreve  and  Wycher- 
ley,  when  things  so  contrary  to  law  and  gospel  happened  no- 
where else.     He  is  vehement  against  duelling,  as  a  barbarous 
custom,  of  which  the  example  is  suffered  with  impunity  no- 
where but  on  the  stage.     He  is  shocked  at  the  number  of  for- 
tunes that  are  irreparably  ruined  by  the  vice  of  gaming  on  the 
boards  of  the  theatres.     He  seems  to  think  that  every  breach  of 
the  ten  commandments  begins  and  ends  there.     He  complains    * 
that  the  tame  husbands  of  his  time  are  laughed  at  on  the  stage, 
and  that  the  successful  gallants  triumph,  which  was  without 
precedent  either  in  the  city  or  the  court.     He  does  not  think  it 
enough  that  the  stage  ^^  shows  vice  its  own  image,  scorn  its  own 
feature,"  unless  they  are  damned  at  the  same  instant,  and  car- 
ried off  (like  Don  Juan)  by  real  devils  to  the  infernal  regions, 
before  the  faces  of  the  spectators.     It  seems  that  the  author  would 
have  been  contented  to  be  present  at  a  comedy  or  a  farce,  like  a 
Father  Inquisitor,  if  there  was  to  be  an  atUo  dafizi  the  end,  to 
burn  both  the  actors  and  the  poet.  This  sour,  nonjuring  critic  has 
a  great  horror  and  repugnance  at  poor  human  nature  in  nearly 
all  its  shapes,  of  the  existence  of  which  he  appears  only  to  be 
aware  through  the  stage :  and  this  he  considers  as  the  ouIy  ex- 
ception to  the  practice  of  piety,  and  the  perfoTmance  oi  ^e^VOva 
iuty  of  man;  and  seems  fully  convinced,  that  \£  tSaia  i\\»asMXR» 
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wercv  abated,  the  whole  world  would  be  regulated  acccNrding  to 
Ike  creed  and  the  catechism. — This  is  a  strange  blindness  and 
infatuation  1  He  forgets,  in  his  over-heated  zetfl,  two  things : 
First,  that  the  stage  must  be  copied  from  real  life,  that  the  man- 
ners represented  there  must  exist  elsewhere,  and  ''  denote  a  fore- 
gone conclusion,"  to  satisfy  common  sense. — Secondly,  that  the 
stage  cannot  shock  common  decency,  according  to.  the  notions 
that  prevail  of  it  in  any  age  or  country,  because  the  exhibition  is 
public.  If  the  pulpit,  for  instance,  had  banii^ed  all  vice  and 
imperfection  from  the  world,  as  our  critic  would  suppose,  we 
diould  not  have  seen  the  offensive  reflection  of  them  on  the 
stage,  which  he  resents  as  an  affiront  to  the  cloth,  and  an  outrage 
on  religion.  On  the  contrary,  with  such  a  sweeping  reforma- 
tion as  this  theory  implies,  the  office  of  the  preacher,  as  well  as 
of  the  player,  would  be  gone  ;  and  if  the  common  peccadillos  of 
lying,  swearing,  intriguing,  fighting,  drinking,  gaming,  and 
other  such  obnoxious  dramatic  common-places,  were  once  fairly 
got  rid  of  in  reality,  neither  the  comic  poet  would  be  able  to 
laugh  at  them  on  the  stage,  nor  our  good-natured  author  to  con- 
sign them  over  to  damnation  elsewhere.  The  work  is,  however, 
written  with  ability,  and  did  much  mischief:  it  produced  those 
do-me-good,  lack-a-daisical,  whining,  make-believe  comedies  in 
the  next  age,  (such  as  Steele's  *  Conscious  Lovers,'  and  others,) 
which  are  enough  to  set  one  to  sleep,  and  where  the  author  tries 
in  vain  to  be  merry  and  wise  in  the  same  breath ;  in  which  the 
utmost  stretch  of  licentiousness  goes  no  farther  than  the  gallant's 
being  suspected  of  keeping  a  mistress,  and  the  highest  proof  of 
courage  is  given  in  his  refusing  to  accept  a  challenge. 

In  looking  into  the  old  editions  of  the  comedies  of  the  last  age, 
I  find  the  names  of  the  best  actors  of  those  times,  of  whom  scarce- 
ly any  record  is  left  but  in  CoUey  Gibber's  Life,  and  the  monu- 
ment to  Mrs.  Oldfield  in  Westminster  Abbey ;  which  Voltaire 
reckons  among  the  proofs  of  the  liberality,  wisdom,  and  polite- 
ness of  the  English  nation  :^- 

"  Let  no  rude  hand  deface  it, 
And  its  forlorn  kicjacet** 
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Authors  after  their  deaths  live  in  their  works :  players  only  in 
their  epitaphs  and  the  breath  of  common  tradition.  They  '<  die 
and  leave  the  world  no  copy."  Their  uncertain  popularity  is 
as  short-lived  as  it  is  dazzling,  and  in  a  few  years  nothing  is 
known  of  them  but  that  they  were. 
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LECTURE  V. 

On  tlie  Periodical  Essayists. 
**  The  proper  Btudy  of  nuxnkind  ia  man," 

I  NOW  come  to  speak  of  that  sort  of  writing  which  has  heen  so 
successfully  cultivated  in  this  country  hy  our  periodical  Essay- 
ists, and  which  consists  in  applying  the  talents  and  resources  of 
the  mind  to  all  that  mixed  mass  of  human  affairs,  which,  though 
not  included  under  the  head  of  any  regular  art,  science,  or  pro- 
fession, falls  under  the  cognizance  of  the  writer,  and  ''  comes 
home  to  the  business  and  bosoms  of  men."  Quicqwid  agufd 
homines  nostri  farrago  libelli,  is  the  general  motto  of  this  depart- 
ment of  literature.  It  does  not  treat  of  minerals  or  fossils,  of  the 
virtues  of  plants,  or  the  influence  of  planets ;  it  does  not  meddle 
with  forms  of  belief,  or  systems  of  philosophy,  nor  launch  into 
the  world  of  spiritual  existences ;  but  it  makes  familiar  with  the 
world  of  men  and  women,  records  their  actions,  assigns  their  mo- 
tives, exhibits  their  whims,  characterizes  their  pursuits  in  all 
their  singular  and  endless  variety,  ridicules  their  absurdities,  ex- 
poses their  inconsistencies,  "  holds  the  mirror  up  to  nature,  and 
shows  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time,  its  form  and  pressure ;" 
takes  minutes  of  our  dress,  air,  looks,  words,  thoughts,  and  ac- 
tions ;  shows  us  what  we  are,  and  what  we  are  not ;  plays  the 
whole  game  of  human  life  over  before  us,  and  by  making  us 
enlightened  spectators  of  its  many-coloured  scenes,  enables  us 
(if  possible)  to  become  tolerably  reasonable  agents  in  the  one  in 
which  we  have  to  perform  a  part.  "  The  act  and  practic  part 
of  life  is  thus  made  the  mistress  of  our  theorique."  It  is  the  best 
and  most  natural  course  of  study.  It  is  in  morals  and  manners 
what  the  experimental  is  in  natural  philosophy,  as  opposed  to  the 
dogmatical  method.  It  does  not  deal  in  sweeping  clauses  of 
proscription  and  anathema,  but  in  mc^  ^\sXmOkii>&  %xvti  liberal 
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constructions.  It  makes  up  its  general  accounts  from  details,  its 
few  theories  from  many  facts.  It  does  not  try  to  prove  all  black 
or  all  white  as  it  wishes,  but  lays  on  the  intermediate  colours 
(and  most  of  them  not  unpleasing  ones,)  as  it  finds  them  blended 
with  "  the  web  of  our  life,  which  is  of  a  mingled  yarn,  good  and 
ill  together."  It  inquires  wha^  human  life  is  and  has  been,  to 
show  what  it  ought  to  be.  It  follows  it  into  courts  and  camps, 
into  town  and  country,  into  rustic  sports  or  learned  disputations, 
into  the  various  shades  of  prejudice  or  ignorance,  of  refinement 
or  barbarism,  into  its  private  haunts  or  public  pageants,  into  its 
weaknesses  and  littlenesses,  its  professions  and  its  practices — be- 
fore it  pretends  to  distinguish  right  from  wrong,  or  one  thing 
from  another.    How,  indeed,  should  it  do  so  otherwise  ? 

*^  Gluid  sit  pulchrum,  quid  turpe,  quid  utile,  quid  non, 
Plenius  et  melius  Chiysippo  et  Crantore  dicit." 

The  writers  I  speak  of  are,  if  not  moral  philosophers,  moral  his- 
torians, and  that's  better ;  or  if  they  are  both,  they  found  the  one 
character  upon  the  other ;  their  premises  precede  their  conclu- 
sions ;  and  we  put  faith  in  their  testimony,  for  we  know  that  it 
is  true. 

Montaigne  was  the  first  person  who  in  his  Essays  led  the  way 
to  this  kind  of  writing  among  the  moderns.  The  great  merit 
of  Montaigne  then  was,  that  he  may  be  said  to  have  been  the 
first  who  had  the  courage  to  say  as  an  author  what  he  felt  as  a 
man.  And  as  courage  is  generally  tke  efiect  of  conscious 
strength,  he  was  probably  led  to  do  so  by  the  richness,  truth, 
and  force  of  his  own  observations  on  books  and  men.  He  was, 
in  the  truest  sense,  a  man  of  original  mind,  that  is,  be  had  the 
power  of  looking  at  things  for  himself,  or  as  they  really  were, 
instead  of  blindly  trusting  to,  and  fondly  repeating  what  others 
told  him  that  they  were.  He  got  rid  of  the  go-cart  of  prejudice 
and  afiTectation,  with  the  learned  lumber  that  follows  at  their 
heels,  because  he  could  do  without  them.  In' taking  up  his  pen 
he  did  not  set  up  for  a  philosopher,  wit,  orator,  or  moralist,  but 
he  became  all  these  by  merely  daring  to  tell  us  whatever  passed 
through  his  mind,  in  its  naked  simplicity  and  iotce^  ^%XV^ 
thought  anyways  worth  communicating.    He  Aid  uotj  m  'Safe 
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abstract  character  of  an  author,  undertake  to  say  all  that  could 
be  said  upon  a  subject,  but  what  in  his  capacity  as  an  inquirer 
after  truth  he  happened  to  know  about  it  He  was  neither  a 
pedant  nor  a  bigot  He  neither  supposed  that  he  was  bound  to 
know  all  things,  nor  that  all  things  were  bound  to  conform  to 
what  he  had  fancied  or  would  have  them  to  be.  In  treating  of 
men  and  manners,  he  spoke  of  them  as  he  found  them,  not  ac- 
cording to  preconceived  notions  and  abstract  dogmas ;  and  he 
began  by  teaching  us  what  he  himself  was.  In  criticising  books 
he  did  not  compare  them  with  rules  and  systems,  but  told  us 
what  he  saw  to  like  or  dislike  in  them.  He  did  not  take  his 
standard  of  excellence  ^'according  to  an  exact  scale"  of  Aris- 
totle, or  fall  out  with  a  work  that  was  good  for  anything,  because 
^  not  one  of  the  angles  at  the  four  comers  was  a  right  one."  He 
was,  in  a  word,  the  first  author  who  was  not  a  book-maker,  and 
who  wrote,  not  to  make  converts  of  others  to  established  creeds 
and  prejudices,  but  to  satisfy  his  own  mind  of  the  truth  of  things. 
In  this  respect  we  know  not  which  to  be  most  charmed  with, 
the  author  or  the  man.  There  is  an  inexpressible  frankness  and 
sincerity,  as  well  as  power,  in  what  he  writes.  There  is  no  at- 
tempt at  imposition  or  concealment,  no  juggling  tricks  or  solemn 
mouthings,  no  laboured  attempts  at  proving  himself  always  in  the 
right,  and  everybody  else  in  the  wrong ;  he  says  what  is  uppe^ 
most,  lays  open  what  floats  at  the  top  or  the  bottom  of  his  mind, 
and  deserves  Pope's  character  of  him,  where  he  professes  to 


u 


pour  out  all  as  plain 


\ 


As  downright  Shippen,  or  as  old  Montaigne."* 

He  does  not  converse  with  us  like  a  pedagogue  with  his  pupil, 
whom  he  wishes  to  make  as  great  a  blockhead  as  himself,  but 
like  a  philosopher  and  friend  who  has  passed  through  life  with 
thought  and  observation,  and  is  willing  to  enable  others  to  pass 
through  it  with  pleasure  and  profit  A  writer  of  this  stamp,  I 
confess,  appears  to  me  as  much  superior  to  a  common  book- 
worm as  a  library  of  real  books  is  superior  to  a  mere  book-case, 

*  Why  Pope  should  say  in  reference  to  him,  "  Or  mare  wise  Charron,"  hi 
aet  eaMj  to  determine. 
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pointed  and  lettered  on  the  outside  with  the  names  of  celehrated 
worka  As  he  was  the  first  to  attempt  this  new  way  of  writing^ 
80  the  same  strong  natural  impulse  which  prompted  tiie  under* 
taking,  carried  him  to  the  end  of  his  career.  The  same  force 
and  honesty  of  mind  which  urged  him  to  throw  off  the  shackles 
of  custom  and  j^ejudice,  would  enahle  him  to  complete  his  tri- 
umph over  them.  He  has  left  little  for  his  successors  to  achieve 
in  the  way  of  just  and  original  speculation  on  human  life. 
Nearly  all  the  thinking  of  the  two  last  centuries  of  that  kind 
which  the  French  denominate  morale  observairicej  is  to  he  found 
in  Montaigne's  Essays :  there  is  a  germ,  at  least,  and  generally 
much  more.  He  sowed  the  seed  and  cleared  away  the  rubbish, 
even  where  others  have  reaped  the  fruit,  or  cultivated  and  deco* 
rated  the  soil  to  a  greater  degree  of  nicety  and  perfection. 
There  is  no  one  to  whom  the  old  Latin  adage  is  more  applicable 
than  to  Montaigne,  ''  Pereant  isH  qui  anie  nos  nostra  dixeruni?* 
There  has  been  no  new  impulse  given  to  thought  since  his  time. 
Among  the  specimens  of  criticisms  on  authors  which  he  has 
left  us,  are  those  on  Virgil,  Ovid,  and  Boccaccio,  in  the  account 
of  books  which  he  thinks  worth  reading,  or  (which  is  the  same 
thing)  which  he  finds  he  can  read  in  his  old  age,  and  which 
may  be  reckoned  among  the  few  criticisms  which  are  worth 
reading  at  any  age.* 

*  As  an  instance  of  .his  general  power  of  reasoning,  I  shall  give  his  chap- 
ter entitled  One  Man^s  Profit  is  another's  Loss,  in  which  he  has  nearly  an- 
ticipated Mandeville's  celebrated  paradox  of  priTato  vices  being  pnblie 
benefits : — 

"  Demades,  the  Athenian,  condemned  a  fellow-citisen,  who  iiimished  oat 
funerals,  for  demanding  too  great  a  price  for  his  goods ;  and  if  he  got  an 
estate,  it  must  be  by  the  death  of  a  great  many  people ;  but  I  think  it  a  sen- 
tence ill  grounded,  forasmuch  as  no  profit  can  be  made  but  at  the  expense 
of  some  other  person,  and  that  every  kind  of  gain  is  by  that  rule  liable  to  be 
condemned.  The  tradesman  thrives  by  the  debauchery  of  youth,  and  the 
farmer  by  the  deamess  of  corn ;  the  architect  by  the  ruin  of  buildings,  the 
ofiicers  of  justice  by  quarrels  and  lawsuits;  nay,  CTen  the  honour  and 
function  of  divines  is  owing  to  our  mortality  and  vices.  No  physician 
takes  pleasure  in  the  health  even  of  his  best  friends,  said  the  ancient 
Grieek  comedian,  nor  soldier  in  the  peace  of  his  country*,  and  «o  oC  \Sda 
rest.  And,  what  is  yet  worse,  let  every  one  but  examane  \aaA  on^t^  V«»s\.- 
and  he  will  Bad  that  bia  private  wishes  spring  and  g;toN<r  xx^  «X  VNx^  «a 
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Montaigne's  £s8a3r8  were  translated  into  English  by  Charles 
Ck>tton,  who  was  one  of  the  wits  and  poets  of  the  age  of 
Charles  XL  ;  and  Lord  Halifax,  one  of  the  noble  critics  of  that 
day,  declared  it  to  be  ^  the  book  in  the  world  he  was  the  best 
pleased  with."  This  mode  of  familiar  Essay  writing,  free  from 
the  trammels  of  the  schools  and  the  airs  of  professed  authorship, 
was  successfully  imitated,  about  the  same  time,  by  Cowley  and 
Sir  William  Temple  in  their  miscellaneous  Essays,  which  are 
yery  agreeable  and  learned  talking  upon  paper.  Lord  ShaAe9- 
bury,  on  the  contrary,  who  aimed  at  the  same  easy,  degag6 
mode  of  communicating  his  thoughts  to  the  world,  has  quite 
spoiled  his  matter,  which  is  sometimes  valuable,  by  his  manner, 
in  which  he  carries  a  certain  flaunting,  flowery,  figurative, 
flirting  style  of  amicable  condescension  to  the  reader,  to  an 
excess  more  tantalising  than  the  most  starched  and  ridiculous 
formality  of  the  age  of  James  L  There  is  nothing  so  torment- 
ing as  the  aflectation  of  ease  and  .freedom  from  aflectation. 

The  ice  being  thus  thawed,  and  the  barrier  that  kept  authors 
at  a  distance  from  common  sense  and  feeling  broken  through 
the  transition  was  not  difficult  from  Montaigne  and  his  imitators 
to  our  Periodical  Essayists.  These  last  applied  the  same  unre- 
strained expression  of  their  thoughts  to  the  more  immediate  and 
passing  scenes  of  life,  to  temporary  and  local  matters ;  and  in 
order  to  discharge  the  invidious  office  of  Censor  Morum  more 
freely,  and  with  less  responsibility,  assumed  some  fictitious  and 
humorous  disguise,  which,  however,  in  a  degree,  corresponded  to 
their  own  peculiar  habits  and  character.  By  thus  concealing 
their  own  name  and  person  under  the  title  of  the  '  Tatler,' 

pense  of  some  other  penon.  Upon  which  consideration  this  thought  cams 
into  my  head,  that  nature  does  not  deviate  from  her  general  policy ;  for 
that  naturalists  hold  that  the  birth,  nourishment,  and  increase  of  any  one 
thing  is  the  decay  and  corruption  of  another: — 

Nam  quodeunque  suds  mnUatwnfimMis  exU, 
ConUnMo  hoc  mors  est  iUius^  quodfiai  amte, 

"  For  what  from  its  own  confines  chang'd  doth  pass, 
Is  straight  the  death  of  what  before  it  was." 
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'  Spectator,'  &c.,  they  were  enabled  to  inform  us  more  fully  of 
what  was  passing  in  the  world,  while  the  dramatic  contrast  and 
ironical  point  of  view  to  which  the  whole  is  subjected,  added  a 
greater  liveliness  and  piquancy  to  the  descriptions.  The  philo- 
sopher and  wit  here  commences  newsmonger,  makes  himself 
master  of  ''  the  perfect  spy  o'  th'  time,"  and  from  his  various 
walks  and  turns  through  life,  brings  home  little  curious  speci- 
mens of  the  humours,  opinions,  and  manners  of  his  contempora- 
ries, as  the  botanist  brings  home  different  plants  and  weeds,  or  the 
mineralogist  different  shells  and  fossils,  to  illustrate  their  several 
theories,  and  be  useful  to  mankind. 

The  first  of  these  papers  that  was  attempted  in  this  country 
was  set  up  by  Steele  in  the  beginning  of  the  last  century ;  and 
of  all  our  periodical  Essayists,  the  '  Tatler*  (for  that  was  the 
name  he  assumed)  has  always  appeared  to  me  the  most  accom- 
plished and  agreeable.  Montaigne,  whom  I  have  proposed  to 
consider  as  the  father  of  this  kind  of  personal  authorship  among 
the  modems,  in  which  the  reader  Is  admitted  behind  the  curtain, 
and  sits  down  with  the  writer  in  his  gown  and  slippers,  was  a 
most  magnanimous  and  undisguised  egotist ;  but  Isaac  Bicker- 
staff,  Esq.,  was  the  more  disinterested  gossip  of  the  two.  The 
French  author  is  contented  to  describe  the  peculiarities  of  his 
own  mind  and  person,  which  he  does  with  a  most  copious  and 
unsparing  hand.  The  English  journalist  good-naturedly  lets 
you  into  the  secret  both  of  his  own  affairs  and  those  of  his 
neighbours.  ^  young  lady,  on  the  other  side  of  Temple  Bar, 
cannot  be  seen  at  her  glass  for  half  a  day  together,  but  Mr. 
Bickerstaff  takes  due  notice  of  it ;  and  he  has  the  first  intelligence 
of  the  symptoms  of  the  belle  passion  appearing  in  any  young 
gentleman  at  the  west  end  of  the  town.  The  departures  and 
arrivals  o^  widows  with  handsome  jointures,  either  to  bury  their 
grief  ip  Jie  country,  or  to  procure  a  second  husband  in  town, 
are  regularly  recorded  in  his  pages.  He  is  well  acquainted 
with  the  celebrated  beauties  of  the  preceding  age  at  the  court 
of  Charles  II. ;  and  the  old  gentleman  (as  he  feigns  himself) 
often  grows  romantic  in  recounting  ''  the  disastrous  strokes 
which  his  youth  suffered"  from  the  glances  of  theii  \)i\!^X  ^^«SS 
and  their  unaccountable  caprices.    In  particular  \ia  diNv^ilii&^^V^^ 
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secret  satisfiu:tion  on  the  recollection  of  one  of  hi«  mistresses,  wko 
hh  him  for  a  richer  rival,  and  whose  constant  reproach  to  her  hus- 
band, on  occasion  of  any  quarrel  between  them,  was  '<  I,  that 
might  haye  married  the  famous  Mr.  Bickerstaflf,  to  be  treated  ia 
this  manner  1"  The  club  at  the  Trumpet  consists  of  a  set  of 
persons  almost  as  well  worth  knowing  as  himself  The  cayakade 
of  the  justice  of  the  peace,  the  knight  of  the  shire,  the  country 
squire,  and  the  young  gentleman,  his  nephew,  who  came  to  wait 
on  him  at  his  chambers,  in  such  form  and  ceremony,  seem  not  to 
have  settled  the  order  of  their  precedence  to  this  hour ;  and  I 
should  hope  that  the  upholsterer  and  his  companions,  who  used 
to  sun  themselves  in  the  Green  Park,  and  who  broke  their  Test 
and  fortunes  to  maintain  the  balance  of  power  in  Europe,  stand 
as  fair  a  chance  for  immortality  as  some  modem  politiciana 
Mr.  Bickerstaff  himself  is  a  gentleman  and  a  scholar,  a  humo^ 
ist  and  a  man  of  the  world,  with  a  great  deal  of  nice  easy 
fuUveU  about  him.  If  he  walks  out  and  is  caught  in  a  shower 
of  rain,  he  makes  amends  for  this  unlucky  accident  by  a  criti- 
cism on  the  shower  in  Virgil,  and  concludes  with  a  burlesque 
copy  of  verses  on  a  city  shower.  He  entertains  us,  when  he 
dates  from  his  own  apartment,  with  a  quotation  from  Plutarch, 
or  a  moral  reflection ;  from  the  Grecian  coflee-house  with  poli- 
tics, and  from  Will's,  or  the  Temple,  with  the  poets  and  players^ 
the  beaux  and  men  of  wit  and  pleasure  about  town.  In  read- 
injg  the  pages  of  the  '  Tatler,'  we  seem  as  if  suddenly  carried 
back  to  the  age  of  Queen  Anne,  of  toupees  and  full-bottomed 
periwigs.  The  whole  appearance  of  our  dress  and  manners 
undergoes  a  delightful  metamorphosis.  We  are  surprised  with 
the  rustling  of  hoops,  and  the  glittering  of  paste  buckles.  The 
beaux  and  the  belles  are  of  a  quite  different  species  from  what 
they  are  at  present ;  we  distinguish  the  dappers,  the  sii  nrts,  and 
the  pretty  fellows,  as  they  pass  by  Mr.  Lilly's  shop-win.  nws  in 
the  Strand ;  we  are  introduced  to  Betterton  and  Mrs.  Ol  Jfleld 
behind  the  scenes ;  are  made  fisimiliar  with  the  persons  and  per- 
formances of  Mr.  Penkethman  and  Mr.  Bullock ;  we  listen  to  a 
dispute  at  a  tavern  on  the  merits  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough, 
or  Mari^ial  Turenne ;  or  are  present  at  the  first  rehearsal  of  a 
play  by  Yanbrugh,  or  the  reading  of  a  new  poem  by  Mr.  Pope. 
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The  privilege  of  thus  yirtually  transporting  ourselves  to  past 
times,  is  even  greater  than  that  of  visiting  distant  places  in  re- 
ality. London  a  hundred  years  ago  would  be  much  better 
worth  seeing  than  Paris  at  the  present  moment. 

It  may  be  said^  that  all  this  is  to  be  found,  in  the  same  or  a 
greater  degree,  in  the  *  Spectator.'  For  myself,  I  do  not  think 
so ;  or,  at  least,  there  is  in  the  last  work  a  much  greater  propor- 
tion of  common-place  matter.  I  have  on  this  account,  always 
preferred  the  *  Tatler-  to  the  *  Spectator.'  Whether  it  is  owing 
to  my  having  been  earlier  or  better  acquainted  with  the  one  than 
the  other,  my  pleasure  in  reading  these  two  admirable  works  is 
not  at  all  in  proportion  to  their  comparative  reputation.     The 

*  Tatler'  contains  only  half  the  number  of  volumes,  and,  I  will 
venture  to  say,  at  least  an  equal  quantity  of  sterling  wit  and 
sense.  "  The  first  sprightly  runnings"  are  there — ^it  has  more 
of  the  original  spirit,  more  of  the  freshness  and  stamp  of  nature. 
The  indications  of  character  aind  strokes  of  humour  are  more 
true  and  frequent ;  the  reflections  that  suggest  themselves  arise 
more  from  the  occasion,  and  are  less  spun  out  into  regular  dis- 
sertations. They  are  more  like  the  remarks  which  occur  in 
sensible  conversation,  and  less  like  a  lecture.  Something  is  lef^ 
to  the  understanding  of  the  reader.  Steele  seems  to  have  gone 
into  his  closet  chiefly  to  set  down  what  he  observed  out  of  doors, 
Addison  seems  to  have  spent  most  of  his  time  in  his  study,  and 
to  have  spun  out  and  wire-drawn  the  hints,  which  he  borrowed 
from  Steele,  or  took  from  nature,  to  the  utmost.  I  am  far  from 
wishing  to  depreciate  Addison's  talents,  but  I  am  anxious  to  do 
justice  to  Steele,  who  was,  I  think,  upon  the  whole,  a  less  arti- 
ficial and  more  original  writer.  The  humorous  descriptions  of 
Steele  resemble  loose  sketches,  or  fragments  of  a  comedy ;  those 
of  Addison  are  rather  comments,  or  ingenious  paraphrases,  on 
the  genuine  text.     The  characters  of  the  club  not  only  in  the 

*  Tatler,'  but  in  the  *  Spectator,'  were  drawn  by  Steele.  That 
of  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  is  among  the  number.  Addison  has, 
however,  gained  himself  immortal  honour  by  his  manner  of  filling 
up  this  last  character.  Who  is  there  that  can  forget,  or  be  inseor 
sible  to,  the  inimitable,  nameless  graces,  and  vaned.  \x«i\&  oi 
nature  and  of  old  EagL'sh  character,  in  it — to  lua  mq^T^VbXi^x^ 
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yirtues  and  amiable  weaknesses— to  his  modesty,  generosity,  hos- 
pitality, and  eccentric  whims — ^to  the  respect  of  his  neighbours, 
and  the  affection  of  his  domestics — to  his  wayward,  hopeless, 
secret  passion  for  his  fair  enemy,  the  widow,  in  which  there  is 
more  of  red,  romance  and  true  delicacy  than  in  a  thousand  tales 
of  knight-errantry — (we  perceive  the  hectic  flush  of  his  cheek, 
the  faltering  of  his  tongue  in  speaking  of  her  bewitching  aii? 
and  "the  whiteness  of  her  hand") — ^to  the  havoc  he  makes  among 
the  game  in  his  neighbourhood — to  his  speech  from  the  bench, 
to  show  the  *  Spectator'  what  is  thought  of  him  in  the  country— 
to  his  unwillingness  to  be  put  up  as  a  sign-post,  and  his  having 
his  own  likeness  turned  into  the  Saracen's  head — to  his  gende 
reproof  of  the  baggage  of  a  gipsy  that  tells  him  "  he  has  a  widow 
in  his  line  of  life" — to  his  doubts  as  to  the  existence  of  witch- 
craft, and  protection  of  reputed  witches — to  his  account  of  the 
family  pictures,  and  his  choice  of  a  chaplain — to  his  falling 
asleep  at  church,  and  his  reproof  of  John  Williams,  as  soon  as 
he  recovered  from  his  nap,  for  talking  in  sermon-time.  The 
characters  of  Will  Wimble  and  Will  Honeycomb  are  not  a  whit 
behind  their  friend.  Sir  Roger,  in  delicacy  and  felicity.  The 
delightful  simplicity  and  good-humoured  ofliciousness  in  the  one 
are  set  off  by  the  graceful  affectation  and  courtly  pretension  in 
the  other.  How  long  since  I  first  became  acquainted  with  these 
two  characters  in  the  *  Spectator  I '  What  old-fashioned  friends 
they  seem,  and  yet  I  am  not  tired  of  them,  Uke  so  many  other 
friends,  nor  they  of  me !  How  airy  these  abstractions  of  the 
poet's  pen  stream  over  the  dawn  of  our  acquaintance  with  human 
life !  how  tl^ey  glance  their  fairest  colours  on  the  prospect  before 
us !  how  pure  they  remain  in  it  to  the  last,  like  the  rainbow  in 
the  evening  cloud,  which  the  rude  hand  of  time  can  neither  soil 
nor  dissipate !  What  a  pity  that  we  cannot  find  the  reality,  and 
yet  if  we  did,  the  dream  would  be  over.  I  once  thought  I  knew 
a  Will  Wimble,  and  a  Will  Honeycomb,  but  they  turned  out 
but  indifferently:  the  originals  in  the  'Spectator'  still  read  word 
for  word,  the  same  that  they  always  did.  We  have  only  to  turn 
to  the  page,  and  find  them  where  we  left  them ! — Many  of  the 
most  exquisite  pieces  in  the  '  Tatler,'  it  is  to  be  observed,  are 
Addison's^  as  the  '  Court  of  HououT)  and  the '  Personification  of 
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Musical  Instruments/  with  almost  all  those  papers  that  form 
regular  sets  or  series.  I  do  not  know  whether  the  picture  of 
the  family  of  an  old  college  acquaintance,  in  the  '  Tatler,'  where 
the  children  run  to  let  Mr.  Bickerstafifin  at  the  door,  and  where 
the  one  that  loses  the  race  that  way,  turns  back  to  tell  the 
father  that  he  is  come ;  with  the  nice  gradation  of  incredulity  in 
the  little  boy,  who  is  got  into  *  Guy  of  Warwick,'  and  the  *Seyen 
Champions,'  and  who  shakes  his  head  at  the  improbability  of 
*w3Esop's  Fables,'  is  Steele's  or  Addison's,  though  I  believe  it  be- 
longs to  the  former.*  The  account  of  the  two  sisters,  one  of 
whom  held  up  her  head  higher  than  ordinary,  from  having  on  a 
pair  of  flowered  garters,  and  that  of  the  married  lady  who  com- 
plained to  the  '  Tatler'  of  the  neglect  of  her  husband,  with  her 
answers  to  some  home  questions  that  were  put  to  her,  are  un- 
questionably Steele's.  If  the  'Tatler'  is  not  inferior  to  the 
'Spectator'  as  a  record  of  manners  ai^d  character,  it  is  very 
superior  to  it  in  the  interest  of  many  of  the  stories.  Several  of 
the  incidents  related  there  by  Steele  have  never  been  surpassed 
in  the  heart-rending  pathos  of  private  distress.  I  might  refer  to 
those  of  the  lover  and  his  mistress,  when  the  theatre,  in  which 
they  were,  caught  fire ;  of  the  bridegroom,  who  by  accident 
kills  his  bride  on  the  day  of  their  marriage ;  the  story  of  Mr. 
Eustace  and  his  wife ;  and  the  fine  dream  about  his  own  mis- 
tress when  a  youth.  What  has  given  its  superior  reputation  to 
the  '  Spectator,'  is  the  greater  gravity  of  its  pretensions,  its  moral 
dissertations  and  critical  reasonings,  by  which  I  confess  myself 
less  edified  than  by  other  things,  which  are  thought  more  lightly 
of  Systems  and  opinions  change,  but  nature  is  always  true. 
It  is  the  extremely  moral  and  didactic  tone  of  the  '  Spectator' 
which  makes  us  apt  to  think  of  Addison  (according  to  Mande- 

*  it  IB  Steele's ;  and  the  whole  paper  (No.  95,)  observeB  Mr.  Liigh  Hunt, 
ie  in  his  most  delightful  manner.  The  dream  about  the  mistress,  howeter, 
ifl  given  to  Addison  by  the  editors,  and  the  general  style  of  that  number  is 
his ;  though,  from  the  story's  being  related  personally  of  Bickerstaff,  who  is 
also  represented  as  h«?ing  been  at  that  time  in  the  anny,  we  conclude 
it  to  have  originally  come  from  Steele,  perhaps  in  the  course  of  cotiR^iAAr 
turn.  The  paiticiilai  incident  is  zDOch  more  tike  &  story  oi  ^oa  Vnum  ^ 
Addieon'sL 
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▼ille's  sarcasm)  as  ^  a  parson  in  a  tie-wig."  Many  of  his  moral 
E88a3r8  are,  however,  exquisitely  beautiful  and  happy.  Such 
are  the  reflections  on  cheerfulness,  those  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
on  the  Royal  Exchange,  and  particularly  some  very  afiectiog 
ones  on  the  death  of  a  young  lady  in  the  fourth  volume.  These, 
it  must  be  allowed,  are  the  perfection  of  elegant  sermonisiDg. 
His  critical  Essays  are  not  so  good.  I  prefer  Steele's  occasional 
selection  of  beautiful  poetical  passages,  without  any  afiectation 
of  analysing  their  beauties,  to  Addison's  fine-spun  theories.  The 
best  criticism  in  the  ^  Spectator,'  that  on  the  Cartoons  of  Raphael, 
of  which  Mr.  Fuseli  has  availed  himself  with  great  spirit  in  his 
Lectures,  is  by  Steele.*  I  owed  this  acknowledgment  to  a  wri- 
ter who  has  so  often  put  me  in  good  humour  with  myself,  and 
ever3^ng  about  me,  when  few  things  else  could,  and  when 
the  tomes  of  casuistry  and  ecclesiastical  history,  with  which  the 
little  duodecimo  volumes  of  the  *  Tatler'  were  overwhelmed  and 
surrounded,  in  the  only  library  to  which  I  had  access  when  a 
boy,  had  tried  their  tranquiliising  effects  upon  me  in  vain.  I 
had  not  long  ago  in  my  hands,  by  &vour  of  a  friend,  an  original 
copy  of  the  quarto  edition  of  the  *  Tatler,'  with  a  list  of  the  sub- 
scribers. It  is  curious  to  see  some  names  there  which  we  should 
hardly  think  of  (that  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton  is  among  them,)  and 
also  to  observe  the  degree  of  interest  excited  by  those  of  die 
different  persons,  which  is  not  determined  according  to  the  rules 
of  the  Herald's  College.  One  literary  name  lasts  as  long  as  a 
whole  race  of  heroes  and  their  descendants  I  The  ^  Guardian,' 
which  followed  the  ^  Spectator,'  was,  as  may  be  supposed, 
inferior  to  it. 

The  dramatic  and  conversational  turn  which  forms  the  dis- 
tinguishing feature  and  greatest  charm  of  the  'Spectator'  and 
*  Tatler,'  is  quite  lost  in  the  *  Rambler,'  by  Dr.  Johnson.  There 
is  no  reflected  light  thrown  on  human  life  from  an  assumed 
character,  nor  any  direct  one  from  a  display  of  the  author's  own. 
The  *  Tatler'  and  '  Spectator'  are,  as  it  were,  made  up  of  notes 

•  The  antithetical  style  and  verbal  parodoxes  which  Borke  was  so  fond 
6(f  in  which  the  epithet  is  a  seeming  contradiction  to  the  substantive,  such  as 
"proud  submission"  and  "dignified  obedience,"  are,  I  think,  first  to  be 
linjndm  the  *  Tatler.' 
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and  memorandams  of  the  eyents  and  incidents  of  the  day,  with 
finidiied  studies  after  nature,  and  characters  fresh  from  the  life, 
which  the  writer  moralises  upon,  and  turns  to  account  as  they 
come  before  him.  The  'Rambler'  is  a  collection  of  moral  Es- 
says, or  scholastic  theses,  written  on  set  subjects,  and  of  which 
the  individual  characters  and  incidents  are  merely  artificial 
illustrations,  brought  in  to  give  a  pretended  relief  to  the  dryness 
of  didactic  discussion.  The  '  Rambler'  is  a  splendid  and  impo- 
sing common-place-book  of  general  topics,  and  rhetorical  decla- 
mation on  the  conduct  and  business  of  human  life.  In  this  sense, 
there  is  hardly  a  reflection  that  had  been  suggested  on  such 
subjects  which  is  not  to  be  found  in  this  celebrated  work,  and 
there  is,  perhaps,  hardly  a  reflection  to  be  found  in  it  which  had 
not  been  already  suggested  and  developed  by  some  other  author, 
or  in  the  common  course  of  conversation.  The  mass  of  intellec- 
tual wealth  here  heaped  together  is  immense,  but  it  is  rather  the 
result  of  gradual  accumulation,  the  produce  of  the  general  intel- 
lect, labouring  in  the  mine  of  knowledge  and  reflection,  than 
dug  out  of  the  quarry,  and  dragged  into  the  light  by  the  indus- 
try and  sagacity  of  a  single  mind.  I  am  not  here  saying  that  Dr. 
Johnson  was  a  man  without  originality,  compared  with  the  ordi- 
nary run  of  men's  minds,  but  he  was  not  a  man  of  original 
thought  or  genius,  in  the  sense  in  which  Montaigne  or  Lord 
Bacon  was.  He  opened  no  new  vein  of  precious  ore,  nor  did 
he  light  upon  any  single  pebbles  of  uncommon  size  and  unri- 
valled lustre.  We  seldom  meet  with  anything  to  ''give  us 
pause ; "  he  does  not  set  us  thinking  for  the  first  time.  His 
reflections  present  themselves  like  reminiscences;  do  not  dis- 
turb the  ordinary  march  of  our  thoughts ;  arrest  our  attention 
by  the  stateliness  of  their  appearance,  and  the  costliness  of  their 
garb,  but  pass  on  and  mingle  with  the  throng  of  our  impres- 
sions. After  closing  the  volumes  of  the  'Rambler,'  there  is 
nothing  that  we  remember  as  a  new  truth  gained  to  the  mind, 
nothing  indelibly  stamped  upon  the  memory ;  nor  is  there  any 
passage  that  we  wish  to  turn  to  as  embodying  any  known  prin- 
ciple or  observation,  with  such  force  and  beauty  that  justice  can 
only  be  done  to  the  idea  in  the  author's  own  words.  ^\i.Oci^i<^iL 
instance^  are  many  of  the  passages  to  be  found  m  l&ucV^^  ^\:ii<(^ 
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shine  by  their  own  light,  belong  to  no  class,  have  neither  equal 
Bor  counterpart,  and  of  which  we  say  that  no  one  but  the  author 
6oald  have  written  them  f  There  is  neither  the  same  boldness 
of  design  nor  mastery  of  execution  in  Johnson.  In  the  one,  the 
spark  of  genius  seems  to  have  met  with  its  congenial  matter ; 
the  shaft  is  sped :  the  forked  lightning  dresses  up  the  face  of 
nature  in  ghastly  smiles,  and  the  loud  thunder  rolls  far  away 
from  the  ruin  that  is  made.  Dr.  Johnson's  style,  on  the  contrary, 
resembles  rather  the  rumbling  of  mimic  thunder  at  one  of  our 
theatres ;  and  the  light  he  throws  upon  a  subject  is  like  the 
dazzling  effect  of  phosphorus,  or  an  ignis  fatv/us  of  words. 
There  is  a  wide  difference,  however,  between  perfect  originality 
and  perfect  common-place :  neither  ideas  nor  expressions  are 
tarite  or  vulgar  because  they  are  not  quite  new.  They  are  valu- 
able, and  ought  to  be  repeated,  if  they  have  not  become  quite 
conunon ;  and  Johnson's  style  both  of  reasoning  and  imagery  holds 
the  middle  rank  between  startling  novelty  and  vapid  common- 
place. Johnson  has  as  much  originality  of  thinking  as  Addison ; 
but  then  he  wants  his  familiarity  of  illustration,  knowledge  of 
character,  and  delightful  humour. — ^What  most  distinguishes 
Dr.  Johnson  from  other  writers,  is  the  pomp  and  uniformity  of 
his  style.  All  his  periods  are  cast  in  the  same  mould,  are  of 
&e  same  size  and  shape,  and  consequently  have  little  fitness  to 
the  variety  of  things  he  professes  to  treat  of  His  subjects  are 
familiar,  but  the  author  is  always  upon  stilts.  He  has  neither 
ease  nor  simplicity,  and  his  efforts  at  playfulness,  in  part,  remind 
one  of  the  lines  in  Milton : — 


". The  elephant 

To  make  them  sport  wreath'd  his  proboscis  lithe." 

His  *  Letters  from  Correspondents,'  in  particular,  are  more  pom- 
pous and  unwieldly  than  what  he  writes  in  his  own  person. 
This  want  of  relaxation  and  variety  of  manner  has,  I  think, 
after  the  first  effects  of  novelty  and  surprise  were  over,  been 
prejudicial  to  the  matter.  It  takes  from  the  general  power,  not 
only  to  please,  but  to  instruct.  The  monotony  of  style  produ- 
<ies  an  apparent  monotony  of  ideas.  What  is  really  striking 
and  valuahlBj  is  lost  in  the  vain  ostentation  and  circumlocution 
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of  the  expression ;  for  when  we  find  the  same  pains  and  pomp 
of  diction  bestowed  upon  the  most  trifling  as  upon  the  most 
important  parts  of  a  sentence  or  discourse,  we  grow  tired  of 
distinguishing  between  pretension  and  reality,  and  are  disposed 
to  confound  the  tinsel  and  bombiast  of  the  phraseology  with  want 
of  weight  in  the  thoughts.  Thus,  from  the  imposing  and  ora- 
cular nature  of  the  style,  people  are  tempted  at  first  to  imagine 
that  our  author's  speculations  are  all  wisdom  and  profundity : 
till  having  found  out  their  mistake  in  some  instances,  they  sup- 
pose that  there  is  nothing  but  common-place  in  them,  concealed 
under  verbiage  and  pedantry;  and  in  both  they  are  wrong. 
The  fault  of  Dr.  Johnson's  style  is,  that  it  reduces  all  things  to 
the  same  artificial  and  unmeaning  level.  It  destroys  all  shades 
of  diflference,  the  association  between  words  and  things,  it  is  a 
perpetual  paradox  and  innovation.  He  condescends  to  the  fa- 
miliar till  we  are  ashamed  of  our  interest  in  it :  he  expands  the 
little  till  it  looks  big.  "  If  he  were  to  write  a  fable  of  httle 
fishes,"  as  Goldsmith  said  of  him,  "  he  would  make  them  speak 
like  great  whales."  We  can  no  more  distinguish  the  most 
familiar  objects  in  his  descriptions  of  them,  than  we  can  a  well- 
known  face  under  a  huge  painted  mask.  The  structure  of  his 
sentences,  which  was  his  own  invention,  and  which  has  been 
generally  imitated  since  his  time,  is  a  species  of  rhyming  in 
prose,  where  one  clause  answers  to  another  in  measure  and 
quantity,  like  the  tagging  of  syllables  at  the  end  of  a  verse ;  the 
close  of  the  period  follows  as  mechanically  as  the  oscillation  of 
a  pendulum,  the  sense  is  balanced  with  the  sound ;  each  sen- 
tence, revolving  round  its  centre  of  gravity,  is  contained  within 
itself  like  a  couplet,  and  each  paragraph  forms  itself  into  a 
stanza.  Dr.  Johnson  is  also  a  complete  balance-master  in  the  top- 
ics of  morality.  He  never  encourages  hope,  but  he  counteracts  it 
by  fear ;  he  never  elicits  a  truth,  but  he  suggests  some  objection 
in  answer  to  it  He  seizes  and  alternately  quits  the  clue  of 
reason,  lest  it  should  involve  him  in  the  labyrinths  of  endless 
error:  he  wants  confidence  in  himself  and  his  fellows.  He 
dares  not  trust  himself  with  the  immediate  impressions  of 
things,  for  fear  of  compromising  his  dignity,  oi  ^oW.qw  ^eov 
into  their  consequences,  for  fear  of  committing  Yna  "5tfe\\3i'^^»'«^ 
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His  timidity  is  the  result,  not  of  ignorance,  but  of  morbid  ap- 
prehension. '^  He  turns  the  great  circle,  and  is  still  at  home." 
No  advance  is  made  by  his  writings  in  any  sentiment,  or  mode 
of  reasoning.  Out  of  the  pale  of  established  authority  and  re- 
ceived dogmas,  all  is  sceptical,  loose,  and  desultory :  he  seems 
in  imagination  to  strengthen  the  dominion  of  prejudice,  as  he 
weakens  and  dissipates  that  of  reason ;  and  round  the  rock  of 
faith  and  power,  on  the  edge  of  which  he  slumbers  blindfold 
and  uneasy,  the  waves  and  billows  of  uncertain  and  dangerous 
opinion  roar  and  heave  for  evermore.  His  ^  Rasselas '  is  the 
most  melancholy  and  debilitating  moral  speculation  that  ever 
was  put  forth.  Doubtful  of  the  faculties  of  his  mind,  as  of  his 
organs  of  vision,  Johnson  trusted  only  to  his  feelings  and  his 
fears.  He  cultivated  a  belief  in  witches  as  an  out-guard  to  the 
evidences  of  religion ;  and  abused  Milton,  and  patronised  Lau- 
der, in  spite  of  his  aversion  to  his  countrymen,  as  a  step  to  se- 
cure the  existing  establishment  in  church  and  state.  This  was 
neither  right  feeling  nor  sound  logic. 

The  most  triumphant  record  of  the  talents  and  character 
of  Johnson  is  to  be  found  in  Boswell^s  life  of  him.  The  man 
was  superior  to  the  author.  When  he  threw  aside  his  pen, 
which  he  regarded  as  an  encumbrance,  he  became  not  only 
learned  and  thoughtful,  but  acute,  witty,  humorous,  natural, 
honest ;  hearty  and  determined,  "  the  king  of  good  fellows  and 
wale  of  old  men."  There  are  as  many  smart  repartees,  pro- 
found remarks,  and  keen  invectives  to  be  found  in  BoswelPs 
"  inventory  of  all  he  said,"  as  are  recorded  of  any  celebrated 
man.  The  life  and  dramatic  play  of  his  conversation  forms  a 
contrast  to  his  written  works.  His  natural  powers  and  undis- 
guised opinions  were  called  out  in  convivial  intercourse.  In 
public,  he  practised  with  the  foils :  in  private,  he  unsheathed 
the  sword  of  controversy,  and  it  was  "  the  Ebro*s  temper." 
The  eagerness  of  opposition  roused  him  from  his  natural  slug- 
gishness and  acquired  timidity;  he  returned  blow  for  blow; 
and  whether  the  trial  were  of  argument  or  wit,  none  of  his 
rivals  could  boast  much  of  the  encounter.  Burke  seems  to 
have  been  the  only  person  who  had  a  chance  with  him ;  and  it 
is  the  unpardonable  sin  of  Boswell's  work^  that  he  has  purpose- 
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ly  omitted  their  combats  of  strength  and  skill.  Goldsmith  ask- 
ed, "does  he  wind  into  a  subject  like  a  serpent,  as  Burke  does?" 
And  when  exhausted  with  sickness,  he  himself  said,  "  If  that 
fellow  Burke  were  here  now,  he  would  kill  me."  It  is  to  be 
observed,  that  Johnson^s  colloquial  style  was  as  blunt,  direct, 
and  downright,  as  his  style  of  studied  composition  was  involved 
and  circuitous.  As  when  Topham,  Beauclerc,  and  Langton 
knocked  him  up  at  his  chambers  at  three  in  the  morning,  and 
he  came  to  the  door  with  the  poker  in  his  hand,  but  seeing 
them,  exclaimed,  *'  What !  is  it  you,  my  lads?  then  I'll  have  a 
frisk  with  you !"  and  he  afterwards  reproaches  Langton,  who 
was  a  literary  milksop,  for  leaving  them  to  gb  to  an  engagement 
"with  some  urMead  girls."  What  words  to  come  from  the 
mouth  of  the  great  moralist  and  lexicographer!  His  good 
deeds  were  as  many  as  his  good  sayings.  His  domestic  habits, 
his  tenderness  to  servants,  and  readiness  to  oblige  his  friends ; 
the  quantity  of  strong  tea  that  he  drank  to  keep  down  sad 
thoughts ;  his  many  labours  reluctantly  begun,  and  irresolutely 
laid  aside ;  his  honest  acknowledgment  of  his  own,  and  indul- 
gence to  the  weaknesses  of  others ;  his  throwing  himself  back 
in  the  post-chaise  with  Boswell,  and  saying,  "  Now  I  think  I 
am  a  good-humoured  fellow,"  though  nobody  thought  him  so, 
and  yet  he  was ;  his  quitting  the  society  of  Garrick  and  his 
actresses,  and  his  reason  for  it ;  his  dining  with  Wilkes,  and  his 
kindness  to  Goldsmith ;  his  sitting  with  the  young  ladies  on  his 
knee  at  the  Mitre,  to  give  them  good  advice,  in  which  situation, 
if  not  explained,  he  might  be  taken  for  Falstaff ;  and  last  and 
noblest,  his  carrying  the  unfortunate  victim  of  disease  and  dissi- 
pation on  his  back  up  through  Fleet  street  (an  act  which  realises 
the  parable  of  the  good  Samaritan) — all  these,  and  innumerable 
others,  endear  him  to  the  reader,  and  must  be  remembered  to 
.  his  lasting  honour.  He  had  faults,  but  they  lie  buried  with 
him.  He  had  his  prejudices  and  his  intolerant  feelings,  but  he 
sufiered  enough  in  the  conflict  of  his  own  mind  with  them ;  for 
if  no  man  can  be  happy  in  the  free  exercise  of  his  reason,  no 
wise  man  can  be  happy  without  it.  His  were  not  time-«eTN\Tvi^.j 
heartless,  hypocritical  prejudices;  but  deep,  inwoyeiv,  tvoV  \.o  \ife  g 
looted  out  hut  with  life  and  hope,  which  he  found.  feoTft.  ^^l  i 
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habit  necessary  to  his  own  peace  of  mind,  and  thought  so  to  the 
peace  of  mankind.  I  do  not  hate,  but  love  him  for  them. 
They  were  between  himself  and  his  conscience,  and  should  be 
left  to  that  higher  tribunal 

"  Where  they  in  trembling  hope  repose, 
The  bosom  of  his  father  and  his  God." 

In  a  word,  he  has  lefl  behind  him  few  wiser  or  better  men. 

The  herd  of  his  imitators  showed  what  he  was  by  their  dis- 
proportionate effects.  The  Periodical  Essayists  that  succeeded 
the  '  Rambler '  are,  and  deserve  to  be.  little  read  at  present 
*The  Adventurer,*  by  Hawksworth,  is  completely  trite  and 
vapid,  aping  all  the  faults  of  Johnson's  style,  without  anything 
to  atone  for  them.  The  sentences  are  often  absolutely  unmean- 
ing I  and  one-half  of  each  might  regularly  be  left  blank.  '  The 
World,*  and  *  Connoisseur,*  which  followed,  are  a  little  better; 
and  in  the  last  of  these  there  is  one  good  idea,  that  of  a  man  in 
indifferent  health  who  judges  of  every  one's  title  to  respect 
from  their  possession  of  this  blessing,  and  bows  to  a  sturdy  beg- 
gar with  sound  limbs  and  a  florid  complexion,  while  he  turns 
his  back  upon  a  lord  who  is  a  valetudinarian. 

Goldsmith's  *  Citizen  of  the  World,'  like  all  his  works,  bears 
the  stamp  of  the  author's  mind.  It  does  not  "  go  about  to  cozen 
reputation  without  the  stamp  of  merit."  He  is  more  observing, 
more  original,  more  natural  and  picturesque  than  Johnson.  His 
work  is  written  on  the  model  of  the  *  Persian  Letters,'  and  con- 
trives to  give  an  abstracted  and  somewhat  perplexing  view  of 
things,  by  opposing  foreign  prepossessions  to  our  own,  and  thus 
stripping  objects  of  their  customary  disguises.  Whether  truth  is 
elicited  in  this  collision  of  contrary  absurdities,  I  do  not  know ; 
but  I  confess  the  process  is  too  ambiguous  and  full  of  intricacy 
to  be  very  amusing  to  my  plain  understanding.  For  light  sum- 
mer reading  it  is  like  walking  in  a  garden  full  of  traps  and  pit- 
falls. It  necessarily  gives  rise  to  paradoxes,  and  there  aire  some 
very  bold  ones  in  the  '  Essays,'  which  would  subject  an  author 
less  established  to  no  very  agreeable  sort  of  Unsura  lUeraria. 
Thus  the  Chinese  philosopher  exclaims  very  unadvisedly,  "  The 
haazes  and  piiesta  of  all  religions  kee^^  >x^  ^ui^isution  and  ink" 
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posture;  all  reformations  begin  with  the  laity,"  Groldsmith, 
however,  was  staunch  in  his  practical  creed,  and  might  bolt 
speculative  extravagances  with  impunity.  There  is  a  striking 
difference  in  this  respect  between  him  and  Addison,  who,  if  ho 
attacked  authority,  took  care  to  have  common  sense  on  his  side, 
and  never  hazarded  any  thing  offensive  to  the  feelings  of  others, 
or  on  the  strength  of  his  own  discretional  opinion.  There  is 
another  inconvenience  in  this  assumption  of  an  exotic  character 
and  tone  of  sentiment,  that  it  produces  an  inconsistency  between 
the  knowledge  which  the  individual  has  time  to  acquire  and 
which  the  author  is  bound  to  communicate.  Thus  the  Chinese 
has  not  been  in  England  three  days  before  he  is  acquainted  with 
the  characters  of  the  three  countries  which  compose  this  king- 
dom, and  describes  them  to  his  friend  at  Canton  by  extracts  from 
the  newspapers  of  each  metropolis.  The  nationality  of  Scotch- 
men is  thus  ridiculed : — 

Edinburgh ^We  are  positive  when  we  say  that  Sanders  Macregor,  lately 

executed  for  horse-stealing,  is  not  a  native  of  Scotland,  but  bom  at  Car- 
rickfergus. 

Now  this  is  very  good  ;  but  how  should  our  Chinese  philoso- 
pher find  it  out  by  instinct  1  Beau  Tibbs,  a  prominent  character 
in  this  little  work,  is  the  best  comic  sketch  since  the  time  of  Ad- 
dison ;  unrivalled  in  his  finery,  his  vanity,  and  his  poverty. 

I  have  only  to  mention  the  names  of  the  '  Lounger '  and  the 
'  Mirror,'  which  are  ranked  by  the  author's  admirers  with  Sterne 
for  sentiment,  and  with  Addison  for  humour.  I  shall  not  enter 
into  that ;  but  I  know  that  the  story  of  '  La  Roche'  is  not  like 
the  story  of  '  Le  Fevre,'  nor  one  hundredth  part  so  good.  Do  I 
say  this  from  prejudice  to  the  author?  No ;  for  I  have  read  his 
novels.  Of '  The  Man  of  the  World '  I  cannot  think  so  favour- 
ably as  some  others ;  nor  shall  I  here  dwell  on  the  picturesque 
and  romantic  beauties  of '  Julia  de  Roubigne,'  the  early  favourite 
of  the  author  of '  Rosamond  Gray ;'  but  of  the '  Man  of  Feeling ' 
I  would  speak  with  grateful  recollections ;  nor  is  it  possible  to 
forget  the  sensitive,  irresolute,  interesting  Harley ;  and  that  lona 
figure  of  Miss  Walton  in  it^  that  floats  in  the  boi\zoi\,^xJv  wA 
ethereal,  the  day-dream  of  her  lover's  youthful  fexicy — ^^3«Jii 
At  better,  than  all  the  realities  of  life  \ 
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LECTURE  VL 

On  the  English  Novelista. 

There  is  an  exclamation  in  one  of  Gray*s  letters — "  Be  mine  to 
read  eternal  new  romances  of  Marivaux  and  Crebillon !"  If  I 
did  not  utter  a  similar  aspiration  at  the  conclusion  of  the  last 
new  novel  which  I  read  (I  would  not  give  offence  by  being  more 
particular  as  to  the  name)  it  was  not  from  any  want  of  affection 
for  the  class  of  writing  to  which  it  belongs  ;  for  without  going 
so  far  as  the  celebrated  French  philosopher,  who  thought  that 
more  was  to  be  learnt  from  good  novels  and  romances  than  from 
the  gravest  treatises  on  history  and  morality,  yet  there  are  few 
works  to  which  I  am  oftener  tempted  to  turn  for  profit  or  delight, 
than  to  the  standard  productions  in  this  species  of  composition. 
We  find  there  a  close  imitation  of  men  and  manners ;  we  see 
the  very  web  and  texture  of  society  as  it  really  exists,  and  as  we 
meet  with  it  when  we  come  into  the  world.  If  poetry  has 
"  something  more  divine  in  it,"  this  savours  more  of  humanity. 
We  are  brought  acquainted  with  the  motives  and  characters  of 
mankind,  imbibe  our  notions  of  virtue  and  vice  from  practical 
examples,  and  are  taught  a  knowledge  of  the  world  through  the 
airy  medium  of  romance.  As  a  record  of  past  manners  and 
opinions,  too,  such  writings  afford  the  best  and  fullest  information. 
For  example,  I  should  be  at  a  loss  where  to  find  in  any  authen- 
tic documents  of  the  same  period  so  satisfactory  an  account  of 
the  general  state  of  society,  and  of  moral,  poHtical,  and  religious 
feeling  in  the  reign  of  George  II.  as  we  meet  with  in  the  Ad- 
ventures of  Joseph  Andrews  and  his  friend  Mr.  Abraham  Adams. 
This  work,  indeed,  I  take  to  be  a  perfect  piece  of  statistics  in  its 
kind.  In  looking  into  any  regular  history  of  that  period,  into  a 
learned  and  eloquent  charge  to  a  grand  jury  or  the  clergy  of  a 
diocese  or  into  a  tract  on  contioveisiai  dmnlty^  we  should  hear 
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only  of  the  ascendancy  of  the  Protestant  succession,  the  horrors 
of  Popery,  the  triumph  of  civil  and  religious  liberty,  the  wisdom 
and  moderation  of  the  sovereign,  the  happiness  of  the  subject, 
and  the  flourishing  state  of  manufactures  and  commerce.  But 
if  we  really  wish  to  know  what  all  these  fine-sounding-  names 
come  to,  we  cannot  do  better  than  turn  to  the  works  of  those 
who,  having  no  other  object  than  to  imitate  nature,  could  /only 
hope  for  success  firom  the  fidelity  of  their  pictures ;  and  were 
bound  (in  self-defence)  to  reduce  the  boasts  of  vague  theorists 
and  the  exaggerations  of  angry  disputants  to  the  mortifying 
standard  of  reality.  Extremes  are  said  to  meet ;  and  the  works 
of  imagination,  as  they  are  called,  sometimes  come  the  nearest  to 
truth  and  nature.  Fielding,  in  speaking  on  this  subject,  and 
vindicating  the  use  and  dignity  of  the  style  of  writing  in  which 
he  excelled  against  the  loftier  pretensions  of  professed  historians, 
says,  ''  that  in  their  productions  nothing  is  true  but  the  names 
and  dates,  whereas  in  his  everything  is  true  but  the  names  and 
dates."     If  so,  he  has  the  advantage  on  his  side. 

I  will  here  confess,  however,  that  I  am  a  little  prejudiced  on 
the  point  in  question ;  and  that  the  efiect  of  many  fine  specula- 
tions has  been  lost  upon  me,  from  an  early  familiarity  with  the 
most  striking  pa&sages  in  the  work  to  which  I  have  just  alluded. 
Thus  nothing  can  be  more  captivating  than  the  description 
somewhere  given  by  Mr.  Burke  of  the  indissoluble  connexion 
between  learning  and  nobility,  and  of  the  respect  universally 
paid  by  wealth  to  piety  and  morals.  But  the  effect  of  this  ideal 
representation  has  always  been  spoiled  by  my  recollection  of 
Parson  Adams  sitting  over  his  cup  of  ale  in  Sir  Thomas  Booby's 
kitchen.  Echard  '  On  the  Contempt  of  the  Clergy '  is,  in  like 
manner,  a  very  good  book,  and  "  worthy  of  all  acceptation ;"  but 
somehow  an  unlucky  impression  of  the  reality  of  Parson  Trul- 
liber  involuntarily  checks  the  emotions  of  respect  to  which  it 
might  otherwise  give  rise ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  lecture 
which  Lady  Booby  reads  to  Lawyer  Scout  on  the  immediate 
expulsion  of  Joseph  and  Fanny  from  the  parish,  casts  no  very 
favourable  light  on  the  flattering  accounts  of  our  practical  juris- 
prudence which  are  to  be  found  in  Blackstone  ox  T>fe  XicXxcka. 
The  most  moral  writers,  after  aiJ,  are  tkose  vrYio  do  lioX'^^^ftXL^ 


M6  ON  THE  ENQUSH  NOVELISTS.         [lecture  ti. 

to  inculcate  any  moral.  The  professed  moralist  almost  unayoid- 
ably  degenerates  into  the  partisan  of  a  system ;  and  the  philoso- 
pher is  too  apt  to  warp  the  evidence  to  his  own  purpose.  But 
the  painter  of  manners  gives  the  facts  of  human  nature,  and 
leaves  us  to  draw  the  inference ;  if  we  are  not  ahle  to  do  this,  or 
do  it  ill,  at  least  it  is  our  own  fault 

The  first-rate  writers  in  this  class,  of  course,  are  few ;  but  those 
few  we  may  reckon  among  the  greatest  ornaments  and  best  ben- 
e&ctors  of  our  kind.  There  is  a  certain  set  of  them  who,  as  it 
were,  take  their  rank  by  the  side  of  reality,  and  are  appealed  to 
as  evidence  on  all  questions  concerning  human  nature.  The 
principal  of  these  are  Cervantes  and  Le  Sage,  who  may  be  con- 
sidered as  having  been  naturalised  among  ourselves ;  and,  of 
native  English  growth.  Fielding,  Smollett,  Richardson,  and 
Bteme.*  As  this  is  a  department  of  criticism  which  deserves 
more  attention  than  has  been  usually  bestowed  upon  it,  I  shall 
here  venture  to  recur  (not  from  choice  but  necessity)  to  what  I 
have  said  upon  it  in  a  well-known  periodical  publication  ;t  and 
endeavour  to  contribute  my  mite  towards  settling  the  standard 
of  excellence,  both  as  to  degree  and  kind,  in  these  several 
writers. 

I  shall  begin  with  the  history  of  the  renowned  *  Don  Cluixote 
de  la  Mancha,'  who  presents  something  more  stately,  more  ro- 
mantic, and  at  the  same  time  more  real  to  the  imagination,  than 
any  other  hero  upon  record.  His  lineaments,  his  accoutrements, 
his  pasteboard  vizor,  are  familiar  to  us ;  and  Mambrino's  helmet 
still  glitters  in  the  sun  1  We  not  only  feel  the  greatest  love  and 
veneration  for  the  knight  himself,  but  a  certain  respect  for  all 
those  connected  with  him,  the  curate  and  Master  Nicolas  the 
barber,  Sancho  and  Dapple,  and  even  for  Rosinante's  leanness 
and  his  errors. — ^Perhaps  there  is  no  work  which  combines  so 
much  whimsical  invention  with  such  an  air  of  truth.  Its  popu- 
larity is  almost  unequalled ;  and  yet  its  merits  have  not  been 

*.  It  Ib  not  to  be  forgotten  that  the  author  of  '  Robinson  Crusoe  *  was  also 
an  Englishman.  His  other  works,  such  as  the  '  Life  of  Colonel  Jftck/  &c., 
are  of  the  same  cast,  and  leave  an  impression  on  the  mind  more  like  that 
of  things  than  words. 

t  The  *  Edinbuigh  Review.' 
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sufficiently  understood.  The  story  is  the  least  part  of  them ; 
though  the  blunders  of  Sancho,  and  the  unlucky  adventures  of 
his  master,  are  what  naturally  catch  the  attention  of  the  majori- 
ty of  readers.  The  pathos  and  dignity  of  the  sentiments  are  of- 
ten disguised  under  the  ludicrousness  of  the  subject,  and  provoke 
laughter  when  they  might  well  draw  tears.  The  character  of 
Don  Gluixote  himself  is  one  of  the  most  perfect  disinterestedness. 
He  is  an  enthusiast  of  the  most  amiable  kind ;  of  a  nature  equally 
open,  gentle,  and  generous ;  a  lover  of  truth  and  justice ;  and 
one  who  had  brooded  over  the  fine  dreams  of  chivalry  and  ro- 
mance, till  they  had  robbed  him  of  himself,  and  cheated  his 
brain  into  a  belief  of  their  reality.  There  cannot  be  a  greater 
mistake  than  to  consider  'Don  duixote'  as  a  merely  satirical 
work,  or  as  a  vulgar  attempt  to  explode  "  the  long-forgotten  or- 
der of  chivalry."  There  could  be  no  need  to  explode  what  no 
longer  existed.  Besides,  Cervantes  himself  was  a  man  of  the 
most  sanguine  and  enthusiastic  temperament ;  and  even  through 
the  crazed  and  battered  figure  of  the  knight,  the  spirit  of  chivalry 
shines  out  with  undiminished  lustre ;  as  if  the  author  had  half- 
designed  to  revive  the  examples  of  past  ages,  and  once  more 
"  witch  the  world  with  noble  horsemanship."  Oh !  if  ever  the 
mouldering  fiame  of  Spanish  liberty  is  destined  to  break  forth, 
wrapping  the  tyrant  and  the  tyranny  in  one  consuming  blaze, 
that  the  spark  of  generous  sentiment  and  romantic  enterprise, 
from  which  it  must  be  kindled,  has  not  been  quite  extinguished, 
will  perhaps  be  owing  to  thee,  Cervantes,  and  to  thy'* Don 
Quixote  V 

The  character  of  Sancho  is  not  more  admirable  in  itself,  than 
as  a  relief  to  that  of  the  knight.  The  contrast  is  as  picturesque 
and  striking  as  that  between  the  figures  of  Rosinante  and  Dap- 
ple. Never  was  there  so  complete  a  partie  quanrree : — ^they  an- 
swer to  one  another  at  all  points.  Nothing  need  surpass  the 
truth  of  physiognomy  in  the  description  of  the  master  and  man, 
both  as  to  body  and  mind ;  the  one  lean  and  tall,  the  other  round 
and  short ;  the  one  heroical  and  courteous,  the  other  selfish  and 
servile ;  the  one  full  of  high-fiovm  fancies,  the  other  a  bag  of 
proverbs;  the  one  always  starting  some  romantic bc\i&txv&^ \)ql<^ 
other  trying  to  keep  to  the  safe  side  of  custom  and.  \x«d^>aisa. 
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The  gradual  ascendancy,  however,  obtained  by  Don  duixote 
over  Sancho,  is  as  finely  managed  as  it  is  characteristic.  Cre- 
dulity and  a  love  of  the  marvellous  are  as  natural  to  ignorance 
as  selfishness  and  cunning.  Sancho  by  degrees  becomes  a  kind 
of  lay-brother  of  the  order ;  acquires  a  taste  for  adventures  in  his 
own  way,  and  is  made  all  but  an  entire  convert  by  the  discovery 
of  the  hundred  crowns  in  one  of  his  most  comfortless  journeys. 
Towards  the  end,  his  regret  at  being  forced  to  give  up  the  pur- 
suit of  knight-errantry,  almost  equals  his  master's ;  and  he  seizes 
the  proposal  of  Don  duixote  for  them  to  turn  shepherds  with 
the  greatest  avidity — still  applying  it  in  his  own  fashion ;  for 
while  the  Don  is  ingeniously  torturing  the  names  of  his  humble 
acquaintance  into  classical  terminations,  and  contriving  scenes 
of  gallantry. and  song,  Sancho  exclaims,  'Oh,  what  delicate 
wooden  spoons  shall  I  carve !  what  crumbs  and  cream  shall  I 
devour!" — forgetting,  in  his  milk  and  fruits,  the  pullets  and 
geese  at  Camacho's  wedding. 

This  intuitive  perception  of  the  hidden  analogies  of  things,  or, 
as  it  may  be  called,  this  instinct  of  the  imagiriation,  is,  perhaps, 
what  stamps  the  character  of  genius  on  the  productions  of  art 
more  than  any  other  circumstance :  for  it  works  unconsciously, 
like  nature,  and  receives  its  impressions  from  a  kind  of  inspira- 
tion. There  is  as  much  of  this  indistinct  keeping  and  involun- 
tary unity  of  purpose  in  Cervantes  as  in  any  author  whatever. 
Something  of  the  same  unsettled,  rambling  humour  extends 
itself  to  all  the  subordinate  parts  and  characters  of  the  work. 
Thus  we  find  the  curate  confidentially  informing  Don  Gluixote, 
that  if  he  could  get  the  ear  of  the  government  he  has  something 
of  considerable  importance  to  propose  for  the  good  of  the  state ; 
and  our  adventurer  afterwards  (in  the  course  of  his  peregrina- 
tions) meets  with  a  young  gentleman  who  is  a  candidate  for 
poetical  honours,  with  a  mad  lover,  a  forsaken  damsel,  a  Ma- 
hometan lady  converted  to  the  Christian  faith,  &c. — all  delineat- 
ed with  the  same  ^truth,  wildness,  and  delicacy  of  fancy.  The 
whole  work  breathes  that  air  of  romance,  that  aspiration  after 
imaginary  good,  that  indescribable  longing  after  something 
more  than  we  possess,  that  in  all  places  and  in  all  conditions  of 
life, 
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still  prompts  the  eternal  sigh, 


For  which  we  wish  to  live,  or  dare  to  die  I" 

The  leading  cj^aracters  in  'Don  duixote'  are  strictly  individuals; 
that  is,  they  do  not  so  much  belong  to,  as  form  a  class  by  them- 
selves. In  other  words,  the  actions  and  manners  of  the  chief 
dramatis  persona  do  not  arise  out  of  the  actions  and. manners  of 
those  around  them,  or  the  situation  of  life  in  which  they  are 
placed,  but  out  of  the  peculiar  dispositions  of  the  persons  them- 
selves, operated  upon  by  certain  impulses  of  caprice  and  ac- 
cident. Yet  these  impulses  are  so  true  to  nature,  and  their 
operation  so  exactly  described,  that  we  not  only  recognise  the 
fidelity  of  the  representation,  but  recognise  it  with  all  the  ad- 
vantages of  novelty  superadded.  They  are  in  the  best  sense 
originals,  namely,  in  the  sense  in  which  nature  has  her  originals. 
They  are  unlike  anything  we  have  seen  before — may  be  said  to 
be  purely  ideal ;  and  yet  identify  themselves  more  readily  with 
our  imagination,  and  are  retained  more  strongly  in  memory, 
than  perhaps  any  others :  they  are  never  lost  in  the  crowd..  One 
test  of  the  truth  of  this  ideal  painting  is  the  number  of  allusions 
which  'Don  duixote'  has  furnished  to  the  whole  of  civilised 
.Europe  ;  that  is  to  say,  of  appropriate  cases  and  striking  illus- 
trations of  the  universal  principles  of  our  nature.  The  detached 
incidents  and  occasional  descriptions  of  human  life  are  more  fa- 
miliar and  obvious ;  so  that  we  have  nearly  the  same  insight 
here  given  us  into  the  characters  of  innkeepers,  bar-maids,  ost- 
lers, and  puppet-show  men,  that  we  have  in  Fielding.  There  is 
a  much  greater  mixture,  however,  of  the  pathetic  and  sentimental 
with  the  quaint  and  humorous,  than  there  ever  is  in  Fielding. 
I  might  instance  the  story  of  the  countryman  whom  Don  Quix- 
ote and  Sancho  met  in  their  doubtful  search  after  Dulcinea, 
driving  his  mules  to  plough  at  break  of  day,  and  "singing  the_^ 
ancient  ballad  of  Roncesvalles  1"  The  episodes,  which  are  fre- 
quently introduced,  are  excellent,  but  have,  upon  the  whole^ 
been  overrated.  They  derive  their  interest  from  their  connexion 
with  the  main  story.  We  are  so  pleased  with  that,  that  we  are 
disposed  to  receive  pleasure  from  everything  else.  Coia^«x^^^ 
for  instance,  with  the  aenous  tales  in  Boccaccio,  they  «ie  ^2^^ 
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and  somewhat  superficial.  That  Marcella,  the  fair  shepherdess, 
is,  I  think,  the  best.  I  shall  only  add,  that '  Don  Gtuixote'  was, 
at  the  time  it  was  published,  an  entirely  original  work  io  its 
kind,  and  that  the  author  claims  the  highest  hoi]|»ur  which  can 
belong  to  one,  that  of  being  the  inventor  of  a  new  style  of  wri- 
ting. I  have  never  read  his  '  Galatea,'  nor  his  *  Loves  of  Persiles 
and  Sigismunda,'  though  I  have  often  meant  to  do  it,  and  I  hope 
to  do  so  yet.  Perhaps  there  is  a  reason  lurking  at  the  bottom  of 
this  dilatoriness :  I  am  quite  sure  the  reading  of  these  works 
could  not  make  me  think  higher  of  the  author  of '  Don  Cluixote,' 
and  it  might,  for  a  moment  or  two,  make  me  think  less. 

There  is  another  Spanish  novel, '  Guzman  d'Alfarache,'  near- 
ly of  the  same  age  as  *  Don  Gluixote,'  and  of  great  genius,  though 
it  can  hardly  be  ranked  as  a  novel  or  a  work  of  imagination.  It 
is  a  series  of  strange,  unconnected  adventures,  rather  drily  told, 
but  accompanied  by  the  most  severe  and  sarcastic  commentary. 
The  satire,  the  wit,  the  eloquence,  and  reasoning,  are  of  the  most 
potent  kind :  but  they  are  didactic  rather  than  dramatic.  They 
would  suit  a  homily  or  a  pasquinade  as  well  or  better  than  a  ro- 
mance. Still  there  are  in  this  extraordinary  book  occasional 
sketches  of  character  and  humorous  descriptions,  to  which  it 
would  be  difficult  to  produce  an3rthing  superior.  This  work, 
which  is  hardly  known  in  this  country  except  by  name,  has  the 
credit,  without  any  reason,  of  being  ill**  original  of  '  Gil  Bias.* 
There  is  one.  incident  the  same,  that  of  the  unsavoury  ragout, 
which  is  serveJ  up  for  supper  at  the  inn.  In  all  other  respects 
these. two  works  are  the  very  reverse  of  each  other,  both  in  their 
excellences  and  defects. — *  Lazarillo  de  Tormes'  has  been  more 
read  than  the  '  Spanish  Rogue,'  and  is  a  work  more  readable,  on 
this  account  among  others,  that  it  is  contained  in  a  duodecimo 
instead  of  a  folio  volume.  This,  however,  is  long  enough,  con- 
sidering that  it  treats  of  only  one  subject,  that  of  eating,  or  rather 
the  possibility  of  living  without  eating.  Famine  is  here  framed 
into  an  art,  and  feasting  is  banished  far  hence.  The  hero's 
time  and  thoughts  are  taken  up  in  a  thousand  shifts  to  procure  a 
dinner ;  and  that  failing,  in  tampering  with  his  stomach  till  sup- 
per time,  when  being  forced  to  go  supperless  to  bed,  he  comforts 
himself  with  the  hopes  of  a  breakfast  the  next  morning,  of 
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which  being  again  disappointed,  he  reserves  his  appetite  for  a 
luncheon,  and  then  has  to  stave  it  off  again  by  some  meagre 
excuse  or  other  till  dinner ;  and  so  on,  by  a  perpetual  adjourn- 
ment of  this  necessary  process,  through  the  four-and-twenty  hours 
round.  The  quantity  of  food  proper  to  keep  body  and  soul  to- 
gether is  reduced  to  a  minimum ;  and  the  most  uninviting  mor- 
sels with  which  Lazarillo  meets  once  a  week  as  a  God's-send, 
are  pampered  into  the  most  sumptuous  fare  by  a  long  course  of 
inanition.  The  scene  of  this  novel  could  be  laid  nowhere  so 
properly  as  in  Spain,  that  land  of  priestcraft  and  poverty,  where 
hunger  seems  to  be  the  ruling  passion,  and  starving  the  order 
of  the  day. 

*  Gil  Bias '  has,  next  to  *  Don  duixote,'  been  more  generally 
read  and  admired  than  any  other  novel ;  and  in  one  sense  de- 
servedly so :  for  it  is  at  the  head  of  its  class,  though  that  class  is 
very  different  from,  and  I  should  say  inferior  to  the  other. 
There  is  little  individual  character  in  '  Gil  Bias.'  The  author 
is  a  describer  of  manners,  and  not  of  character.  He  does  not 
take  the  elements  of  human  nature,  and  work  them  up  into  new 
combinations  (which  is  the  excellence  of  'Don  Gluixote ;')  noir 
trace  the  peculiar  shifting  shades  of  folly  and  knavery  as  they 
are  to  be  found  in  real  life  (like  Fielding:)  but  he  takes  off,  as 
it  were,  the  general,  habitual  impression  which  circumstances 
make  on  certain  conditions  of  life,  and  moulds  all  his  characters 
accordingly.  All  the  persons  whom  he  introduces  carry  about 
with  them  the  badge  of  dieir  profession,  and  you  see  little  more 
of  them  than  their  costume.  He  describes  men  as  belonging  to 
distinct  classes  in  society;  not  as  they  are  in  themselves,  or  with 
the  individual  differences  which  are  always  to  be  discovered  in 
nature.  His  hero,  in  particular,  has  no  character  but  that  of  the 
successive  circumstances  in  which  he  is  placed.  His  priests  are 
only  described  as  priests :  his  valets,  his  players,  his  women,  his 
courtiers  and  his  sharpers,  are  all  alike.  Nothing  can  well  ex- 
ceed the  monotony  of  the  work  in  this  respect : — at  the  same 
time  that  nothing  can  exceed  the  truth  and  precision  with  which 
the  general  manners  of  these  different  characters  are  preserved^ 
nor  the  felicity  of  the  particular  traits  by  which.  lYieVt  eotoovftTL 
foibles  are  brought  out     Thus  the  Archbishop  of  Gieua^  ViSl 
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xemain  an  eyerlasting  memento  of  the  weakness  of  human  van- 
ity )  and  the  account  of  Gil  Bias'  legacy,  of  the  uncertainty  of 
human  expectations.  This  novel  is  also  deficient  in  the  fable 
as  well  as  in  the  characters.  It  is  not  a  regularly  constructed 
sCory ;  hut  a  series  of  amusing  adventures  told  with  equal  gaiety 
and  good  sense,  and  in  the  most  graceful  style  imaginahle. 

It  has  heen  usual  to  class  our  own  great  noveHsts  as  imitators 
of  one  or  other  of  these  two  writers.  Fielding,  no  douht,  is  more 
like  'Don  duixote'  than  'Gil  Bias;'  Smollett  is  more  like  'Gil 
Bias'  than  'Don  duixote ;'  hut  there  is  not  much  resemhlance 
in  either  case.  Sterne's  '  Tristram  Shandy*  is  a  more  direct  in- 
stance of  imitation.  Richardson  can  scarcely  be  called  an  imi- 
tator of  any  one ;  or  if  he  is,  it  is  of  the  sentimental  refinement 
of  Marivaux,  or  of  the  verbose  gallantry  of  the  writers  of  the 
seventeenth  century. 

There  is  very  little  to  warrant  the  common  idea  that  Fielding 
was  an  imitator  of  Cervantes,  except  his  own  declaration  of  such 
an  intention  in  the  title-page  of  '  Joseph  Andrews,'  the  roman- 
tic turn  of  the  character  of  Parson  Adams  (the  only  romantic 
character  in  his  works,)  and  the  proverbial  humour  of  Partridge, 
which  is  kept  up  only  for  a  few  pages.  Fielding's  novels  are, 
in  general,  thoroughly  his  own ;  and  they  are  thoroughly  Eng- 
lish. What  they  are  most  remarkable  for,  is  neither  sentiment, 
nor  imagination,  nor  wit,  nor  even  humour,  though  there  is  an  im* 
mense  deal  of  this  last  quality ;  but  profound  knowledge  of  human 
nature,  at  least  of  English  nature,  and  masterly  pictures  of  the 
characters  of  men  as  he  saw  them  existing.  This  quality  distin- 
guishes all  his  works,  and  is  shown  almost  equally  in  all  of  them. 
As  a  painter  of  real  life,  he  was  equal  to  Hogarth ;  as  a  mere  ob- 
server of  human  nature,  he  was  little  inferior  to  Shakspeare, 
though  without  any  of  the  genius  and  poetical  qualities  of  his  mind. 
His  humour  is  less  rich  and  laughable  than  Smollett's ;  his  wit 
as  often  misses  as  hits ;  he  has  none  of  the  fine  pathos  of  Rich- 
ardson or  Sterne ;  but  he  has  brought  together  a  greater  variety 
of  characters  in  common  life,  marked  with  more  distinct  pecu- 
liarities, and  without  an  atom  of  caricature,  than  any  other  novel 
writer  whatever.  The  extreme  subtlety  of  observation  on  the 
springs  of  human  conduct  in  ordinary  characters,  is  only  equal- 
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led  by  the  ingenuity  of  contrivance  in  bringing*  those  springs 
into  play,  in  such  a  manner  as  to  lay  open  their  smallest  irregu- 
larity. The  detection  is  always  complete,  and  made  with  the 
certainty  and  skill  of  a  philosophical  experiment,  and  the  obvi- 
ousness and  familiarity  of  a  casual  observation.  The  truth  of 
the  imitation  is  indeed  so  great,  that  it  has  been  argued  that 
Fielding  must  have  had  his  materials  ready-made  to  his  hands, 
and  was  merely  a  transcriber  of  local  manners  and  individual 
habits.  For  this  conjecture,  however,  there  seems  to  be  no 
foundation.  His  representations,  it  is  true,  are  local  and  individ- 
ual ;  but  they  are  not  the  less  profound  and  conclusive.  The 
feeling  of  the  general  principles  of  human  nature  operating  in 
particular  circumstances,  is  always  intense,  and  uppermost  in 
his  mind  ;  and  he  makes  use  of  incident  and  situation  only  to 
bring  out  character. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  give  any  illustrations.  'Tom 
Jones'  is  full  of  them.  There  is  the  account,  for  example,  of 
the  gratitude  of  the  elder  Blifil  to  his  brother,  for  assisting  him 
to  obtain  the  fortune  of  Miss  Bridget  Alworthy  by  marriage ; 
and  of  the  gratitude  of  the  poor  in  his  neighbourhood  to  Alworthy 
himself,  who  had  done  so  much  good  in  the  country  that  he  had 
made  every  one  in  it  his  enemy.  There  is  the  account  of  the 
Latin  dialogues  between  Partridge  and  his  maid,  of  the  assault 
made  on  him  during  one  of  these  by  Mrs.  Partridge,  and  the 
severe  bruises  he  patiently  received  on  that  occasion,  after  which 
the  parish  of  Little  Haddington  rang  with  the  story,  that  the , 
schoolmaster  had  killed  his  wife.  There  is  the  exquisite  keep- 
ing in  the  character  of  Blifil,  and  the  want  of  it  in  that  of  Jones. 
There  is  the  gradation  in  the  lovers  of  Molly  Seagrim,  the  phi- 
losopher Square  succeeding  to  Tom  Jones,  who  again  finds  that 
he  himself  had  succeeded  to  the  accomplished  Will  Barnes  who 
had  the  first  possession  of  her  person,  and  had  still  possession  of 
her  heart,  Jones  being  only  the  instrument  of  her  vanity,  as 
Square  was  of  her  interest.  Then  there  is  the  discreet  honesty  ^ 
of  Black  George,  the  learning  of  Thwackum  and  Square,  and 
the  profundity  of  Squire  Western,  who  considered  it  as  a  phys- 
ical impossibility  that  his  daughter  should  fall  inlo've  V\\k^awv. 
Jones.     We  hare  also  that  gentleman's  disputes  vm\i  \m  ^\!^«t^ 
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and  the  inimitable  appeal  of  that  lady  to  her  niece :  '^  I  was 
never  so  handsome  as  you,  Sophy ;  yet  I  had  something  of  you 
formerly.  I  was  caUed  the  cruel  Parthenissa.  Kingdoms  and 
states,  as  Tully  Cicero  says,  undergo  alteration,  and  so  must  the 
human  form  I "  The  adventure  of  the  same  lady  with  the  high- 
wayman, who  robbed  her  of  her  jewels  while  he  complimented 
her  beauty,  ought  not  to  be  passed  over ;  nor  that  of  Sophia  and 
her  muff,  nor  the  reserved  coquetry  of  her  cousin  Fitzpatrick, 
nor  the  description  of  Lady  Bellaston,  nor  the  modest  overtures 
of  the  pretty  widow  Hunt,  nor  the  indiscreet  babblings  of  Mrs. 
Honour.  The  moral  of  this  book  has  been  objected  to  without 
much  reason ;  but  a  more  serious  objection  has  been  made  to 
the  want  of  refinement  and  elegance  in  two  principal  characters. 
We  never  feel  this  objection,  indeed,  while  we  are  reading  the 
book;  but  at  other  times  we  have  something  like  a  lurking 
suspicion  that  Jones  was  but  an  awkward  fellow,  and  Sophia  a 
pretty  simpleton.  I  do  not  know  how  to  account  for  this  effect, 
unless  it  is  that  Fielding's  constantly  assuring  us  of  the  beauty 
of  his  hero,  and  the  good  sense  of  his  heroine,  at  last  produces  a 
distrust  of  both.  The  story  of  'Tom  Jones'  is  allowed  to  be 
unrivalled ;  and  it  is  this  circumstance,  together  with  the  vast 
variety  of  characters,  that  has  given  the  *  History  of  a  Foundling' 
80  decided  a  preference  over  Fielding's  other  novels.  The 
characters  themselves,  both  in  *  Amelia'  and  'Joseph  Andrews,' 
are  quite  equal  to  any  of  those  in  '  Tom  Jones.'  The  account 
of  Miss  Matthews  and  Ensign  Hibbert  in  the  former  of  these, — 
the  way  in  which  that  lady  reconciles  herself  to  the  death  of  her 
father, — the  inflexible  Colonel  Bath,  the  insipid  Mrs.  James,  the 
complaisant  Colonel  Trent,  the  demure,  sly,  intriguing,  equiv- 
ocal Mrs.  Bennet,  the  lord  who  is  her  seducer,  and  who  attempts 
afterwards  to  seduce  Amelia  by  the  same  mechanical  process  of 
a  concert-ticket,  a  book,  and  the  disguise  of  a  great  coat, — ^his 
little,  fat,  short-nosed,  red-faced,  good-humoured  accomplice,  the 
keeper  of  the  lodging-house,  who,  having  no  pretensions  to  gal- 
lantry herself,  has  a  disinterested  delight  in  forwarding  the 
intrigues  and  pleasures  of  others  (to  say  nothing  of  honest  At- 
kinson, the  story  of  the  miniature-picture  of  Amelia,  and  -the 
hashed  mutton^  which  are  in  a  different  style,)  a^e  master-pieces 
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of  description.  The  whole  scene  at  the  lodging-house,  the 
masquerade,  &c.,  in  *  Amelia,'  are  equal  in  interest  to  the  paral- 
lel scenes  in  '  Tom  Jones,'  and  even  more  refined  in  the  knowl- 
edge of  character.  For  instance,  Mrs.  Bennet  is  superior  to 
Mrs.  Fitzpatrick  in  her  own  way.  The  uncertainty  in  which 
the  event  of  her  interview  with  her  former  seducer  is  left,  is 
admirable.  Fielding  was  a  master  of  what  may  be  called  the 
double  entendre  of  character,  and  surprises  you  no  less  by  what 
he  leaves  in  the  dark  (hardly  known  to  the  persons  themselves) 
than  by  the  unexpected  discoveries  he  makes  of  the  real  traits 
and  circumstances  in  a  character  with  which,  till  then,  you  find 
you  were  unacquainted.  There  is  nothing  at  all  heroic,  how- 
ever, in  the  usual  style  of  his  delineations.  He  does  not  draw 
lofty  characters  or  strong  passions ;  all  his  persons  are  of  the 
ordinary  stature  as  to  intellect,  and  possess  little  elevation  of  fancy, 
or  energy  of  purpose.  Perhaps,  after  all,  Parson  Adams  is  his 
finest  character.  It  is  equally  true  to  nature  and  more  ideal 
than  any  of  the  others.  Its  unsuspecting  simplicity  makes  it  not 
only  more  amiable,  but  doubly  amusing,  by  gratifying  the  sense 
of  superior  sagacity  in  the  reader.  Our  laughing  at  him  does 
not  once  lessen  our  respect  for  him.  His  declaring  that  he  would 
willingly  walk  ten  miles  to  fetch  his  sermon  on  vanity,  merely 
to  convince  Wilson  of  his  thorough  contempt  of  this  vice,  and 
his  consoling  himself  for  the  loss  of  his  ^schylus  by  suddenly 
recollecting  that  he  could  not  read  it  if  he  had  it,  because  it  is 
dark,  are  among  the  finest  touches  of  native.  The  night  ad- 
ventures at  Lady  Booby's  with  Beau  Didapper  and  the  amia- 
ble Slipslop  are  the  most  ludicrous ;  and  that  with  the  huntsman, 
who  draws  off  the  hounds  from  the  poor  parson  because  they 
would  be  spoiled  by  following  vermin^  the  most  profound.  Field- 
ing did  not  often  repeat  himself,  but  Dr.  Harrison,  in  '  Amelia,' 
may  be  considered  as  a  variation  of  the  character  of  Adams ;  so 
also  is  Goldsmith's  *  Vicar  of  Wakefield ; '  and  the  latter  part  of 
that  work,  which  sets  out  so  delightfully,  an  almost  entire  pla- 
giarism from  Wilson's  account  of  himself,  and  Adams's  domestic 
history. 

Smollett's  first  novel,  '  Roderick  Random,^  wl^uela.  \a  «\§Ci\)C\& 
best,  appeared  about  the  same  time  as  Fielding'a  ^Toxft.3oxve&^ 
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and  yet  it  has  a  much  more  modern  air  with  it ;  but  this  may 
be  accounted  for  from  the  circumstance  that  Smollett  was  quite 
a  young  man  at  the  time,  whereas  Fielding's  manner  must  have 
been  formed  long  before.  The  style  of  '  Roderick  Random'  is 
more  easy  and  flowing  than  that  of  '  Tom  Jones ;'  the  incidents 
follow  one  another  more  rapidly  (though,  it  must  be  confessed, 
they  never  come  in  such  a  throng,  or  are  brought  out  with  the 
same  dramatic  eflect ;)  the  humour  is  broader,  and  as  efledtual; 
and  there  is  very  nearl}'',  if  not  quite,  an  equal  interest  excited 
by  the  story.  What,  then,  is  it  that  gives  the  superiority  to 
Fielding  ?  It  is  the  superior  insight  into  the  springs  of  human 
character,  and  the  constant  developement  of  that  character 
through  every  change  of  circumstance.  Smollett's  humour  often 
arises  from  the  situation  of  the  persons,  or  the  peculiarity  of  their 
external  appearance ;  as,  from  Roderick  Random's  carroty  locks, 
which  hung  down  over  his  shoulders  like  a  pound  of  candles,  or 
Strap's  ignorance  of  London,  and  the  blunders  that  follow  from 
it  There  is  a  tone  of  vulgarity  about  all  his  productions.  The 
incidents  frequently  resemble  detached  anecdotes  taken  from  a 
newspaper  or  magazine ;  and,  like  those  in  *  Gil  Bias,'  might 
happen  to  a  hundred  other  characters.  He  exhibits  the  ridicu- 
lous accidents  and  reverses  to  which  human  life  is  liable,  not 
"  the  stuff"  of  which  it  is  composed.  He  seldom  probes  to  the 
quick,  or  penetrates  beyond  the  surface ;  and,  therefore,  he  leaves 
no  stings  in  the  minds  of  his  readers,  and  in  this  respect  is  far 
less  interesting  than  Fielding.  His  novels  always  enliven,  and 
never  tire  us ;  we  take  them  up  with  pleasure,  and  lay  them 
down  without  any  strong  feeling  of  regret  We  look  on  and 
laugh,  as  spectators  of  a  highly  amusing  scene,  withoiit  closing 
in  with  the  combatants,  or  being  made  parties  in  the  event.  We 
read  'Roderick  Random'  as  an  entertaining  story,  for  the  par- 
ticular accidents  and  modes  of  life  which  it  describes  have 
ceased  to  exist;  but  we  regard  'Tom  Jones'  as  a  real  history, 
because  the  author  never  stops  short  of  those  essential  principles 
which  lie  at  the  bottom  of  all  our  actions,  and  in  which  we  feel 
an  immediate  interest — intus  et  in  cute.  Smollett  excels  most  as 
the  lively  caricaturist:  Fielding  as  the  exact  painter  and  pro- 
found metaphysician.     I  am  far  from  maintaining  that  this  ac- 
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count  applies  uniformly  to  the  productions  of  these  two  writers ; 
but  I  think  that,  as  far  as  they  essentially  differ,  what  I  have 
stated  is  the  general  distinction  between  them.  *  Roderick  Ran- 
dom' is  the  purest  of  SmoUetf  s  novels :  I  mean  in  point  of  style 
and  description.  Most  of  the  incidents  and  characters  are  sup- 
posed to  have  been  taken  from  the  events  of  his  own  life ;  and 
are,  therefore,  truer  to  nature.  There  is  a  rude  conception  of 
generosity  in  some  of  his  characters,  of  which  Fielding  seems  to 
have  been  incapable,  his  amiable  persons  being  merely  good' 
natured.  It  is  owing  to  this  that  Strap  is  superior  to  Partridge ; 
as  there  is  a  heartiness  and  warmth  of  feeling  in  some  of  the 
scenes  between  Lieutenant  Bowling  and  his  nephew,  which  is 
beyond  Fielding's  power  of  impassioned  writing.  The  whole 
of  the  scene  on  ship-board  is  a  most  admirable  and  striking 
picture,  and,  I  imagine,  very  little  if  at  all  exaggerated,  though 
the  interest  it  excites  is  of  a  very  unpleasant  kind,  because  the 
irritation  and  resistance  to  petty  oppression  can  be  of  no  avail. 
The  picture  of  the  little  profligate  French  friar,  who  was  Rod- 
erick's travelling  companion,  and  of  whom  he  always  kept  to 
the  windward,  is  one  of  Smollett's  most  masterly  sketches. — 
*  Peregrine  Pickle '  is  no  great  favourite  of  mine,  and  '  Launcelot 
Greaves'  was  not  worthy  of  the  genius  of  the  author. 

*  Humphry  Clinker '  and  *  Count  Fathom '  are  both  equally 
admirable  in  their  way.  Perhaps  the  former  is  the  most  pleas- 
ant gossiping  novel  that  was  ever  written  ;  that  which  gives  the 
most  pleasure  with  the  least  effort  to  the  reader.  It  is  quite  as 
amusing  as  going  the  journey  could  have  been ;  and  we  have 
just  as  good  an  idea  of  what  happened  on  the  road  as  if  we  had 
been  of  the  party.  Humphry  Clinker  himself  is  exquisite ;  and 
his  sweetheart,  Winifred  Jenkins,  not  much  behind  him.  Mat- 
thew Bramble,  though  not  altogether  original,  is  excellently 
supported,  and  seems  to  have  been  the  prototype  of  Sir  Anthony 
Absolute  in  the  *  Rivals.'  But  Lismahago  is  the  flower  of  the 
flock.  His  tenaciousness  in  argument  is  not  so  delightful  as  the 
relaxation  of  his  logical  severity,  when  he  finds  his  fortune 
mellowing  in  the  wintry  smiles  of  Mrs.  Tabitha  Bramble. 
This  is  the  best  preserved,  and  most  severe  ofaW.  ^mo^'fcVi^ 
character     The  resemblance  to  'Don  GtuixoW  is  otvV^  *Y>&^ 
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enough  to  make  it  interesting  to  the  critical  reader,  without 
giving  oflTence  to  anybody  else.  The  indecency  and  filth  in 
this  novel  are  what  must  be  allowed  to  all  Smollett^s  wri- 
tings.— The  subject  and  characters  in  *  Count  Fathom*  are,  in 
general,  exceedingly  disgusting :  the  story  is  also  spun  out  to  a 
degree  of  tediousness  in  the  serious  and  sentimental  parts ;  but 
there  is  more  power  of  writing  occasionally  shown  in  it  than  in 
any  of  his  works.  I  need  only  refer  to  the  fine  and  bitter  irony 
of  the  Count's  address  to  the  country  of  his  ancestors  on  his 
landing  in  England ;  to  the  robber  scene  in  the  forest,  which 
has  never  been  surpassed ;  to  the  Parisian  swindler  who  perso- 
nates a  raw  English  country  squire  (Western  is  tame  in  the  com- 
parison ;)  and  to  the  story  of  the  seduction  in  the  west  of  Eng- 
land. It  would  be  difficult  to  point  out,  in  any  author,  passages 
written  with  more  force  and  mastery  than  these. 

It  is  not  a  very  difficult  undertaking  to  class  Fielding  or 
Smollett ; — ^the  one  as  an  observer  of  the  characters  of  human 
life,  the  other  as  a  describer  of  its  various  eccentricities.  But 
it  is  by  no  means  so  easy  to  dispose  of  Richardson,  who  was 
neither  an  observer  of  the  one  nor  a  describer  of  the  other,  but 
who  seemed  to  spin  his  materials  entirely  out  of  his  own  brain, 
as  if  there  had  been  nothing  existing  in  the  world  beyond  the 
little  room  in  which  he  sat  writing.  There  is  an  artificial  reali- 
ty about  his  works  which  is  nowhere  else  to  be  met  with.  They 
have  the  romantic  air  of  a  pure  fiction,  with  the  literal  minute- 
ness of  a  common  diary.  The  author  had  the  strongest  matter- 
of-fact  imagination  that  ever  existed,  and  wrote  the  oddest  mixture 
of  poetry  and  prose.  He  does  not  appear  to  have  taken  advan- 
vantage  of  anything  in  actual  nature  from  one  end  of  his  works 
to  the  other ;  and  yet,  throughout  all  his  works,  voluminous  as 
they  are  (and  this,  to  be  sure,  is  one  reason  why  they  are  so,) — 
he  sets  about  describing  every  object  and  transaction,  as  if  the 
whole  had  been  given  in  on  evidence  by  an  eye-witness.  This 
kind  of  high  finishing  from  imagination  is  an  anomaly  in  the 
history  of  human  genius ;  and  certainly  nothing  so  fine  was 
ever  produced  by  the  same  accumulation  of  minute  parts.  There 
is  not  the  least  distraction,  the  least  forgetfulness  of  the  end — 
every  circumstance  is  made  to  t^LL    I  cannot  agree  that  this 
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exactness  of  detail  produces  heaviness ;  on  the  contrary,  it  gives 
an  appearance  of  truth,  and  a  positive  interest  to  the  story ;  and 
we  listen  with  the  same  attention  as  we  should  to  the  particulars 
of  a  confidential  communication.  I  at  one  time  used  to  think 
some  parts  of  Sir  Charles  Grandison  rather  trifling  and  tedious, 
especially  the  long  description  of  Miss  Harriet  Byron's  wedding- 
clothes,  till  I  was  told  of  two  young  ladies  who  had  severally 
copied  out  the  whole  of  that  very  description  for  their  own  pri- 
vate gratification.     After  that  I  could  not  blame  the  author. 

The  efiect  of  reading  this  work  is  like  an  increase  of  kindred. 
You  find  yourself  all  of  a  sudden  introduced  into  the  midst  of  a 
large  family,  with  aunts  and  cousins  to  the  third  and  fourth  gen- 
eration, and  grandmothers  both  by  the  father's  and  mother's  side ; 
and  a  very  odd  set  of  people  they  are,  but  people  whose  real  exis- 
tence and  personal  identity  you  can  no  more  dispute  than  your  own 
senses,  for  you  see  and  hear  all  that  they  do  or  say.  What  is  still 
more  extraordinary,  all  this  extreme  elaborateness  in  working 
out  the  story  seems  to  have  cost  the  author  nothing ;  for,  it  is  said, 
that  the  published  works  aire  mere  abridgments.  I  have  heard 
(though  this  I  suspect  must  be  a  pleasant  exaggeration)  that  Sir 
Charles  Grandison  was  originally  written  in  eight-and-twenty 
volumes. 

Pamela  is  the  first  of  Richardson's  productions,  and  the  very 
child  of  his  brain.  Taking  the  general  idea  of  the  character  of 
a  modest  and  beautiful  country  girl,  and  of  the  ordinary  situa- 
tion in  which  she  is  placed,  he  makes  out  all  the  rest,  even  to 
the  smallest  circumstance,  by  the  mere  force  of  a  reasoning 
imagination.  It  would  seem  as  if  a  step  lost,  would  be  as  fatal 
here  as  in  a  mathematical  demonstration.  The  developement 
of  the  character  is  the  most  simple,  and  comes  the  nearest  to 
nature  that  it  can  do,  without  being  the  same  thing.  The  inter- 
est of  the  story  increases  with  the  dawn  of  understanding  and 
reflection  in  the  heroine :  her  sentiments  gradually  expand 
themselves,  like  opening  flowers.  She  writes  better  every  time, 
and  acquires  a  confidence  in  herself,  just  as  a  girl  would  do,  in 
writing  such  letters  in  such  circumstances ;  and  yet  it  is  certain 
that  no  girl  would  write  such  letters  in  suc\i  c\ic\ra\s\a.tvQ.^^ 
What  I  mean  is  this: — Ricbardson^s  nature  is  always  xlickfeivsiVox^ 
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of  sentiment  and  reflection,  not  of  impulse  or  situation.  He 
furnishes  his  characters,  on  every  occasion,  with  the  presence 
of  mind  of  the  author.  He  makes  them  act,  not  as  they  would 
from  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  but  as  they  might  upon  reflec- 
tion, and  upon  a  careful  review  of  every  motive  and  circum- 
stance in  their  situation.  They  regularly  sit  down  to  write 
letters :  and  if  the  business  of  life  consisted  in  letter-writing,  and 
was  carried  on  by  the  post  (like  a  Spanish  game  at  chess,) 
human  nature  would  be  what  Richardson  represents  it.  All 
actual  objects  and  feelings  are  blunted  and  deadened  by  being 
presented  through  a  medium  which  may  be  true  to  reason,  but 
is  false  in  nature.  He  confounds  his  own  point  of  view  with 
that  of  the  immediate  actors  in  the  scene ;  and  hence  presents 
you  with  a  conventional  and  factitious  nature,  instead  of  that 
which  is  real.  Dr.  Johnson  seems  to  have  preferred  this  truth 
of  reflection  to  the  truth  of  nature,  when  he  said  that  there  was 
more  knowledge  of  the  human  heart  in  a  page  of  Richardson, 
than  in  all  Fielding.  Fielding,  however,  saw  more  of  the  prac- 
tical results,  and  understood  the  principles  as  well ;  but  he  had 
not '  the  same  power  of  speculating  upon  their  possible  results, 
and  combining  them  in  certain  ideal  forms  of  passion  and  imagi- 
nation, which  was'Richardson's  real  excellence. 

It  must  be  observed,  however,  that  it  is  this  mutual  good 
understancEng  and  comparing  of  notes  between  the  author  and 
the  persons  he  describes,  his  infinite  circumspection,  his  exact 
process  of  ratiocination  and  calculation,  which  gives  such  an 
appearance  of  coldness  and  fonnality  to  most  of  his  characters, 
— which  makes  prudes  of  his  women  and  coxcombs  of  his  men. 
Everything  is  too  conscious  in  his  works.  Everything  is  dis- 
tinctly brought  home  to  the  mind  of  the  actors  in  the  scene, 
which  is  a  fault  undoubtedly:  but  then,  it  must  be  confessed, 
everything  is  brought  home  in  its  full  force  to  the  mind  of  the 
reader  also ;  and  we  feel  the  same  interest  in  the  story  as  if  it 
were  our  own.  Can  anything  be  more  beautiful  or  more 
aflfecting  than  Pamela's  reproaches  to  her  "lumpish  heart," 
when  she  is  sent  away  from  her  master's  at  her  own  request ; 
its  lightness  when  she  is  sent  for  back ;  the  joy  which  the  con- 
victJon  of  the  sincerity  of  his  love  diffuses  in  bet  hearty  like  the 
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coming  on  of  spring ;  the  artifice  of  the  stuff  gown  ;  the  meet- 
ing with  Lady  Davers  after  her  marriage ;  and  the  trial-scene 
with  her  husband  ?  Who  ever  remained  insensible  to  the  pas- 
sion of  Lady  Clementina,  except  Sir  Charles  Grandison  himself, 
who  was  the  object  of  it  ?  Clarissa  is,  however,  his  master- 
piece, if  we  except  Lovelace.  If  she  is  fine  in  herself,  she  is 
still  finer  in  his  account  of  her.  With  that  foil,  her  purity  is 
dazzling  indeed :  and  she  who  could  triumph  by  her  virtue,  and 
the  force  of  her  love,  over  the  regality  of  Lovelace^s  mind,  his 
wit,  his  person,  his  accomplishments,  and  his  spirit,  conquers  all 
hearts.  I  should  suppose  that  never  sympathy  more  deep  or 
sincere  was  excited  than  by  the  heroine  of  Richardson's  ro- 
mance, except  by  the  calamities  of  real  life.  The  links  in  this 
wonderful  chain  of  interest  are  not  more  finely  wrought,  than 
their  whole  weight  is  over^vhelming  and  irresistible.  Who  can 
forget  the  exquisite  gradations  of  her  long  dying-scene,  or  the 
closing  of  the  coffin-lid,  when  Miss  Howe  comes  to  take  her 
last  leave  of  her  friend ;  or  the  heart-breaking  refleciion  that 
Clarissa  makes  on  what  was  to  have  been  her  wedding  day  ? 
Well  does  a  certain  writer  exclaim — 

"  Books  are  a  real  world,  both  pure  and  good, 
Round  which,  with  tendrils  strong  as  flesh  and  blood, 
Our  pastime  and  our  happiness  may  grow !" 

Richardson's  wit  was  unlike  that  of  any  other  writer — ^his  hu- 
mour was  so  too.  Both  were  the  effect  of  intense  activity  of 
mind — laboured,  and  yet  completely  effectual.  I  might  refer  to 
Lovelace's  reception  and  description  of  Hickman,  when  he 
calls  out  Death  in  his  ear,  as  the  name  of  the  person  with 
whom  Clarissa  had  fallen  in  love ;  and  to  the  scene  at  the  glove- 
shop.  What  can  be  more  magnificent  than  his  enumeration  of 
his  companions — ^^  Belton,  so  pert  and  so  pimply — Tourville, 
so  fair  and  so  foppish !"  &c.  In  casuistry  this  author  is  quite  at 
home ;  and,  with  a  boldness  greater  even  than  his  puritanical 
severity,  has  exhausted  every  topic  on  virtue  and  vice.  There 
is  another  peculiarity  in  Richardson,  not  perhaps  so  uncommon, 
which  is,  his  systematically  prefen'ing  his  most  \»sv^\^  Oaa-x-aL^v 
ters  to  his  finest^  though  both  were  equally  liis.owii  \xxiie.xv<\OT^ 
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and  he  must  be  supposed  to  have  understood  something  of 
their  qualities.  Thus  he  preferred  the  little,  selfish,  affected, 
insignificant  Miss  Byron,  to  the  divine  Clementina ;  and  again, 
Sir  Charles  Grandison  to  the  nobler  Lovelace.  I  have  nothing 
to  say  in  favour  of  Lovelace's  morality ;  but  Sir  Charles  is  the 
prince  of  coxcombs, — whose  eye  was  never  once  taken  from 
his  own  person  and  his  own  virtues ;  and  there  is  nothing  I 
which  excites  so  little  sympathy  as  this  excessive  egotism. 

It  remains  to  speak  of  Sterne;  and  I  shall  do  it  in  few 
words.  There  is  more  of  mannerism  and  affectation  in  him, 
and  a  more  immediate  reference  to  preceding  authors ;  but  his 
excellences,  where  he  is  excellent,  are  of  the  first  order.  His 
characters  are  intellectual  and  inventive,  like  Richardson's,  but 
totally  opposite  in  the  execution.  The  one  are  made  out  by 
continuity,  and  patient  repetition  of  touches;  the  others, by 
glancing  transitions  and  graceful  apposition.  His  style  is 
equally  different  from  Richardson's :  it  is  at  times  the  most  ra- 
pid, the  most  happy,  the  most  idiomatic  of  any  that  is  to  be 
found.  It  is  the  pure  essence  of  English  conversational  style. 
His  works  consist  only  of  marceaux — of  brilliant  passages.  I 
wonder  that  Goldsmith,  who  ought  to  have  known  better, 
should  call  him  "  a  dull  fellow."  His  wit  is  poignant,  though 
artificial ;  and  his  characters  (though  the  groundwork  of  some 
of  them  had  been  laid  before)  have  yet  invaluable  original 
differences ;  and  the  spirit  of  the  execution  the  master-strokes 
constantly  thrown  into  them,  are  not  to  be  surpassed.  It  is  suffi- 
cient to  name  them: — Yorick,  Dr.  Slop,  Mr.  Shandy,  My 
Uncle  Toby,  Trim,  Susanna,  and  the  "Widow  Wadman.  In 
these  he  has  contrived  to  oppose,  with  equal  felicity  and  origi- 
nality, two  characters,  one  of  pure  intellect,  and  the  other  of 
pure  good  nature,  in  My  Father  and  My  Uncle  Toby.  There 
appears  to  have  been  in  Sterne  a  vein  of  dry,  sarcastic  humour, 
and  of  extreme  tenderness  of  feeling ;  the  latter  sometimes  car- 
ried to  affectation,  as  in  the  tale  of  Maria,  and  the  apostrophe 
to  the  recording  angel ;  but  at  other  times  pure,  and  without 
blemish.  The  story  of  Le  Fevre  is  perhaps  the  finest  in  the 
English  language.  My  Father's  restlessness,  both  of  body 
and  mind^  is  inimitable.    It  is  the  model  from  which  ail  those 
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despicable  performances  against  modem  philosophy  ought  to 
have  been  copied,  if  their  authors  had  known  anything  of  the 
subject  they  were  writing  about.  My  Uncle  Toby  is  one  of 
the  finest  compliments  ever  paid  to  human  nature.  He  is  the 
most  unoffending  of  God's  creatures ;  or,  as  the  French  express 
it,  un  id  petit  bon  homme !  Of  his  bowling-green,  his  sieges, 
and  his  amours,  who  would  say  or  think  any  thing  amiss ! 

It  is  remarkable  that  our  four  best  novel-writers  belong  near- 
ly to  the  same  age.  We  also  owe  to  the  same  period  (the  reign 
of  George  IL)  the  inimitable  Hogarth,  and  some  of  our  best 
writers  of  the  middle  style  of  comedy.  If  I  were  called  upon 
to  account  for  this  coincidence,  I  should  waive  the  consideration 
of  more  general  causes,  and  ascribe  it  at  once  to  the  establish- 
ment of  the  Protestant  ascendancy,  and  the  succession  of  the  * 
House  of  Hanover.  These  great  events  appear  to  have  given 
a  more  popular  turn  to  our  literature  and  genius,  as  well  as  to 
our  government  It  was  found  high  time  that  the  people 
should  be  represented  in  books  as  well  as  in  Parliament.  They 
wished  to  see  some  account  of  themselves  in  what  they  read ; 
and  not  to  be  confined  always  to  the  vices,  the  miseries,  and  frivo- 
lities of  the  great.  Our  domestic  tragedy,  and  our  earliest  peri- 
odical works,  appeared  a  little  before  the  same  period.  In  des- 
potic countries,  human  nature  is  not  of  sufficient  importance  to 
be  studied  or  described.  The  canaille  are  objects  rather  of  dis- 
gust than  curiosity;  and  there  are  no  middle  classes.  The 
works  of  Racine  and  Moliere  are  either  imitations  of  the  verbi- 
age of  the  court,  before  which  they  were  represented,  or  fanciful 
caricatures  of  the  manners  of  the  lowest  of  the  people.  But  in  the 
period  of  our  history  in  question,  a  security  of  person  and  pro- 
perty, and  a  freedom  of  opinion  had  been  established,  which 
made  every  man  feel  of  some  consequence  to  himself,  and  ap- 
pear an  object  of  some  curiosity  to  his  neighbours :  our  manners 
become  more  domesticated;  there  was  a  general  spirit  of  sturdi- 
ness  and  independence,  which  made  the  English  character 
more  truly  English  than  perhaps  at  any  other  period — that  is, 
more  tenacious  of  its  own  opinions  and  purposes.  The  whole 
surface  of  society  appeared  cut  out  into  square  endosva^^  ^xi^ 
flharp  angles,  which  extended  to  the  dresses  of  t!b.e  Xkcv^^  ^<b\t 
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gravel-walks  and  clipped  hedges.  Each  individual  had  a  certain 
ground-plot  of  his  own  to  cultivate  his  particular  humours  in, 
and  let  them  shoot  out  at  pleasure ;  and  a  most  plentiful  crop 
they  have  produced  accordingly.  The  reign  of  George  II 
was,  in  a  word,  the  age  of  hobby-horses :  but,  since  that  period, 
things  have  taken  a  different  turn. 

His  present  Majesty  (God  save  the  mark !)  during  almost  the 
whole  of  his  reign,  has  been  constantly  mounted  on  a  great 
war-horse ;  and  has  fairly  driven  all  competitors  out  of  the  field 
Instead  of  minding  our  own  affairs,  or  laughing  at  each  other, 
the  eyes  of  all  his  faithful  subjects  have  been  fixed  on  the  ca- 
reer of  the  sovereign,  and  all  hearts  anxious  for  the  safety  of 
his  person  and  government.     Our  pens  and  our  swords  have 
been  alike  drawn  in  their  diefence ;  and  the  returni?  of  killed 
and  wounded,  the  manufacture  of  newspapers  and  parliament- 
ary speeches,  have  exceeded  all  former  example.     If  we  have 
had  a  little  of  the  blessings  of  peace,  we  have  had  enough  of 
the  glories  and  calamities  of  war.     His  Majesty  has  indeed 
contrived  to  keep  alive  the  greatest  public  interest  ever  known, 
by  his  determined  manner  of  riding  his  hobby  for  half  a  centU' 
ry  together,  with  the  aristocracy,  the  democracy,  the  clergy,  the 
landed  and  monied  interest,  and  the  rabble,  in  full  cry  ailer 
him ; — and  at  the  end  of  his  career,  most  happily  and  unex- 
pectedly succeeded,  amidsi  empires  lost  and  won,   kingdoms 
overturned  and  created,  and  the  destruction  of  an  incredible 
number  of  lives,  in  restoring  the  divine  right  of  kings,  and  thus 
preventing  any  future  abuse  of  the  example  which  seated  his 
family  on  the  throne  ! 

It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  if  amidst  the  tumults  of  events 
crowded  into  this  period,  our  literature  has  partaken  of  the  dis- 
order of  the  time ;  if  our  prose  has  run  mad,  and  our  poetry 
grown  childish.  Among  those  persons  who  "have  kept  the 
even  tenor  of  their  way,**  the  author  of  ^  Evelina,* '  Cecilia,*  and 
'  Camilla,*  must  be  allowed  to  hold  a  distinguished  place.*     Mrs, 

*'TheFoolofQ,uality,'  'David  Simple,'  and  ' Sydney  Biddulph/  writ- 
ten about  the  middle  of  the  last  century,  belong  to  the  ancient  regime  of 
novel-writing.  Of  the  *  Vicar  of  Wakefield*  *!  have  attempted  a  character 
elsewhere. 
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Radcliffe's  "  enchantments  drear,"  and  mouldering  castles,  de- 
rived part  of  their  interest,  no  doubt,  from  the  supposed  tottering 
state  of  all  old  structures  at  the  time  ;  and  Mrs.  Inchbald's  '  Na- 
ture and  Art'  would  scarcely  have  had  the  same  popularity,  but 
that  it  fell  in  (as  to  its  two  main  characters)  with  the  prevailing 
prejudice  of  the  moment,  that  judges  and  bishops  were  not  in- 
variably pure  abstractions  of  justice  and  piety.    Mrs.  Edgeworth's 
*  Tales,'  again,  (with  the  exception  of  *  Castle  Rack-rent,'  which 
is  a  genuine,  unsophisticated,  national  portrait)  are  a  kind  of 
pedantic,  pragmatical,  common  sense,  tinctured  with  the  pertness 
and  pretensions  of  the  paradoxes  to  which  they  are  so  self-com- 
placently  opposed.     Madame  D' Atblay  is,  on  the  contrary,  quite 
of  the  old  school,  a  mere  common  observer  of  manners,  and  also 
a  very  woman.     It  is  this  last  circumstance  which  forms  the 
peculiarity  of  her  writings,  and  distinguishes  them  from  those 
masterpieces  which  I  have  before  mentioned.     She  is  a  quick, 
lively,  and  accurate  observer  of  persons  and  things  ;  but  she  al- 
ways looks  at  them  with  a  consciousness  of  her  sex,  and  in  that 
point  of  view  in  which  it  is  the  particular  business  and  interest 
of  women  to  observe  them.     There  is  little  in  her  works  of  pas- 
sion or  character,  or  even  manners,  in  the  most  extended  sense 
of  the  word,  as  implying  the  sum-total  of  our  habits  and  pursuits; 
her^br^g  is  in  describing  the  absurdities  and  affectations  of  ex- 
ternal behaviour,  or  the  manners  of  people  in  company.     Her 
characters,  which  are  ingenious  caricatures,  are,  no  doubt,  dis- 
tinctly marked,  and  well  kept  up ;  but  they  are  slightly  shaded, 
and  exceedingly  uniform.     Her  heroes  and  heroines,  almost  all 
of  them,  depend  on  the  stock  of  a  single  phrase  or  sentiment, 
and  have  certain  mottoes  or  devices  by  which  they  may  always 
be  known.     They  form  such  characters  as  people  might  be  sup- 
posed to  assume  for  a  night  at  a  masquerade.     She  presents  not 
the  whole-length  figure,  nor  even  the  face,  but  some  prominent 
feature.     In  one  of  her  novels,  for  example,  a  lady  appears  regu- 
larly every  ten  pages,  to  get  a  lesson  in  music  for  nothing.    She 
never  appears  for  any  other  purpose ;  this  is  all  you  know  of 
her ;  and  in  this  the  whole  wit  and  humour  of  the  character 
consists.     Meadows  is  the  same,  who  has  always  \\i^  exv&  o^ 
being  tired^  without  any  other  idea.     It  has  been  aaii  oi  ^\tfi>ir 
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speare,  that  you  may  always  assign  his  speeches  to  the  proper 
characters ;  and  you  may  infallibly  do  the  same  thing  with  Ma- 
dame D'Arblay's,  for  they  always  say  the  same  thing.  The 
Braughton^s  are  the  best.  Mr.  Smith  is  an  exquisite  city  por- 
trait. '  Evelina'  is  also  her  best  novel,  because  it  is  the  shortest; 
that  is,  it  has  all  the  liveliness  in  the  sketches  of  character,  and 
smartness  of  comic  dialogue  and  repartee,  without  the  tedious- 
ness  of  the  story,  and  endless  affectation  of  sentiment  which  dis- 
figures the  others. 

Women,  in  general,  have  a  quicker  perception  of  any  oddity 
or  singularity  of  character  than  men,  and  are  more  alive  to  every 
absurdity  which  arises  from  a  violation  of  the  rules  of  society,  or 
a  deviation  from  established  custom.     This  partly  arises  from  the 
restraints  on  their  own  behaviour,  which  turn  their  attention  con- 
stantly on  the  subject,  and  partly  from  other  causes.     The  sur- 
face of  their  minds,  like  that  of  their  bodies,  seems  of  a  finer 
texture  than  ours ;  more  soft,  and  susceptible  of  immediate  im- 
pulses.    They  have  less  muscular  strength,  less  power  of  con- 
tinued voluntary  attention,  of  reason,  passion,  and  imagination ; 
but  they  are  more  easily  impressed  with  whatever  appeals  to 
their  senses  or  habitual  prejudices.     The  intuitive  perception  of 
their  minds  is  less  disturbed  by  any  abstruse  reasonings  on 
causes  or  consequences.     They  learn  the  idiom  of  character  and 
manners,  as  they  acquire  that  of  language,  by  rote,  without 
troubling  themselves  about  the  principles.     Their  observation  is 
not  the  less  accurate  on  that  account,  as  far  as  it  goes,  for  it  has 
been  well  said  that  "  there  is  nothing  so  true  as  habit." 

There  is  little  other  power  in  Madame  D'Arblay*s  novels  than 
that  of  immediate  observation ;  her  characters,  whether  of  refine 
ment  or  vulgarity,  are  equally  superficial  and  confined.  The 
whole  is  a  question  of  form,  whether  that  form  is  adhered  to  or 
infringed  upon.  It  is  this  circumstance  which  takes  away  dig- 
nity and  interest  from  her  story  and  sentiments,  and  makes  the 
one  so  teazing  and  tedious,  and  the  other  so  insipid.  The  diffi- 
culties in  which  she  involves  her  heroines  are  too  much  '  Female 
Difficulties ;'  they  are  difficulties  created  out  of  nothing.  The 
author  appears  to  have  no  other  idea  of  refinement  than  it  is  the 
Teveise  of  vulgarity ;  but  the  reverse  of  vulgarity  is  festidious- 
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ness  and  affectation.  There  is  a  true  and  a  false  delicacy.  Be- 
cause a  vulgar  country  Miss  would  answer  "yes"  to  a  proposal 
of  marriage  in  the  first  page,  Madame  D'Arblay  makes  it  a  proof 
of  an  excess  of  refinement,  and  an  indispensable  point  of  etiquette 
in  her  young  ladies  to  postpone  the  answer  to  the  end  of  fi-yje 
volumes,  without  the  smallest  reason  for  their  doing  so,  and  with 
every  reason  to  the  contrary.  The  reader  is  led  every  moment 
to  expect  a  derumemerUj  and  is  as  often  disappointed  on  some 
trifling  pretext.  The  whole  artifice  of  her  fable  consists  in  com- 
ing to  no  conclusion.  Her  ladies  "  stand  so  upon  the  order  of 
their  going,"  that  they  do  not  go  at  all.  They  will  not  abate  an 
ace  of  their  punctilio  in  any  circumstances  or  on  any  emergency. 
They  would  consider  it  as  quite  indecorous  to  run  down  stairs 
though  the  house  were  in  flames,  or  to  move  an  inch  off  the 
pavement  though  a  scaffolding  was  falling.  She  has  formed 
to  herself  an  abstract  idea  of  perfection  in  common  behaviour, 
which  is  quite  as  romantic  and  impracticable  as  any  other  idea 
of  the  sort ;  and  the  consequence  has  naturally  been  that  she 
makes  her  heroines  commit  the  greatest  improprieties  and  absur- 
dities in  order  to  avoid  the  smallest.  In  opposition  to  a  maxim 
in  philosophy,  they  constantly  act  from  the  weakest  motive,  or 
rather  from  pure  contradiction.  The  whole  tissue  of  the  fable' 
is,  in  general,  more  wild  and  chimerical  than  anything  in  '  Don 
duixote,'  without  the  poetical  truth  or  elevation.  Madame 
D'Arblay  has  woven  a  web  of  difficulties  for  her  heroines, 
something  like  the  green  silken  threads  in  which  the  shep- 
herdesses entangled  the  steed  of  Cervantes'  hero,  who  swore,  in 
his  fine  enthusiastic  way,  that  he  would  sooner  cut  his  passage 
to  another  world  than  disturb  the  least  of  those  beautiful  meshes. 
To  mention  the  most  painful  instance — the  '  Wanderer,'  in  her 
last  novel,  raises  obstacles  lighter  than  "  the  gossamer  that  idles 
in  the  wanton  summer  Eur,"  into  insurmountable  barriers ;  and 
trifles  with  those  that  arise  out  of  common  sense,  reason,  and 
necessity.  Her  conduct  is  not  to  be  accounted  for  directly  out 
of  the  circumstances  in  which  she  is  placed,  but  out  of  some 
fictitious  and  misplaced  refinement  on  them.  It  is  a  perpetual 
game  at  cross-purposes.  There  being  a  plain  and.  Sttotv^  Taa^SCT^ 
why  she  fitiGuld pursue  any  course  of  action,  is  a  svxf&e^fiTLXx^aaDTi 
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for  her  to  avoid  it,  and  the  perversity  of  her  conduct  is  in  pro- 
portion to  its  levity — as  the  lightnesrs  of  the  feather  baffles  the 
force  of  the  impulse  that  is  given  to  it,  and  the  slightest  breath 
of  air  turns  it  back  on  the  hand  from  which  it  is  thrown.  We 
can  hardly  consider  this  as  the  perfection  of  the  female  character ! 
I  must  say  I  like  Mrs.  Radclifie's  romances  better,  and  think 
of  them  oftener;  and  even  when  I  do  not,  part  of  the  impression 
with  which  I  survey  the  full-orbed  moon  shining  in  the  blue 
expanse  of  heaven,  or  hear  the  wind  sighing  through  the  au- 
tumnal leaves,  or  walk  under  the  echoing  archways  of  a  Grothic 
ruin*  is  owing  to  a  repeated  perusal  of  the  *  Romance  of  the 
Forest,'  and  the  '  Mysteries  of  Udolpho.'  Her  descriptions  d 
scenery,  indeed,  are  vague  and  wordy  to  the  last  degree ;  they 
are  neither  like  Salvator  nor  Claude,  nor  nature  nor  art ;  and 
^e  dwells  on  the  effects  of  moonlight  till  we  are  sometimes 
weary  of  them ;  her  characters  are  insipid,  the  shadows  of  a 
shade,  continued  on,  under  different  names,  through  all  her 
novels ;  her  story  comes  to  nothing.  But  in  harrowing  up  the 
soul  with  imaginary  horrors,  and  making  the  flesh  creep,  and 
the  nerves  thrill  with  fond  hopes  and  fears,  she  is  unrivalled 
among  her  fair  country-women.  Her  great  power  lies  in  de- 
scribing the  indefinable,  and  embodying  a  phantom.  She  makes 
her  readers  twice  children ;  and  from  the  dim  and  shadowy  veil 
which  she  draws  over  the  objects  of  her  fancy,  forces  us  to  be- 
lieve all  that  is  strange,  and  next  to  impossible,  of  their  myste- 
rious agency ;  whether  it  is  the  sound  of  the  lover's  lute  borne 
o'er  the  distant  waters  along  the  winding  shores  of  Provence, 
recalling  with  its  magic  breath,  some  long-lost  friendship  or  some 
hopeless  love ;  or  the  full  choir  of  the  cloistered  monks,  chaunt- 
ing  their  midnight  orgies ;  or  the  lonely  voice  of  an  unhappy 
sister  in  her  pensive  cell,  like  angels'  whispered  music ;  or  the 
deep  sigh  that  steals  from  a  dungeon  on  the  startled  ear  ;  or  the 
dim  apparition  of  ghastly  features ;  or  the  face  of  an  assassin 
hid  beneath  a  monk's  cowl ;  or  the  robber  gliding  through  the 
twilight  gloom  of  the  forest  All  the  fascination  that  links  the 
world  of  passion  to  the  world  unknown  is  hers,  and  she  plays 
with  it  at  her  pleasure ;  she  has  all  the  poetry  of  romance,  all 
that  is  obscure,  visionary,  and  objectless  in  the  imagination.    It 


LECTURE  VI.]        ON  THE  ENGLISH  NOVELISTS.  149 

seems  that  the  simple  notes  of  Clara's  lute,  which  so  delighted 
her  youthful  heart,  still  echo  among  the  rocks  and  mountains  of 
the  Valois ;  the  mellow  tones  of  the  minstrePs  songs  still  mingle 
with  the  noise  of  the  dashing  oar,  and  the  rippling  of  the  silver 
waves  of  the  Mediterranean ;  the  voice  of  Agnes  is  heard  from 
the  haunted  tower,  and  Schedoni's  form  still  stalks  through  the 
frowning  ruins  of  Palinzi.  The  greatest  treat,  however,  which 
Mrs.  Radcliffe's  pen  has  provided  for  the  lovers  of  the  marvellous 
and  terrible  is  the  Provencal  tale  which  Ludovico  reads  in  the 
Castle  of  Udolpho  as  the  lights  are  beginning  to  bum  blue,  and 
just  before  the  faces  appear  from  behind  the  tapestry  that  carry 
him  off,  and  we  hear  no  more  of  him.  This  tale  is  of  a  knight, 
who  being  engaged  in  a  dance  at  some  high  festival  of  old 
romance,  was  summoned  out  by  another  knight  clad  in  com- 
plete steel ;  and  being  solemnly  adjured  to  follow  him  into  the 
mazes  of  the  neighbouring  wood,  his  conductor  brought  him  at 
length  to  a  hollow  glade  in  the  thickest  part,  where  he  pointed 
to  the  murdered  corse  of  another  knight,  and  lifting  up  his  beavel 
showed  him  by  the  gleam  of  moonlight  which  fell  on  it,  that  if 
had  the  face  of  his  spectre-guide !  The  dramatic  power  in  the 
character  of  Schedoni,  the  Italian  monk,  has  been  much  admired 
and  praised ;  but  the  effect  does  not  depend  upon  the  character^ 
but  the  situations;  not  upon  the  figure,  but  upon  tl\e  back- 
ground. The  '  Castle  of  Otranto '  (which  is  supposed  to  have 
led  the  way  to  this  style  of  writing)  is,  to  my  notion,  dry,  meagre, 
and  without  effect.  It  is  done  upon  false  principles  of  taste. 
The  great  hand  and  arm  which  are  thrust  into  the  court-yard, 
and  remain  there  all  day  long,  are  the  pasteboard  machinery  of 
a  pantomime;  they  Aock  the  senses,  and  have  no  purchase 
upon  the  imaginatiph.  They  are  a  matter-of-fact  impossibility ; 
a  fixture,  and  no  longer  a  phantom.  Qttod  sic  mihi  ostendis^  irir 
credulus  odi.  By  reahsing  the  chimeras  of  ignorance  and  fear, 
begot  upon  shadows  and  dim  likenesses,  we  take  away  the  very- 
grounds  of  credulity  and  superstition  ;  and,  as  in  other  cases,  by 
facing  out  the  imposture  betray  the  secret  to  the  contempt  and 
laughter  of  the  spectators.  The  '  Recess,*  and  the  '  Old  English. 
Baron,'  are  also  "  dismal  treatises,"  but  with  \itt\e  m  \iaewv^*  ^ 
which  our  feU  of  hair  is  like  to  rouse  and  stir  as  H^  wet^  mSx^^ 
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They  are  dull  and  prosing,  without  the  spirit  of  fiction  or  the 
air  of  tradition  to  make  them  interesting.  After  Mrs.  Radcliffe, 
Monk  Lewis  was  the  greatest  master  of  the  art  of  freezing  the 
blood.  The  robber-scene  in  the  'Monk*  is  only  inferior  to  that 
in  *  Count  Fathom/  and  perfectly  new  in  the  circumstances  and 
cast  of  the  characters.  Some  of  his  descriptions  are  chargeable 
with  unpardonable  grossness,  but  the  pieces  of  poetry  interspersed 
in  this  far-famed  novel,  such  as  the  fight  of  Roncesvalles  and  the 
Exile,  in  particular,  have  a  romantic  and  delightful  harmony, 
such  as  might  be  chaunted  by  the  moon-light  pilgrim,  or  might 
lull  the  dreaming  mariner  on  summer  seas. 

If  Mrs.  Radcliffe  touched  the  trembling  chords  of  the  imagi- 
nation, making  wild  music  there,  Mrs.  Inchbald  has  no  less 
power  over  the  springs  of  the  heart.  She  not  only  moves  the 
affections  but  melts  us  into  "  all  the  luxury  of  woe."  Her  '  Na- 
ture and  Art'  is  one  of  the  most  pathetic  and  interesting  stories 
in  the  world.  It  is,  indeed,  too  much  so ;  or  the  distress  is  too 
naked,  and  the  situations  hardly  to  be  borne  with  patience.  I 
think  nothing,  however,  can  exceed  in  delicacy  and  beauty  the 
account  of  the  love-letter  which  the  poor  girl,  who  is  the  subject 
of  the  story,  receives  from  her  lover,  and  which  she  is  a  fortnight 
in  spelling  out,  sooner  than  show  it  to  any  one  else ;  nor  the 
dreadful  catastrophe  of  the  last  fatal  scene,  in  which  the  same 
poor  creature,  as  her  former  seducer,  now  become  her  judge,  is 
about  to  pronounce  sentence  of  death  upon  her,  cries  out  in 
agony — ^^  Oh,  not  from  you !"  The  effect  of  this  novel  upon 
the  feelings,  is  not  only  of  the  most  distressing,  but  withering 
kind.  It  blights  the  sentiments,  and  haunts  the  memory.  The 
*  Simple  Story'  is  not  much  better  in  this  respect :  the  gloom, 
however,  which  hangs  over  it  is  of  a  more  fixed  and  tender  kind : 
we  are  not  now  lifted  to  ecstasy,  only  to  be  plunged  into  madness ; 
and  besides  the  sweetness  and  dignity  of  some  of  the  characters, 
there  are  redeeming  traits,  retrospective  glances  on  the  course 
of  human  life,  which  brighten  the  backward  stream,  and  smile 
in  hope  or  patience  to  the  last.  Such  is  the  account  of  SaAdford, 
her  stern  and  inflexible  adviser,  sitting  by  the  bedside  of  Miss 
Milner,  and  comforting  her  in  her  dying  moments ;  thus  soften- 
ing the  worst  pang  of  human  nature,  and  leconciling  us  to  the 


LECTURE  VI.]  .      ON  THE  ENGUSH  NOVELISTS.  151 

best,  but  not  most  shining  virtues  in  human  character.  The 
conclusion  of  *  Nature  and  Art/  on  the  contrary,  is  a  scene  of 
heartless  desolation,  which  must  effectually  deter  any  one  from 
ever  reading  the  book  twice.  Mrs.  Inchbald  is  an  instance  to 
confute  the  assertion  of  Rousseau,  that  women  fail  whenever 
they  attempt  to  describe  the  passion  of  love. 

I  shall  conclude  this  Lecture,  by  saying  a  few  words  of  the 
author  of  *  Caleb  Williams,'  and  the  author  of  *  Waverley/  I 
shall  speak  of  the  last  first.  In  knowledge,  in  variety,  in  facility, 
in  truth  of  painting,  in  costume  and  scenery,  in  freshness  of  sub- 
ject, and  in  untired  interest,  in  glancing  lights  and  the  graces 
of  a  style  passing  at  will  "  from  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  to 
severe,"  at  once  romantic  and  familiar,  having  the  utmost  force 
of  imitation  and  apparent  freedom  of  invention ;  these  novels 
have  the  highest  claims  to  admiration.  What  lack  they  yet? 
The  author  has  all  power  given  him  from  without — ^he  has  not, 
perhaps,  an  equal  power  from  within.  The  intensity  of  the 
feeling  is  not  equal  to  the  distinctness  of  the  imagery.  He  sits 
like  a  magician  in  his  cell,  and  conjures  up  all  shapes  and 
sights  to  the  view ;  and  with  a  little  variation  we  might  apply 
to  him  what  Spenser  says  of  Fancy : — 

"  His  chamber  was  dispainted  all  within 
With  sundry  colours,  in  the  which  were  writ 
Infinite  shapes  of  things  dispersed  thin ; 
Some  such  as  in  the  world  were  never  yet ; 
Some  daily  scene  and  knowen  by  their  names, 
Such  as  in  idle  fantasies  do  flit  ] 
Infernal  hags,  centaurs,  fiends,  hippodames. 
Apes,  lions,  eSgles,  owls,  fools,  lovers,  children,  dames." 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  phantasmagoria,  thtf  author  himself  never 
appears  to  take  part  with  his  characters,  to  prompt  our  affection 
to  the  good,  or  sharpen  our  antipathy  to  the  bad.  It  is  the  per- 
fection of  art  to  conceal  art ;  and  this  is  here  done  so  completely, 
that  while  it  adds  to  our  pleasure  in  the  work,  it  seems  to  take 
away  from  the  merit  of  the  author.  As  he  does  not  thrust  him- 
self forward  in  the  foreground,  he  loses  the  credit  of  the  per- 
formance. The  copies  are  so  true  to  nature,  thaX  Xiv&Y  ^"^"^"^^ 
like  tapestry  Bgures  taken  offhy  the  pattern  *,  tke  oWiom^  ^"aXj^- 
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work  of  tradition  and  history.  His  characters  are  transplanted 
at  once  from  their  native  soil  to  the  p€ige  which  we  are  reading, 
without  any  traces  of  their  having  passed  through  the  hot-bed 
of  the  author's  genius  or  vanity.  He  leaves  them  as  he  found 
them;  but  this  is  doing  wonders,  .'he  Laird  and  the  Baillie 
of  Bradwardine,  the  idiot  rhymer,  Daviu  Gallatly,  Miss  Rose 
Bradwardine,  and  Miss  Flora  Mac  Ivor,  her  brother  the  High- 
land Jacobite  chieftain,  Vic  Ian  Vhor,  the  Highland  rover, 
Donald  Bean  Lean,  and  the  worthy  page  Galium  Beg,  Both- 
well  and  Balfour  of  Burley,  Claverhouse  and  Macbriar,  Elshie 
the  Black  Dwarf,  and  the  Red  Reever  of  Westburn  Flat, 
Hobbie  and  Grace  Armstrong,  EUengowan  and  Dominie  Samp- 
son, Dirk  Hatteraick  and  Meg  Merrilies,  are  at  present  "  familiar 
in  our  mouths  as  household  names,"  and  whether  they  are 
actual  persons  or  creations  of  the  poet's  pen,  is  an  impertinent 
inquiry.  The  picturesque  and  local  scenery  is  as  fresh  as  the 
lichen  on  the  rock :  the  characters  are  a  part  of  the  scenery. 
If  they  are  put  in  action,  it  is  a  moving  picture :  if  they  speak, 
we  hear  their  dialect  and  the  tones  of  their  voice.  If  the  hu- 
mour is  made  out  by  dialect,  the  character  by  the  dress,  the 
interest  by  the  facts  and  documents  in  the  author's  possession, 
we  have  no  right  to  complain,  if  it  is  made  out ;  but  sometimes 
it  hardly  is,  and  then  we  have  a  right  to  say  so.  For  instance, 
in  the  *  Tales  of  my  Landlord,'  Canny  Elshie  is  not  in  himself 
so  formidable  or  petrific  a  person  as  the  real  Black  Dwarf, 
called  David  Ritchie,  nor  are  his  acts  or  sayings  so  staggering 
to  the  imagination.  Again,  the  first  introduction  of  this  extra- 
ordinary personage,  groping  about  among  the  hoary  twilight 
ruins  of  the  witch  of  Micklestane  Moor  and  her  Grey  Geese, 
is  as  full  of  pertematural  power  and  bewildering  effect  (accor- 
ding to  the  tradition  of  the  country)  as  can  be ;  while  the  last 
decisive  scene,  where  the  Dwarf,  in  his  resumed  character  of 
Sir  Edward  Mauley,  comes  from  the  tomb  in  the  Chapel,  to 
prevent  the  '  forced  marriage  of  the  daughter  of  his  former  be- 
trothed mistress  with  the  man  she  abhors,  is  altogether  power- 
less and  tame.  No  situation  could  be  imagined  more  finely 
calculated  to  call  forth  an  author's  powers  of  imagination  and 
passion  ]  but  nothing  is  done.     The  assembly  is  dispersed  under 
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circumstances  of  the  strongest  natural  feeling,  and  the  most 
appalling  preternatural  appearances,  just  as  if  the  effect  had 
been  produced  by  a  peace-officer  entering  for  the  same  purpose. 
These  instances  of  a  falling-off  are,  however,  rare ;  and  if  this 
author  should  not  be  supposed  by  fastidious  critics  to  have  orig- 
inal genius  in  the  highest  degree,  he  has  other  qualities  which 
supply  its  place  so  well,  his  materials  are  so  rich  and  varied, 
and  he  uses  them  so  lavishly,  that  the  reader  is  no  loser  by  the 
exchange.  We  are  not  in  fear  that  he  should  publish  another 
novel ;  we  are  under  no  apprehension  of  his  exhaustingihimself, 
for  he  has  shown  that  he  is  inexhaustible. 

Whoever  else  is,  it  is  pretty  clear  that  the  author  of  '  Caleb 
Williams'  and  *St.  Leon'  is  not  the  author  of  *Waverley.* 
Nothing  can  be  more  distinct  or  excellent  in  their  several  ways 
than  these  two  writers.  If  the  one  owes  almost  everything  to 
external  observation  and  traditional  character,  the  other  owes 
everything  to  internal  conception  and  contemplation  of  the  pos- 
sible workings  of  the  human  mind.  There  is  little  knowledge 
of  the  world,  little  variety,  neither  an  eye  for  the  picturesque, 
nor  a  talent  for  the  humorous  in  ^  Caleb  Williams'  for  instance, 
but  you  cannot  doubt  for  a  moment  of  the  originality  of  the 
work  and  the  force  of  the  conceptiori.  The  impression  made 
upon  the  reader  is  the  exact  measure  of  the  strength  of  the 
authoif's  genius.  For  the  effect,  both  in  *  Caleb  Williams'  and 
'  St.  Leon,'  is  entirely  made  out,  neither  by  facts,  nor  dates,  by 
black-letter  or  magazine  learning,  by  transcript  or  record,  but 
by  intense  and  patient  study  of  the  human  heart,  and  by  an 
imagination  projecting  itself  into  certain  situations,  and  capable 
of  working  up  its  imaginary  feelings  to  the  height  of  reality. 
The  author  launches  into  the  ideal  world,  and  must  sustain 
himself  and  the  reader  there  by  the  mere  force  of  imagination. 
The  sense  of  power  in  the  writer  thus  adds  to  the  interest  of  the 
subject. — The  character  of  Falkland  is  a  sort  of  apotheosis  of 
the  love  of  fame.  The  gay,  the  gallant  Falkland  lives  only  in 
the  good  opinion  of  good  men ;  for  this  he  adorns  his  soul  with 
virtue,  and  tarnishes  it  with  crime ;  he  lives  only  with  this,  and 
dies  as  he  loses  it.  He  is  a  lover  of  virtue  but  a  "wot^v^i^et  ^i 
fame.     Stun^  to  madness  by  a  brutal  insult,  lie  aven^e^VMoa^ 
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by  a  crime  of  the  deepest  die,  and  the  remorse  of  his  conscience 
and  the  stain  upon  his  honour  prey  upon  his  peace  and  reason 
ever  after.  It  was  into  the  mouth  of  such  a  character  that  a 
modern  poet  has  well  put  the  words, 


(( 


Action  is  momentary, 


The  motion  of  a  muscle,  this  way  or  that ; 
Sufiering  is  long,  obscure,  and  infinite." 

In  the  conflict  of  his  feelings  he  is  worn  to  a  skeleton,  wasted 
to  a  shadow.  But  he  endures  this  living  death  to  watch  over 
his  undying  reputation,  and  to  preserve  his  name  unsullied  and 
free  from  suspicion.  But  he  is  at  last  disappointed  in  this  his 
darling  object,  by  the  very  means  he  takes  to  secure  it,  and  by 
harassing  and  goading  Caleb  Williams  (whose  insatiable,  inces- 
sant curiosity  had  wormed  itself  into  his  confidence)  to  a  state 
of  desperation,  by  employing  every  sort  of  persecution,  and  by 
trying  to  hunt  him  from  society  like  an  infection,  makes  him 
turn  upon  him,  and  betray  the  inmost  secret  of  his  soul.  The 
last  moments  of  Fe^kland  are  indeed  sublime :  the  spark  of  life 
and  the  hope  of  imperishable  renown  are  extinguished  in  him 
together ;  and  bending  his  last  look  of  forgiveness  on  his  victim 
and  destroyer,  he  dies  a  martyr  to  fame,  but  a  confessor  at  the 
shrine  of  virtue  !  The  re-action  and  play  of  these  two  charac- 
ters into  each  other's  hands  (like  Othello  and  lago)  is  inimitably 
well  managed,  and  on  a  par  with  anything  in  the  dramatic  art ; 
but  Falkland  is  the  hero  of  the  story,  Caleb  Williams  is  only 
the  instrument  of  it.  This  novel  is  utterly  unlike  anything  else 
that  ever  was  written,  and  is  one  of  the  most  original  as  well  as 
powerful  productions  in  the  English  language.  *  St.  Leon'  is 
not  equal  to  it  in  the  plot  and  ground-work,  though  perhaps 
superior  in  the  execution.  In  the  one  Mr.  Godwin  has  hit  upon 
the  extreme  point  of  the  perfectly  natural  and  perfectly  new ;  in 
the  other  he  enters  into  the  preternatural  world,  and  comes 
nearer  to  the  world  of  common  place.  Still  the  character  is  of 
the  same  exalted  intellectual  kind.  As  the  ruling  passion  of 
the  one  was  the  love  of  fame,  so  in  the  other  the  sole  business 
of  life  is  thought.  Raised  by  the  fatal  discovery  of  the  philoso- 
phefs  stone  above  mortality,  he  is  cut  off  from  all  participation 
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5«rith  its  pleasures.     He  is  a  limb  torn  from  society.     In  posses- 
sion of  eternal  youth  and  beauty,  he  can  feel  no  love ;  sur- 
rounded, tantalized,  tormented  with  riches,  he  can  do  no  good. 
The  races  of  men  pass  before  him  as  in  a  speculum ;  but  he  is 
attached  to  them  by  no  common  tie  of  sympathy  or  suffering. 
He  is  thrown  back  into  himself  and  his  own  thoughts.     He 
lives  in  the  solitude  of  his  own  breast, — without  wife  or  child, 
or  friend,  or  enemy  in  the  world.     His  is  the  solitude  of  the 
soul, — not  of  woods,  or  seas,  or  mountains, — ^but  the  desert  of 
society,  the  waste  and  desolation  of  the  heart.     He  is  himself 
alone.     His  existence  is  purely  contemplative,  and  is  therefore 
intolerable  to  one  who  has  felt  the  rapture  of  affection  or  the 
anguish  of  woe.     The  contrast  between  the  enthusiastic  eager- 
ness of  human  pursuits  and  their  blank  disappointment,  was 
never,  perhaps,  more  finely  pourtrayed  than  in  this  novel.     Mar- 
guerite, the  wife  of  St.  Leon,  is  an  instance  of  pure  and  disin- 
terested afibction  in  one  of  the  noblest  of  her  sex.     It  is  not 
improbable  that  the  author  found  the  model  of  this  character  in 
natura — Of  *  M andeville,'  I  shall  say  only  one  word.     It  ap- 
pears to  me  to  be  a  falling  off  in  the  subject,  not  in  the  ability. 
The  style  and  declamation  are  even  more  powerful  than  ever. 
But  unless  an  author  surpasses  himself,  and  surprises  the  public 
as  much  the  fourth  or  fifth  time  as  he  did  the  first,  he  is  said  to 
fall  off,  because  there  is  not  the  same  stimulus  of  novelty.     A 
great  deal  is  here  made  out  of  nothing,  or  out  of  a  very  disa- 
greeable subject.     I  cannot  agree  that  the  story  is  out  of  nature. 
The   feeling  is  very  common  indeed ;  though  carried  to  an  un- 
usual and  improbable  excess,  or  to  one  with  which  from  the 
individuality  and  minuteness  of  the  circumstances,  we  cannot 
readily  sympathise. 

It  is  rare  that  a  philosopher  is  a  writer  of  romances.  The 
union  of  the  two  characters  in  this  author  is  a  sort  of  phenome- 
non in  the  history  of  letters ;  for  I  cannot  but  consider  the  author 
of '  Political  Justice  *  as  a  philosophical  reasoner  of  no  ordinary 
stamp  or  pretensions.  That  work,  whatever  its  defects  may  be, 
is  distinguished  by  the  most  acute  and  severe  logic,  and  by  the 
utmost  boldness  of  thinking^  founded  on  a  love  «ni.  c.QimcJcsaTJL 
of  truth.    It  is  a  system  of  ethics,  and  one  t\iaX,  X\iOM^\Niavx^ 
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it  erroneous  myself,  is  built  on  following  up  into  its  fair  conse- 
quences, a  very  common  and  acknowledged  principle,  that  ab- 
stract reason  and  general  utility  are  the  only  test  and  standard 
of  moral  rectitude.  If  this  principle  is  true,  then  the  system  is 
true :  but  I  think  that  Mr.  Godwin's  book  has  done  more  than 
anything  else  to  overturn  the  sufficiency  of  this  principle  by  ab- 
stracting, in  a  strict  metaphysical  process,  the  influence  of  reason 
or  the  understanding  in  moral  questions  and  relations  from  that 
of  habit,  sense,  association,  local  and  personal  attachment,  natural 
affection,  &c.';  and  by  thus  making  it  appear  how  necessary  the 
latter  are  to  our  limited,  imperfect,  and  mixed  being,  how  im- 
possible the  former  as  an  exclusive  guide  of  action,  unless  man 
were,  or  were  capable  of  becoming,  a  purely  intellectual  being. 
Reason  is  no  doubt  one  faculty  of  the  human  mind,  and  the 
chief  gift  of  Providence  to  man ;  but  it  must  itself  be  subject  to 
and  modified  by  other  instincts  and  principles,  because  it  is  not 
the  only  one.  This  work  then,  even  supposing  it  to  be  false,  is 
invaluable,  as  demonstrating  an  important  truth  by  the  redudio 
ad  absurdvM  ;  or  it  is  an  experimenium  crucis  in  one  of  the  ^rand 
and  trying  questions  of  moral  philosophy. — In  delineating  the 
character  and  feelings  of  the  hermetic  philosopher  St.  Leon,  pe^ 
haps  the  author  had  not  far  to  go  from  those  of  a  speculative 
philosophical  Becluse.  He  who  deals  in  the  secrets  of  magic, 
or  in  the  secrets  of  the  human  mind,  is  too  often  looked  upon 
with  jealous  eyes  by  the  world,  which  is  no  great  conjurer ;  he 
who  pours  out  his  intellectual  wealth  into  the  lap  of  the  pubhc, 
is  hated  by  those  who  cannot  understand  how  he  came  by  it ; 
he  who  thinks  beyond  his  age,  cannot  expect  the  feelings  of  his 
contemporaries  to  go  ^long  with  him ;  he  whose  mind  is  of  no 
age  or  country,  is  seldom  properly  recognized  during  his  life- 
time, and  must  wait,  in  order  to  have  justice  done  him,  for  the 
late  but  lasting  award  of  posterity : — "  Where  his  treasure  is, 
there  his  heart  is  also." 
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LECTURE  Vn. 

On  the  Works  of  Hogarth :  On  the  grand  and  familiar  style  of  Painting. 

« 

Ip  the  quantity  of  amusement,  or  of  matter  for  more  serious  re- 
flection which  their  works  have  afforded,  is  that  by  which  we 
are  to  judge  of  precedence  among  the  intellectual  benefactors  of 
mankind,  there  are,  perhaps,  few  persons  who  can  put  in  a 
stronger  claim  to  our  gratitude  than  Hogarth.  It  is  not  hazard- 
ing too  much  to  assert,  that  he  was  one  of  the  greatest  comic 
geniuses  that  ever  lived,  and  he  was  certainly  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary  men  this  country  has  produced.  Criticism  has 
not  done  him  justice,  though  public  opinion  has.  His  works 
have  received  a  sanction  which  it  would  be  vain  to  dispute,  in 
the  universal  delight  and  admiration  with  which  they  have  been 
regarded,  from  their  first  appearance  to  the  present  moment. 
The  wonderful  knowledge  which  he  possessed  of  human  life 
and  manners,  is  only  to  be  surpassed  (if  it  can  be)  by  the  power 
of  invention  with  which  he  has  cqmbined  and  contrasted  his 
materials  in  the  most  ludicrous  and  varied  points  of  view,  and 
by  the  mastery  of  execution  with  which  he  has  embodied  and 
made  tangible  the  very  thoughts  and  passing  movements  of  the 
mind.  Critics  sometimes  object  to  the  style  of  Hogarth's  pic- 
tures, or  to  the  class  to  which  they  belong.  First,  he  belongs 
to  no  class,  or  if  he  does,  it  is  to  the  same  classes  as  Fielding, 
Smollett,  Vanbrugh,  and  Moliere.  Besides,  the  merit  of  his 
pictures  does  not  depend  on  the  nature  of  the  subject,  but  on  the 
knowledge  displayed  of  it,  on  the  number  of  ideas  they  excite, 
on  the  fund  of  thought  and  observation  contained  in  them. 
^'They  are  to  be  studied  as  works  of  science  as  well  as  of  amuse- 
ment ;  they  satisfy  our  love  of  truthj  they  fill  up  the  void  in  the 
mind ;  they  form  a  series  of  plates  in  natural  h\StOTj,«i.\i^  olNJtiaX. 
most  interesting  part  of  Datura!  history,  the  Yustorj  oi  ovjct  qwxl 
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\  species.  {Make  what  deductions  you  please  for  the  vulgarity  of 
the  subject,  yet  in  the  research,  the  profundity,  the  absolute  truth 
and  precision  of  the  delineation  of  character ;  in  the  invention 
of  incident,  in  wit  and  humour ;  in  the  life  with  which  they  are 
"  instinct  in  every  part ;"  in  everlasting  variety  and  originality; 
they  never  have,  and  probably  never  will  be  surpassed^  They 
stimulate  the  faculties  as  well  as  soothe  them.  "  Other  pictures 
we  see,  Hogarth's  we  read." 

The  public  had  not  long  ago  an  opportunity  of  viewing  most 
of  Hogarth's  pictures,  in  the  collection  made  of  them  at  the 
British  Gallery.  The  superiority  of  the  original  paintings  to 
the  common  prints,  is  in  a  great  measure  confined  to  the  ^Mg- 
^^^fi^^jadarMfidfi^  with  which  I  shall  begin  my  remarks. 

Boccaccio,  the  most  refined  and  sentimental  of  all  the  novel- 
writers,  has  been  stigmatized  as  the  mere  inventor  of  licentious 
tales,  because  readers  in  general  have  only  seized  on  those 
things  in  his  works  which  were  suited  to  their  own  taste,  and 
have  thus  reflected  their  own  grossness  back  upon  the  writer. 
So  it  has  happened,  that  the  majority  of  critics  having  been 
most  struck  with  the  strong  and  decided  expression  in  Hogarth, 
the  extreme  delicacy  and  subtle  gradations  of  character  in  his 
pictures,  have  almost  entirely  escaped  them.     In  the  first  picture 
of  the  '  Marriage  a-la-Mode,'  the  three  figures  of  the  y^ung  no- 
bleman, his  intended  bride,  and  her  inamorato,  the  lawyer,  show 
how  much  Hogarth  excelled  in  the  power  of  giving  soft  and  ef- 
feminate expression.     They  have,  however,  been  less  noticed 
than  the  other  figures,  which  tell  a  plainer  story,  and  convey  a 
more  palpable  moral     Nothing  can  be  more  finely  managed 
than  the  difiference  of  character  in  these  delicate  personages. 
The  beau  sits  smiling  at  the  looking-glass,  with  a  reflected 
simper  of  self-admiration,  and  a  languishing  inclination  of  the 
head,  while  the  rest  of  his  body  is  perked  up  on  his  high  heels, 
with  a  certain  air  of  tip-toe  elevation.     He  is  the  Narcissus  of 
the  reign  of  George  IL,  whose  powdered  peruke,  ruflles,  gold 
lace,  and  patches,  divide  his  self-love  equally  with  his  own  per- 
son, the  true  Sir  Plume  of  his  day, — 


(C 


Of  amber  snuff-box  justly  vain, 


And  the  nice  conduct  of  a  clouded  cane." 
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There  is  the  same  felicity  in  the  figure  and  attitude  of  the  hride, 
courted  hy  the  lawyer.  There  is  the  utmost  flexihility,  and 
yielding  softness  in  her  whole  person,  a  listless  languor  and  tre- 
mulous suspense  in  the  expression  of  her  face.  It  is  the  precise 
look  and  air  which  Pope  has  given  to  his  favourite  Belinda,  just 
at  the  moment  of  the  *  Rape  of  the  Lofek.'  The  heightened 
glow,  the  forward  intelligence,  and  loosened  soul  of  love  in 
the  same  face,  in  the  Assignation-scene  before  the  masquerade, 
form  a  fine  and  instructive  contrast  to  the  delicacy,  timidity, 
and  coy  reluctance  expressed  in  the  first.  The  lawyer,  in 
both  pictures,  is  much  the  same — ^perhaps  too  much  so — though 
even  this  unmoved,  unaltered  appearance  may  be  designed  as 
characteristic.  In  both  cases,  he  has  "  a  person  and  a  smooth 
dispose,  framed  to  make  women  false."  He  is  full  of  that  easy 
good-humour,  and  easy  good  opinion  of  himself,  with  which  the 
sex  are  delighted.  There  is  not  a  sharp  angle  in  his  face  to  ob-  * 
struct  his  success,  or  give  a  hint  of  doubt  or  difficulty.  His 
whole  aspect  is  round  and  rosy,  lively  and  unmeaning,  happy 
without  the  least  expense  of  thought,  careless,  and  inviting ;  and 
conveys  a  perfect  idea  of  the  uninterrupied  glide  and  pleasing 
murmur  of  the  soft  periods  that  flow  from  his  tongue. 

The  expression  of  the  bride  in  the  Morning-scene  is  the  most 
highly  seasoned,  and  at  the  same  time  the  most  vulgar  in  the 
series.  The  figure,  face,  and  attitude  of  the  husband  are  inimi- 
table. Hogarth  has  with  great  skill  contrasted  the  pale  counte- 
nance of  the  husband  with  the  yellow  whitish  colour  of  the 
marble  chimney-piece  behind  him,  in  such  a  manner  as  to  pre- 
serve the  fleshy  tone  of  the  former.  The  airy  splendour  of  the 
view  of  the  inner  room  in  this  picture,  is  probably  not  exceeded 
by  any  of  the  productions  of  the  Flemish  school. 

The  Young  Girl,  in  the  third  picture,  who  is  represented  as 
a  victim  of  fashionable  profligacy,  is  unquestionably  one  of  the 
artist's  chefs-d^cBuvre.  The  exquisite  delicacy  of  the  painting  is 
only  surpassed  by  the  felicity  and  subtlety  of  the  conception. 
Nothing  can  be  more  striking  than  the  contrast  between  the  ex- 
treme softness  of  her  person  and  the  hardened  indifference  of  her 
character.  The  vacant  stillness,  the  docility  to  vice^  l\\ft  ^t^\e^- 
ture  suppression  of  youthful  sensibility,  the  do\\-V\k^  iCifcOcL^siissocL 
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of  the  whole  figure,  whIcK  seems  to  have  no  other  feeling  but  a 
sickly  sense  of  pain, — show  the  deepest  insight  into  human  na- 
ture, and  into  the  effects  of  those  refinements  in  depravity,  by 
which  it  has  been  good-naturedly-asserted,  that  "  vice  loses  half 
its  evil  in  losing  all  its  grossness."  The  story  of  this  picture  is 
in  some  parts  very  obscure  and  enigmatical.  It  is  certain  that 
the  Nobleman  is  not  looking  straight-for^vard  to  the  duack, 
whom  he  seems  to  have  been  threatening  with  his  cane  ;  but 
that  his  eyes  are  turned  up  with  an  ironical  leer  of  triumph  to 
the  Procuress.  The  commanding  attitude  and  size  of  this 
woman, — ^the  swelling  circumference  of  her  dress,  spread  out 
like  a  turkey-cock's  feathers,— rthe  fierce,  ungovernable,  invete- 
rate malignity  of  her  countenance,  which  hardly  needs  the  com- 
ment of  the  clasp-knife  to  explain  her  purpose,  are  all  admirable 
in  themselves,  and  still  more  so,  as  they  are  opposed  to  the  mute 
insensibility,  the  elegant  negligence  of  dress,  and  the  childish 
figure  of  the  girl,  who  is  supposed  to  be  her  protegee.  As  for 
the  Cluack,  there  can  be  no  doubt  entertained  about  him.  His 
face  seems  as  if  it  were  composed  of  salve,  and  his  features  ex- 
hibit all  the  chaos  and  confusion  of  the  most  gross,  ignorant, 
and  impudent  empiricism. 

The  gradations  of  ridiculous  affectation  in  the  Music-scene, 
are  finely  imagined  and  preserved.  The  preposterous,  over- 
strained admiration  of  the  Lady  of  duality ;  the  sentimental, 
insipid,  patient  delight  of  the  Man  with  his  hair  in  papers,  and 
sipping  his  tea ;  the  pert,  smirking,  conceited,  half-distorted  ap- 
probation of  the  figure  next  to  him ;  the  transition  to  the  total 
insensibility  of  the  round  face  in  profile,  and  then  to  the  wonder 
of  the  Negro-boy  at  the  rapture  of  his  mistress, — ^form  a  perfect 
whole.  The  sanguine  complexion  and  flame-coloured  hair  of 
the  female  Virtuoso  throw  an  additional  light  on  the  character. 
This  is  lost  in  the  print.  The  continuing  the  red  colour  of  the 
hair  into  the  back  of  the  chair,  has  been  pointed  out  as  one  of 
those  instances  of  alliteration  in  colouring,  of  which  these  pic- 
tures are  every  where  full.  The  gross,  bloated  appearance  of 
the  Italian  Singer  is  well  relieved  by  the  hard  features  of  the 
instrumental  Performer  behind  him,  w^hich  might  be  carved  of 
wood.     The  Negro-boy,  holding  the  chocolate,  in  expression, 
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colour,  and  execution,  is  a  master  piece.  The  gay,  lively  deri- 
sion of  the  other  Negro-boy,  playing  with  the  ActaBon,  is  an  in- 
genious contrast  to  the  profound  amazement  of  the  first.  Some 
account  has  already  been  given  of  the  two  lovers  in  this  picture. 
It  is  curious  to  observe  the  infinite  activity  of  mind  which  the 
artist  displays  on  every  occasion.  An  instance  occurs  in  the 
present  picture.  He  has  so  contrived  the  papers  in  the  hair  of 
the  Bride,  as  to  make  them  look  almost  like  a  wreath  of  half- 
blown  flowers ;  while  those  which  he  has  placed  on  the  head 
of  the  musical  Amateur  very  much  resemble  a  chevaux-de-frise 
of  horns,  which  adorn  and  fortify  the  lack-lustre  expression  and 
mild  resignation  of  the  face  beneath. 

The  '  Night  Scene  *  is  inferior  to  the  rest  of  the  series.  The 
attitude  of  the  Husband,  who  is  just  killed,  is  one  in  which  it 
would  be  impossible  for  him  to  stand,  or  even  to  fall.  It  resem- 
bles the  loose  pasteboard  figures  they  make  for  children.  The 
characters  in  the  last  picture,  in  which  the  wife  dies,  are  all 
masterly.  We  would  particularly  refer  to  the  captious,  petulant 
sell-sufficiency  of  the  Apothecary,  whose  face  and  figure  are 
constructed  on  exact  physiognomical  principles,  and  to  the  fine 
example  of  passive  obedience,  and  non-resistance  in  the  Servant, 
whom  he  is  taking  to  task,  and  whose  coat  of  green  and  yellow 
livery  is  as  long  and  melancholy  as  his  face.  The  disconsolate 
look,  the  haggard  eyes,  the  open  mouth,  the  comb  sticking  in  the 
hair,  the  broken,  gapped  teeth,  which,  as  it  were,  hitch  in  an 
answer — everything  about  him  denotes  the  utmost  perplexity 
and  dismay.  The  harmony  and  gradations  of  colour  in  this 
picture  are  uniformly  preserved  with  the  greatest  nicety,  and 
are  well  worthy  the  attention  of  the  artist 

We  have  so  far  attempted  to  point  out  the  fund  of  obsejra- 
tion,  |)hysicaljand  moralj  contaii^^ii  Jn  one  set  of  these  pictures, 
the  *  Marriage  a-la-Mode.'  The  rest  would  fiirnish  as  many 
topics  to  descant  upon,  were  the  patience  of  the  reader  as  inex- 
haustible as  the  painter's  invention.  But  as  this  is  not  the  case, 
we  shall  content  ourselves  with  barely  referring  to  some  of 
those  figures  in  the  other  pictures,  which  appear  the  most  stri- 
king ;  and  which  we  see,  not  only  while  we  aie  \ocAsxiv^  ^ 
tfaem^  but  which  we  have  before  us  at  all  other  tiiaea,    1Bot  Vsl- 
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stance :  who,  having  seen,  can  easily  forget  that  exquisite  frost- 
piece  of  religion  and  morality,  the  antiquated  prude,  in  the 
picture  of  'Morning?'  or  that  striking  commentary  on  the 
"  good  old  times,"  the  little  appendage  of  a  foot-boy,  who  crawls, 
half-famished  and  half-frozen,  behind  her  ?  The  French  man 
and  woman,  in  the  *  Noon,'  are  the  perfection  of  flighty  aflectation 
and  studied  grimace ;  the  amiable  fraternization  of  the  two  old 
women  saluting  each  other,  is  not  enough  to  be  admired ;  and 
in  the  little  master,  in  the  same  national  group,  we  see  the  early 
promise  and  personification  of  that  eternal  principle  of  won- 
drous self-complacency  proof  against  all  circumstances,  which 
makes  the  French  the  only  people  who  are  vain,  even  of  being 
cuckolded  and  being  conquered  I  Or  shall  we  prefer  to  this,  the 
outrageous  distress  and  unmitigated  terrors  of  the  boy  who  has 
dropped  his  dish  of  meat,  and  who  seems  red  all  over  with 
shame  and  vexation,  and  bursting  with  the  noise  he  makes? 
Or  what  can  be  better  than  the  good  housewifery  of  the  girl 
underneath,  who  is  devouring  the  lucky  fragments?  Or  than 
the  plump,  ripe,  florid,  luscious  look  of  the  servant-wench,  em* 
braced  by  a  greasy  rascal  of  an  Othello,  with  her  pye-dish 
tottering  like  her  virtue,  and  with  the  most  precious  part  of  its 
contents  running  over?  Just — no,  not  quite — as  good,  is  the 
joke  of  the  woman  over  head,  who,  having  quarrelled  with  her 
husband,  is  throwing  their  Sunday's  dinner  out  of  the  window, 
to  complete  this  chapter  of  accidents  of  baked  dishes.  The 
husband,  in  the  *  Evening  Scene,'  is  certainly  as  meek  as  any 
recorded  in  history;  but  we  cannot  say  that  we  admire  this 
picture,  or  the  '  Night  Scene '  after  it.  But  then,  in  the  *  Taste 
in  High  Life,'  there  is  that  inimitable  pair,  diflering  only  in  sex, 
congratulating  and  delighting  one  another  by  '^  all  the  mutually 
reflected  charities"  of  folly  and  affectation;  with  tho  young 
lady,  coloured  like  a  rose,  dandling  her  little,  black,  pug-faced, 
white-teethed,  chuckling  favourite;  and  with  the  portrait  of  M. 
Des  Noyers,  in  the  back  ground,  dancing  in  a  grand  ballet, 
surrounded  by  butterflies.  And  again,  in  *  The  Election  Din- 
ner,' is  the  immortal  cobbler,  surrounded  by  his  peers,  who, 
«  frequent  and  full," — 

"  In  loud  xeceM  and  btttvrUiifi  conclave  nt  1" 
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the  Jew,  in  the  second  picture,  a  very  Jew  in  grain — innumera- 
ble fine  sketches  of  heads  in  the  *  Polling  for  Votes,*  of  which 
the  nobleman,  overlooking  the  caricaturist,  is  the  best; — and 
then  the  irresistible,  tumultuous  display  of  broad  humour  in  the 
*  Chairing  the  Member,'  which  is,  perhaps,  of  all  Hogarth's 
pictures,  the  most  full  of  laughable  incidents  and  situations. 
The  yellow,  rusty-faced  thresher,  with  his  swinging  flail,  break- 
ing the  head  of  one  of  the  chairmen ;  and  his  redoubted  antago- 
nist, the  sailor,  with  his  oak  stick,  and  stumping  wooden  leg,  a 
supplemental  cudgel — the  persevering  ecstasy  of  the  hobbling 
blind  fiddler,  who,  in  the  firay,  appears  to  have  been  trod  upon 
by  the  artificial  excrescence  of  the  honest  tar — ^Monsieur,  the 
monkey,  with  piteous  aspect,  speculating  the  impending  disaster 
of  the  triumphant  candidate ;  and  his  brother  Bruin,  appropria- 
ting the  paunch — the  precipitous  flight  of  the  pigs,  souse  over 
head  into  the  water ;  the  fine  lady  fainting,  with  vermilion  lips  j 
and  the  two  chimney-sweepers,  satirical  young  rogues ! — I  had 
almost  forgot  the  politician,  who  is  burning  a  hole  through  his 
hat  with  a  candle  in  reading  a  newspaper ;  and  the  chickens, 
in  the  *  March  to  Finchley,*  wandering  in  search  of  their  lost 
dam,  who  is  found  in  the  pocket  of  the  Serjeant.  Of  the  pic- 
tures in  the  *  Rake's  Progress,'  exhibited  in  this  collection,  I 
shall  not  here  say  anything,  because  I  think  them,  on  the 
whole,  inferior  to  the  prints,  and  because  they  have  already 
been  criticised  by  a  writer,  to  whom  I  could  add  nothing,  in  a 
paper  which  ought  to  be  read  by  every  lover  of  Hogarth  and 
of  English  genius — I  mean,  'Mr.  Lamb's  Essay  on  the  works 
of  Hogarth.'  I  shall  at  present  proceed  to  form  some  estimate 
of  the  style  of  art  in  which  this  painter  excelled. 

What  distinguishes  his  compositions  from  all  others  of  the 
same  general  kind,  is,  that  they  are  equally  remote  from  cari- 
cature and  from  mere  still  life.  It  of  course  happens  in  subjects 
taken  from  common  life,  that  the  painter  can  procure  real  models, 
and  he  can  get  them  to  sit  as  long  as  he  pleases.  Hence,  in 
meral,  those  attitudes  and  expressions  have  been  chosen  which 
mid  be  assumed  the  longest;  and  in  imitating  whicLj  tha 
artist,  by  taking  pains  and  time,  might  produce  aVmo^X.  «&  wsccl-  g 
plete  fac'similes  as  he  could  of  a  flower  ox  a  fLowei-^V^  oi  ^   I 
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damask  curtain  or  a  china  vase.  The  copy  was  as  perfect  aod 
as  uninteresting  in  the  one  case  as  in  the  other.  On  the  contra- 
ry, subjects  of  drollery  and  ridicule,  affording  frequent  exampies 
of  strange  deformity  and  peculiarity  of  features,  these  have  been 
eagerly  seized  by  another  class  of  artists,  who,  without  subject- 
ing themselves  to  the  laborious  drudgery  of  the  Dutch  school 
and  their  imitators,  have  produced  our  popular  caricatures,  by 
rudely  copying  or  exaggerating  the  casual  irregularities  of  the 
human  countenance.  ^  Hogarth  has  equally  avoided  the  faults 
of  both  these  styles ;  tLe  insi|Hd  tameness  of  the  one,  and  the 
gross  extravagance  of  the  other,  so  as  to  ffive  to  the  productions 
of  his  pencil  equal  solidity  and  effect.  \  For  his  faces  go  to 
the  very  verge  of^-eaxitsatere,  and  yet  neijer  (I  believe  in  any 
single  instance)  go  beyond  it :  they  take  the  very  widest  latitude, 
and  yet  we  always  see  the  links  which  bind,  them  to  nature: 
they  bear  all  the  marks,  and  carry  all  the  conviction  of  reality 
witli  them,  as  if  we  had  seen  the  actual  faces  for  the  first  time, 
from  the  precision,  consistency,  and  good  sense  with  which  the 
whole  and  every  part  is  made  out.  They  exhibit  the  most  un- 
common features,  with  the  most  uncommon  expressions;  but 
which  yet  are  as  familiar  and  intelligible  as  possible,  because, 
with  all  the  boldness,  they  have  all  the  truth  of  nature.  Ho- 
garth has  left  behind  him  as  many  of  these  memorable  faces,  in 
rtieit  memorable  moments,  a{&,  perhaps,  most  of  us  remember  in 
the  course  of  our  lives,  and  has  thus  doubled  the  quantity  of 
our  experience. 

It  will  assist  us  in  forming  a  more  determinate  idea  of  the 
peculiar  genius  of  Hogarth,  to  compare  him  with  a  deservedly 
admired  artist  in  our  own  times.  The  highest  authority  on  art 
in  this  country,  I  understand,  has  pronounced  that  Mr.  Wilkie 
united  the  excellencies  of  Hogarth  to  those  of  Teniers.  I  demur 
to  this  decision  in  both  its  branches:  but  m  demiiurring  to  author- 
ity it  is  necessary  to  give  our  reasons.  I  conceive  that  this 
ingenious  and  attentive  observer  of  nature  has  certain  essential, 
real,  and  indisputable  excellencies  of  his  own ;  and  I  think  it, 
therefore,  the  less  important  to  clothe  him  with  any  vicarious 
merits  which  do  not  belong  to  him.  Mr.  Wilkie's  pictures, 
generally  speaking,  derive  almost  tkeii  whole  value  from  dieir 


LBCTDRE  vii]  ON  THE  WORKS  OP  HOGABTH,  ETC.  165 

reality,  or  the  truth  of  the  representation.  They  are  works  of 
pure  imitative  art ;  and  the  test  of  this  style  of  composition  is  to* 
represent  nature  faithfully  and  happily  in  its  simplest  combina- 
tions. It  may  be  said  of  an  artist  like  Mr.  Wilkie,  that  nothing 
human  is  indifierent  to  him.  His  mind  takes  an  interest  in, 
and  it  gives  an  interest  to,  the  most  familiar  scenes  and  transao* 
tions  of  life.  He  professedly  gives  character,  thought,  and 
passion,  in  their  lowest  degrees,  and  in  their  every-day  forms* 
He  selects  the  commonest  events  and  appearances  of  nature  for^ 
his  subjects ;  and  trusts  to  their  very  commonness  fot  the  interest 
and  amusement  he  is  to  excite.  Mr.  Wilkie  is  a  serious,  prosaic, 
literal  narrator  of  facts;  and  his  pictures  may  be  considered  as 
diaries,  or  minutes  of  what  is  passing  constantly  about  uts.  Ho- 
garth, on  the  contrary,  is  essentially  a  comic  painter ;  his  pictures 
are  not  indifferent,  unimpassioned,  transcripts  of  incidental  scenes 
or  customs,  or  descriptions  of  human  nature,  but  rich,  exuberant 
moral  satires,  exposing  vice  and  folly  in  their  most  ludicroi;® 
points  of  view,  and,  with  a  profound  insight  into  the  weak  sides 
of  character  and  manners  in  all  their  tendences,  combinations, 
and  contrasts.  There  is  not  a  single  picture  of  his  containing  a 
representation  of  merely  natural  or  domestic  scenery.  He  is 
carried  away  by  a  passion  for  the  ridiculous.  His  object  is  not 
so  much  "to  hold  the  mirror  up  to  nature"  as  '' to  show  vied 
her  own  feature,  scorn  her  own  image."  He  is  so  far  from  con* 
tenting  himself  with  still-life  that  he  is  always  on  the  verge  of 
caricature,  though  without  ever  falling  into  it.  He  does  no* 
represent  folly  or  vice  in  its  incipient,  or  dormant,  or  grub  state  f 
but  full-grown,  with  wings,  pampered  into  all  sorts  of  affectation, 
airy,  ostentatious,  and  extravagant.  Folly  is  there  seen  at  the 
height — the  moon  is  at  the  full ;  it  is  *'  the  very  error  of  th© 
time."  There  is  a  perpetual  collision  of  eccentricities'r*-a  tilt 
and  tournament  of  absurdities ;  the  prejudices  and  caprices  of 
mankind  are  let  loose,  and  set  together  by  the  ears,  as  in  a  bear-* 
garden.     Ho^rth  p^^jitS^Jipthirig.^^^^^^^ 

Wilkie  paints  neither  one  not  the  other.     Hogar^th  never  looks 
at  any  object  but  to  find  out  a  moral  or  a  ludicrous  effect. 
WiltiSTiever  looks  at  any  object  but  to  sfee  thai  it  \s\)a.ct^,    "S^o- 
garth's  pictures  are  a  perfect  jest-book  from  one  etii  lo  \)^^  ^:^^x. 
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I  do  not  remember  a  single  joke  in  Wilkie's,  except  one  very 
one  of  the  boy  in  the  *  Blind  Fiddler/  scraping  the  grid-iron,  or/^^ 
fire-shovel,  I  forget  which  it  is.* .  Iii,lQokiftg*atJiQgaLrthj^ou 
are  ready  to  hurst  yonir  aidps  with  lauprhing  at  tl^e  unaccounta* 

t>lf.  jumhU  of  odd  things  whivh  atf  J^T^J!iJ}£iQ£fibr^  i  you  look 
at  Wilkie's  pictures  with  a  mingled  feeling  of  curiosity  and  ad- 
miration at  the  accuracy  of  the  representation.  For  instance, 
there  is  a  most  admirable  head  of  a  man  coughing  in  the  ^  Rent 
Day ;'  the  action,  the  keeping,  the  choked  sensation,  are  inimi- 
table ;  but  there  is  nothing  to  laugh  at  in  a  man  coughing. 
What  strikes  the  mind  is  the  difficulty  of  a  man's  being  painted 
coughing,  which  here  certainly  is  a  masterpiece  of  art  But 
turn  to  the  blackguard  cobbler  in  the  '  Election  Dinner,'  who 
has  been  smutting  his  neighbour's  face  over,  and  who  is  lolling 
out  his  tongue  at  the  joke,  with  a  most  surprising  obliquity  of 
vision,  and  immediately  "  your  lungs  begin  to  crow  like  chanti- 
cleer." Again,  there  is  the  little  boy  crying  in  the  '  Cut  Finger,' 
who  only  gives  you  the  idea  of  a  cross,  disagreeable,  obstinate 
child  in  pain  ;  whereas  the  same  face  in  Hogarth's  '  Noon,'  from 
the  ridiculous  perplexity  it  is  in,  and  its  extravagant,  noisy, 
unfelt  distress,  at  the  accident  of  having  let  fall  the  pye-dish,  is 
quite  irresistible.  Mr.  Wilkie,  in  his  picture  of  the  '  Ale-house 
Door,'  I  believe,  painted  Mr.  Liston  as  one  of  the  figures  with- 
out any  great  effect.  Hogarth  would  have  given  any  price  for 
such  a  subject,  and  would  have  made  it  worth  any  money.  I 
have  never  seen  anything  in  the  expression  of  comic  humour 
equal  to  Hogarth's  pictures  but  Liston's  face ! 

Mr.  Wilkie  paints  interiors,  but  still  you  generally  connect 
them  with  the  country.  Hogarth,  even  when  he  paints  people 
in  the  open  air,  represents  them  either  as  coming  from  London, 
as  in  the  polling  for  votes  at  Brentford,  or  as  returning  to  it,  as 
the  dyer  and  his  wife  at  Bagnigge  Wells.  In  this  last  picture 
he  has  cbntrived  to  convert  a  common  rural  image  into  a  type 
and  emblem  of  city  honours.  In  fact,  I  know  no  one  who  had 
a  less  pastoral  imagination  than  Hogarth.     He  delights  in  the 

*  The  waiter  drawing  the  cork,  in  the  '  Rent-day/  is  another  exceptioDi 
and  quite  Hogarthian. 
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thick  of  St  Giles's  or  St.  James's.  His  pictures  breathe  a  cer- 
tain close,  greasy,  tavern  air.  The  fare  he  serves  up  to  us  con- 
sists of  high-seasoned  dishes,  ragouts,  and  olla  podridas,  like  the 
supper  in  '  Gil  Bias,'  which  it  requires  a  strong  stbmach  to  di- 
gest Mr.  Wilkie  presents  us  with  a  sort  of  lenten  fare,  very 
good  and  wholesome,  but  rather  insipid  than  overpowering! 
Mr.  Wilkie's  pictures  are,  in  general,  much  better  painted  than 
Hogarth's ;  but  the  '  Marriage-a-la-Mode '  is  superior  both  in 
colour  and  execution  to  any  of  Wilkie's.  I  may  add  here,  with- 
out any  disparagement,  that,  as  an  artist,  Mr.  Wilkie  is  hardly 
to  be  mentioned  with  Teniers.  Neither  in  truth  and  brilliant 
clearness  of  colouring,  nor  in  facility  of  execution,  is  there  any 
comparison.  Teniers  was  a  perfect  master  in  all  these  respects, 
and  our  own  countrjrman  is  positively  defective,  notwithstanding 
the  very  laudable  care  with  which  he  finishes  every  part  of  his 
pictures.  Tbere  is  an  evident  smear  and  dragging  of  the  paint, 
which  is  also  of  a  bad  purple  or  puttyish  tone,  and  which  never 
appears  in  the  pictures  of  the  Flemish  artist,  any  more  than  in 
a  looking-glass.  Teniers,  probably  from  his  facility  of  execu- 
tion, succeeded  in  giving  a  more  local  and  momentary  expres- 
sion to  his  figures.  They  seem  each  going  on  with  his  particu- 
lar amusement  or  occupation ;  Wilkie's  have,  in  general,  more 
a  look  of  sitting  for  their  pictures.  Their  compositions  are  very 
diflTerent  also ;  and  in  this  respect,  I  believe,  Mr.  Wilkie  has  the 
advantage.  Teniers's  boors  are  usually  amusing  themselves  at 
skittles,  or  dancing,  or  drinking,  or  smoking,  or  doing  what  they 
like,  in  a  careless,  desultory  way ;  and  so  the  composition  is 
loose  and  irregular.  Wilkie's  figures  are  all  drawn  up  in  a 
regular  order,  and  engaged  in  one  principal  action,  with  occa- 
sional episodes.  The  story  of  the  '  Blind  Fiddler '  is  the  most 
interesting  and  the  best  told.  The  two  children  standing  before 
the  musician  are  delightftil.  The  'Card-players'  is  the  best 
coloured  of  his  pictures,  if  I  am  not  mistaken.  The  '  Village 
Politicians,'  though  excellent  as  to  character  and  composition, 
is  inferior  as  a  picture  to  those  which  Mr.  Wilkie  has  since 
painted.  His  latest  pictures,  however,  do  not  appear  to  me  to 
be  his  best.  There  is  something  of  mannei  and.  aSecX-acNxcfeLVsv 
the  grouping  of  the  fgures,  and  a  pink  au4  los^  co\o\rt  «^x^^ 
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over  them,  which  is  out  of  place.  The  hues  of  Rubens  and  Sir 
Joshua  do  not  agree  with  Mr.  Wilkie's  subjects.  One  of  his  last 
pictures,  that  of  *  Duncan  Gray,'  is  equally  remarkable  for 
sweetness  and  simplicity  in  colour,  composition,  and  expression. 
I  must  here  conclude  this  very  general  account ;  for  to  point  out 
the  particular  beauties  of  every  one  of  his  pictures  in  detail, 
would  require  an  Essay  by  itself 

I  ll?.YfiJK255iji|djto^s_a^  in  this  Lecture  on  the  di^ 

ference  fegMfifiP  thfi.£Xand  and  familiar  style  of  painting :  and  I 
shall  throw  out  what  imperfect  hints  I  have  been  able  to  collect 
on  this  subject,  so  often  attempted  and  never  yet  succeeded  in, 
taking  the  examples  and  illustrations  from  Qfigsucth,  that  is,  from 
what  he  possessed  or  wanted  in  each  kind. 

And  first,  the  difference  is  not  that  between  imitation  and  in- 
vention ;  for  there  is  as  much  of  this  last  quality  in  Hogarth  as 
in  any  painter  or  poet  whatever.     As  for  example,  to  take  two 
of  his  pictures  only,  I  mean  the  'Enraged  Musician*  and  the 
*  Gin  Lane ;'  in  one  of  which  every  conceivable  variety  of  disa- 
greeable and  discordant  sound — the  razor-grinder  turning  his 
wheel ;  the  boy  with  his  drum,  and  the  girl  with  her  rattle  mo- 
mentarily suspended;   the  pursuivant  blowing  his  horn;   the 
shrill    milk-woman ;    the  inexorable  ballad-singers  with   her 
squalling  infant ;  the  pewterer's  shop  close  by ;  the  fish-women ; 
the  chimney-sweepers  at  the  top  of  a  chimney,  and  the  two 
cats  in  melodious  concert  on  the  ridge  of  the  tiles ;  with  the  bells 
ringing  in  the  distance,  as  we  see  by  the  flags  flying ; — and  in 
the  other,  the  complicated  forms  and  signs  of  death  and  ruinous 
decay — the  woman  on  the  stairs  of  the  bridge  asleep,  letting  her 
child  fall  over ;  her  ghastly  companion  opposite,  next  to  deafh^s 
door,  with  hollow,  famished  cheeks  and  staring  ribs ;  the  dog 
fighting  with  the  man  for  the  bare  shin-bone ;  the  man  hanging 
hunself  in  a  garret;   the  fettiale  corpse  put  into  a  coffin  by 
the  parish  beadle;   the  men  marching  after  a  funeral,  seen 
through  a  broken  wall  in  the  back  ground ;   and  the  very 
houses  reeling  as  if  drunk  and  tumbling  about  the  ears  of  the 
infatuated  victims  below,  the  pawnbroker's  being  the  only  one 
that  stands  firm  and  unimpaired — enforce  the  moral  meant  to 
be  conveyed  by  each  of  these  pieces  with  a  richness  and  re-. 


LECTURE  VII.]  ON  THE  WORKS  OF  HOGARTH,  ETC.  169 


search  of  combination  and  artful  contrast  not  easily  paralleled 
in  any  production  of  the  pencil  or  the  pen.  The  clock  pointing 
to  four  in  the  morning,  in  *  Modern  Midnight  Conversation/  just 
as  the  immoveable  Parson  Ford  is  filling  out  another  glass  from 
a  brimming  punch-bowl,  while  most  of  his  companions,  with  the 
exception  of  the  sly  lawyer,  are  falling  around  him  "  hke  leaves 
in  October ;"  and  agdn,  the  extraordinary  mistake  of  the  man 
leaning  against  the  post,  in  the  *  Lord  Mayor's  Procession' — 
show  a  mind  capable  of  seizing  the  most  rare  and  transient 
coincidences  of  things,  of  imagining  what  either  never  happened 
at  all,  or  of  instantly  fixing  on  and  applying  to  its  purpose  what 
never  happened  but  once.  So  far,  the  invention  shown  in  the 
great  style  of  painting  is  poor  in  the  comparison.  Indeed,  gran- 
deur is  supposed  (whether  rightly  or  not,  I  shall  not  here  in- 
quire) to  imply  a  simplicity  inconsistent  with  this  inexhaustible 
variety  of  incident  and  circumstantial  detail. 

Secondly,  the  difference  between  the  ideal  and  familiar  style 
is  not  to  be  explained  by  the  difference  between  the  genteel  and 
vulgar ;  for  it  is  evident  that  ^ogarth  was  almost  as  much  at 
home  in  the  genteel  comedy  as  m  the  broad  farce  of  his  pictures. 
He  excelled  not  only  in  exhibiting  the  coarse  humours  and  dis- 
gusting incidents  of  the  lowest  life,  but  in  exhibiting  the  vices, 
the  follies,  and  the  frivolity  of  the  fashionable  manners  of  his 
timejjjiis  fine  ladies  do  not  yield  the  palm  of  ridicule  to  his 
waitmg-maids,  and  his  lords  and  his  footmen  are  on  a  very  re- 
spectable footing  of  equality.  There  is  no  want,  for  example,  in 
the  '  Marriage-a-la-Mode,'  or  in  *  Taste  in  High  Life,'  of  affecta- 
tion verging  into  idiocy,  or  of  languid  sensibility  that  might — 

"  Die  of  a  rose  ia  aromatic  pain." 

Many  of  Hogarth's  characters  would  form  admirable  illustra- 
tions or  Pope's  Satires,  who  was  contemporary  with  him.  In 
short,  Hogailhwas^  painter,  not  of  low  but  of  teal. life;  and\ 
the  ridiculous  and  prominent  features  of  high  or  low  life,  "of 
the  great  vulgar  or  the  small,"  lay  equally  open  to  him,]  Th^ 
country  girl,  in  the  first  plate  of  the  '  Harlot's  Piogtess^  cotocsx\^ 
out  of  the  wagojijis  not  more  simple  and  ungaitiiV^  ii)!CkaiL  ^iw^ 
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same  figure,  in  the  second,  is  thoroughly  initiated  into  the  mys- 
teries of  her  art,  and  suddenly  accomplished  in  all  the  airs  and 
graces  of  affectation,  ease,  and  impudence.  The  affected  lan- 
guor and  imbecility  of  the  same  girl  afterwards,  when  put  to 
beat  hemp  in  Bridewell,  is  exactly  in  keeping  with  the  charac- 
ter she  has  been  taught  to  assume.     Sir  Joshua  could  do  nothing 

like  it  in  his  line  of  jnrtrait,  whif^h   diffprpd   r\[]R.i\y  in  thejSfik, 

ground.  The  fine  gentleman  at  his  levee,  in  the  *  Rake's  Pro- 
gress,'^ls  also  a  complete  model  of  a  person  of  rank  and  fortune, 
surrounded  by  needy  and  worthless  adventurers,  fiddlers,  poet- 
asters and  virtuosi,  as  was  the  custom  in  those  days.  Lord 
Chesterfield  himself  would  not  have  been  disgraced  by  sitting 
for  it  ]l  might  multiply  examples  to  show  that  Hogarth  was 
not  characteristically  deficient  in  that  kind  of  elegance  which 
arises  from  an  habitual  attention  to  external  appearance  and  de- 
portment, f  I  will  only  add  as  instances,  among  his  women,  the 
two  degdntes  in  the  '  Bedlam  Scene,*  who  are  dressed  (allowing 
for  the  difference  of  not  quite  a  century)  "  in  the  manner  of 
Ackerman's  fashions  for  May ;"  and  among  the  men;  the  law- 
yer in  '  Modern  Midnight  Conversation,'  whose  gracious  signifi- 
cant leer  and  sleek  lubricated  countenance  exhibit  all  the  happy 
finesse  of  his  profession,  when  a  silk  gown  has  been  added,  or 
is  likely  to  be  added  to  it ;  and  several  figures  in  the  Cockpit, 
who  are  evidently,  at  the  first  glance,  gentlemen  of  the  old 
school,  and  where  the  mixture  of  the  blacklegs  with  the  higher 
character  is  a  still  further  test  of  the  discriminating  skill  of  the 
painter. 

Again,  Hogarth  had  not  only  a  perception  of  fashion,  but  a 
sense  of  natural  beauty.  There  are  as  many  pleasing  faces  in 
his  pictures  as  in  Sir  Joshua.\  Witness  the  girl  picking  the 
rake's  pocket  in  the  '  Bagnio '  scene,  whom  we  might  suppose 
to  be  "  the  charming  Betsy  Careless ;"  the  poet's  wife,  hand- 
somer than  falls  to  the  lot  of  most  poets,  who  are  generally  more 
intent  upon  the  idea  in  their  own  minds  than  on  the  image  be- 
fore them,  and  are  glad  to  take  up  with  dulcineas  of  their  own 
creating ;  the  theatrical  heroine  in  the  *  Southwark  Fair,'  who 
would  be  an  accession  to  either  of  our  play-houses;  the  girl 
deep  ogled  by  the  clerk  in  cburcbrtime,  and  the  sweetheart  of 
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the  ^  Grood  Apprentice*  in  the  reading  desk,  in  the  second  of  that 
series,  almost  an  ideal  face  and  expression ;  the  girl  in  her  cap 
selected  for  a  partner  by  the  footman  in  the  print  of  '  Morning,' 
very  handsome;  and  many  others  equally  so,  scattered  like 
"  stray-gifts  of  love  and  beauty"  through  these  pictures.  Ho- 
garth was  noj  then  exclusively  the  painter  of  deformity.  He 
painted  beauty  or  ugliness  indifferently,  as  they  came  in  his 
way';  andAyas  no~t  by  nature  confined  to  those  faces  which  are 
painful  and^jjjisgu.stingy  as  many  would  have  us  believe. 

Again,  neither  are  we  to  look  for  the  solution  of  the  difficulty! 
in  the  difference  between  the  comic  and  the  tragic,  between| 
loose  laughter  and  deep  passion.  For  Mr.  Lamb  has  shown! 
unanswerably  that  Hogarth  is  quite  at  home  in  scenes  of  thei 
deepest  distress,  in  the  heart-rending  calamities  of  common  lif^ 
in  the  expression  of  ungovernable  rage,  sUent  despair,  or  moody 
madness,  enhanced  by  the  tenderest  sympathy,  or  aggravated 
by  the  frightful  contrast  of  the  most  impenetrable  and  obdurate 
insensibility,  as  we  see  strikingly  exemplified  in  the  latter  prints 
of  the  '  Rake's  Progress.'  To  the  unbeUever  in  Hogarth's  pow- 
er over  the  passions  and  the  feelings  of  the  heart,  the  characters 
there  speak  like  "  the  hand- writing  on  the  wall."  If  Mr.  Lamb 
has  gone  too  far  in  parallehng  some  of  these  appalling  represen- 
tations with  Shakspeare,  he  was  excusable  in  being  led  to  set 
off  what  may  be  considered  as  a  staggering  paradox  against  a 
looted  prejudice.  At  any  rate  the  inferiority  of  Hogarth  (be  it 
what  it  may)  did  not  arise  from  a  want  of  passion  and  intense 
feeling ;  and  in  this  respect  he  had  the  advantEige  over  Fielding, 
for  instance,  and  others  of  our  comic  writers,  who  excelled  only 
in  the  light  and  ridiculous.  There  is  in  general  a  distinction, 
almost  an  impassable  one,  between  the  power  of  embodying  the 
serious  and  the  ludicrous  ;  but  these  contradictory  faculties  were 
reconciled  in  Hogarth,  as  they  were  in  Shakspeare,  in  Chaucer, 
and  as  it  is  said  that  they  were  in  another  extraordinary  and 
later  instance,  Garrick's  acting. 

None  of  these,  then,  will  do :  neither  will  the  most  masterly 
and  entire  keeping  of  character  lead  us  to  an  explanation  of  the 
grand  and  ideal  style ;  for  Hogarth  possessed  the  mo^X  e,oT«^%\.^ 
and  absolute  mastery  over  the  truth  and  ideiilily  oi  exgt^^^sm. 
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and  features  in  his  subjects.  Every  stroke  of  his  pencil  tells 
accordinof  to  a  preconception  in  his  mind.  If  the  eye  squints, 
the  mouth  is  distorted ;  every  feature  acts  and  is  acted  upon  by 
the  rest  of  the  face ;  even  the  dress  and  attitude  are  such  bs 
could  be  proper  to  no  other  figure :  the  whole  is  under  the  in- 
fluence of  one  impulse,  that  of  truth  and  nature.  Look  at  the 
heads  in  the  Cockpit  already  mentioned,  one  of  the  most  master- 
ly of  his  productions  in  this  way,  where  the  workings  of  the 
mind  are  seen  in  every  muscle  of  every  face  ;  and  the  same  ex- 
pression, more  intense  or  relaxed,  of  hope  or  of  fear,  is  stamped 
on  each  of  the  characters,  so  that  you  could  no  more  transpose 
any  part  of  one  countenance  to  another,  than  you  could  change 
a  profile  to  a  front  face.  Hogarth^  wae,  in  on«~seu|e,^.strictlj^an 
historical  painter :  that  isy  he^  represented  the  manners  and  hu-^ 
moufs  df  nranktnd  in  action,  and  their  characters  by  varied  ex- 
pression. Everything  in  his  pictures  has  life  and  motion  in  it 
Not  only  does  the  business  of  the  scene  never  stand  still,  but 
every  feature  is  put  into  full  play ;  the  exact  feeling  of  the  mo- 
ment is  brought  out,  and  carried  to  its  utmost  height,  and  then 
instantly  seized  and  stamped  on  the  canvass  for  ever.  The  ex- 
pression is  always  taken  en  passant,  in  a  state  of  progress  or 
change,  and,  as  it  were,  at  the  salient  point.  Besides  the  ex- 
cellence of  each  individual  face,  the  reflection  of  the  expression 
from  face  to  face,  the  contrast  and  struggle  of  particular  motives 
and  feelings  in  the  different  actors  in  the  scene,  as  of  anger,  con- 
tempt, laughter,  compassion,  are  conveyed  in  the  happiest  and 
most  lively  manner.  His  figures  are  not  like  the  back-ground 
on  which  they  are  painted :  even  the  pictures  on  the  wall  have 
a  peculiar  look  of  their  own.  (AlU  this  is  effected  by  a  few  de- 
cisive  and  rapid  touches  of  the  pencil,  careless  in  appearance, 
but  infallible  in  their  results ;  so  that,iine-greatx?iterion  of  the 
graijd.  styler-inaigted  on  by.Sir  Josh^^^  Reys9ldSjL.that j)f  ie^^ 
out  the  detei^ilSj  and  attending  to  general  character  and  outline, 
belqngi^d  to  Hogarth.  _^  He  did  not,  indeed,  arrive  at  middle 
forms  or  neutral  expression,  which  Sir  Joshua  makes  another 
test  of  the  ideal ;  for  Hogarth  was  not  insipid.  That  was  the 
last  fault  with  which  he  could  be  charged.     But  he  had  breadth 
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and  boldness  of  manner,  as  well  as  any  of  them ;  so  that  neither 
:       does  that  constitute  the  ideal. 

What  then  does?  We  have  reduced  this  to  something  like 
the  last  remaining  quantity  in  an  equation,  where  all  the  other^ 
have  been  ascertained.  Hogarth  had  all  the  other  parts  of  an 
original  and  accomplished  genius  except  this ;  but  this  he  hal 
not.  He  had  an  intense  feeling  and  command  over  the  impres? 
sions  of  sense,  of  habit,  of  character,  and  passion,  the  serious  and 
the  comic,  in  a  word,  of  nature,  as  it  fell  within  his  own  obser-j 
vation,  or  came  within  the  sphere  of  his  actual  experience ;  but 
he  had  httle  power  beyond  that  sf^ere,  or  sympathy  with  that 
which  existed  only  in  idea.  He  was  "  conformed  to  this  world, 
not  transformed."  If  he  attempted  to  peunt  Pharaoh's  daughter, 
and  Paul  before  Felix,  he  lost  himself  His  mind  had  feet  and 
hands,  but  not  wings  to  fly  with.  There  is  a  mighty  world  of 
sense,  of  custom,  of  every-day  action,  of  accidents  and  objects 
coming  home  to  us,  and  interesting  because  they  do  so ;  the 
gross,  material,  stirring,  noisy  world  of  common  life  and  selfish 
passion,  of  which  Hogarth  was  absolute  lord  and  master :  there 
is  another  mightier  world,  that  which  exists  only  in  conception 
and  in  power,  the  universe  of  thought  and  sentiment,  that  sur- 
rounds and  is  raised  above  the  ordinary  world  of  reality,  as  the 
empyrean  surrounds  this  nether  globe,  into  which  few  are  priv- 
ileged to  soar  with  mighty  wings  outspread,  and  in  which,  a? 
power  is  given  them  to  embody  their  aspiring  fancies,  to  "  give 
to  airy  nothing  a  local  habitation  and  a  name,"  to  fill  with  ima- 
ginary shapes  of  beauty  or  sublimity,  and  make  the  dark  abyss 
pregnant,  bringing  that  which  is  remote  home  to  us,  raising 
themselves  to  the  lofty,  sustaining  themselves  on  the  refined  and 
abstracted,  making  all  things  like  not  what  we  know  and  feel 
in  ourselves,  in  this  "  ignorant  present "  time,  but  like  what  they 
musjt  be  in  themselves,  or  in  our  noblest  idea  of  them,  and  stamp- 
ing that  idea  with  reality,  (but  chiefly  clothing  the  best  and  the 
highest  with  grace  and  grandeur:)  this  is  the  ideal  in  art,  in 
poetry^  and  in  painting.  There  are  things  which  are  cogniza- 
ble only  to  sense,  which  interest  only  our  more  immediate  in- 
stincts and  passions ;  the  want  of  food,  the  loss  of  a  Wrck^^.^  or^  ^l  ^ 
sumof  monej;  there  are  others  that  appeal  to  ^iiSqx^xlX.  ^xA 
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nobler  faculties ;  the  wants  of  the  mind,  the  hunger  and  thirst 
after  truth  and  beauty ;  that  is,  to  faculties  commensurate  with 
objects  greater  and  of  greater  refinement,  which  to  be  grand 
must  extend  beyond  ourselves  to  others,  and  our  interest  in  which 
must  be  refined  in  proportion  as  they  do  so.*  The  interest  in  these 
subjects  is  in  proportion  to  the  power  of  conceiving  them,  and  the 
power  of  conceiving  them  is  in  proportion  to  the  interest  and 
affection  for  them,  to  the  innate  bias  of  the  mind  to  elevate  itself 
above  everything  low,  and  purify  itself  from  everything  gross. 
Hogarth  only  transcribes  or  transposes  what  was  tangible  and 
visible,  not  the  abstracted  and  intelligible.  You  see  in  his  pic- 
tures only  the  faces  which  you  yourself  have  seen,  or  others  like 
them ;  none  of  his  characters  are  thinking  of  any  person  or  thing 
out  of  the  picture ;  you  are  only  interested  in  the  objects  of  their 
contention  or  pursuit,  because  they  themselves  are  interested  in 
them.  There  is  nothing  remote  in  thought,  or  comprehensive 
in  feeling.  The  whole  is  intensely  personal  and  local,  but  the 
interest  of  the  ideal  and  poetical  style  of  art,  relates  to  more  per* 
manent  and  universal  objects;  and  the  characters  and  lorms 
must  be  such  as  to  correspond  with  and  sustain,  that  interest, 
and  give  external  grace  and  dignity  to  it.  Such  were  the  sub» 
jects  which  Raphael  chose ;  faces  imbued  with  unalterable  sen- 
timent, and  figures  that  stand  in  the  eternal  silence  of  thought 
He  places  before  you  objects  of  everlasting  interest,  events  of  great- 
est magnitude,  and  persons  in  them  fit  for  the  scene  of  action — 
warriors  and  kings,  princes  and  nobles,  and  greater  yet,  poets 
and  philosophers,  and  mightier  than  these,  patriarchs  and  apos- 
tles, prophets  and  founders  of  religion,  saints  and  martyrs,  angels 
and  the  Son  of  God.  We  know  their  importance  and  their  high 
calling,  and  we  feel  that  they  do  not  belie  it  We  see  them  as 
they  were  painted,  with  the  eye  of  faith.  The  light  which  they 
have  kindled  in  the  world  is  reflected  back  upon  their  faces ;  the 

♦  When  Meg  Merrilies  says  in  her  dying  moments — "  Nay,  nay,  lay  my 
head  to  the  east,"  what  was  the  east  to  her  1  Not  a  reality,  but  an  idea 
of  distant  time  and  the  land  of  her  forefathers ;  the  last,  the  strongest,  and 
the  best  that  occurred  to  her  in  this  world.  Her  gipsy  slang  and  dress 
Were  quaint  and  grotesque ;  her  attachment  to  the  Kaim  of  Demcleugh  and 
Uie  wood  of  Wairock  waa  romantic  *,  her  worship  of  the  east  was  ideal. 


UBCTCRE  VII.]  ON  THE  WORKS  OF  HOGARTH,  ETC.  175 

awe  and  hom£ige  which  has  been  paid  to  them  is  seated  upon 
their  brow,  and  encircles  them  like  a  glory.  All  those  who 
come  before  them  are  conscious  of  a  superior  presence.  For 
example,  the  beggars  in  the  Gate  Beautiful  are  impressed  with 
this  ideal  borrowed  character.  Would  not  the  cripple  and  the 
halt  feel  a  difference  of  sensation,  and  express  it  outwardly  in 
such  circumstances?  And  was  the  painter  wrong  to  transfer 
this  sense  of  preternatural  power  and  the  confidence  of  a  saving 
feith  to  his  canvass  ?  Hogarth's  *  Pool  of  Bethesda,*  on  the  con- 
trary, is  only  a  collection  of  common  beggars  receiving  an  alms. 
The  waters  may  be  stirred,  but  the  mind  is  not  stirred  with 
them.  The  fowls,  again,  in  the  '  Miraculous  Draught  of  Fishes,* 
exult  and  clap  their  wings,  and  seem  lifted  up  with  some  unusual 
cause  of  joy.  There  is  not  the  same  expansive,  elevated  princi- 
ple in  Hogarth.  He  has  amiable  and  praise-worthy  characters, 
indeed,  among  his  bad  ones.  The  master  of  the  industrious  and 
idle  apprentice  is  a  good  citizen  and  a  virtuous  man ;  but  his 
benevolence  is  mechanical  and  confined ;  it  extends  only  to  his 
shop,  or,  at  most,  to  his  ward.  His  face  is  not  ruffled  by  passion, 
nor  is  it  inspired  by  thought.  To  give  another  instance,  the 
face  of  the  faithful  female  fainting  in  the  prison  scene  in  the 
*  Rakers  Progress,*  is  more  one  of  effeminate  softness  than  of  dis* 
interested  tenderness,  or  heroic  constancy.  But  in  the  pictures 
of  the  '  Mother  and  Child,'  by  Raphael  and  Leonardo  Da  Vinci, 
we  see  all  the  tenderness  purified  from  all  the  weakness  of  ma- 
ternal affection,  and  exalted  by  the  prospects  of  religious  faith ; 
80  that  the  piety  and  devotion  of  future  generations  seems  to  add 
its  weight  to  the  expression  of  feminine  sweetness  and  parental 
love,  to  press  upon  the  heart,  and  breathe  in  the  countenance. 
This  is  the  ideal,  passion  blended  with  thought  and  pointing  to 
distant  objects,  not  debased  by  grossness,  not  thwarted  by  acci- 
dent, not  weakened  by  familiarity,  but  connected  with  forms 
and  circumstances  that  give  the  utmost  possible  expansion  and 
refinement  to  the  general  sentiment.  With  all  my  admiration 
of  Hogarth,  \  cannot  think  him  equal  to  Raphael.  I  do  not 
know  whether  if  the  portfolio  were  opened,  I  would  not  as  soon 
look  over  the  prints  of  Hogarth  as  those  of  Raphael  \  \>m\.^s®jvi- 
ediy,  if  the  question  were  put  to  me,  I  would  sooxvibT  u^^^tXna:)^ 
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seen  the  prints  of  Hogarth  than  never  have  seen  those  of  Ra- 
phaeL     It  is  many  years  ago  since  I  first  saw  the  prints  of  the 
*  Cartoons'  hanging  round  the  old-fashioned  parlour  of  a  little 
inn  in  a  remote  part  of  the  country.     I  was  then  young :  I  had 
heard  of  the  fame  of  the  '  Cartoons,'  hut  this  was  the  first  time 
I  had  ever  heen  admitted  face  to  face  into  the  presence  of  those 
divine  works.     "  How  was  I  then  uplifted  I"     Prophets  and 
apostles  stood  before  me  as  in  a  dream,  and  the  Saviour  of  the 
Christian  world  with  his  attributes  of  faith  and  power ;  miracles 
were  working  on  the  walls;  the  hand  of  Raphael  was  there; 
and  as  his  pencil  traced  the-  lines,  I  saw  godlike  spirits  and  lolly 
shapes  descend  and  walk  visibly  the  earth,  but  as  if  their  thoughts 
still  lifted  them  above  the  earth.     There  I  saw  the  figure  of  St. 
Paul,  pointing  with  noble  fervour  to  "  temples  not  made  with 
hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens ;"  and  that  finer  one  of  Christ  in 
the  boat,  whose  whole  figure  seems  sustained  by  meekness  and 
love  ;  and  that  of  the  same  person  surrounded  by  his  disciples, 
like  a  fiock  of  sheep  listening  to  the  music  of  some  divine  shep- 
herd.    I  knew  not  how  enough  to  admire  them.     If  jfrom  this 
transport  and  delight  there  arose  in  my  breast  a  wish,  a  deep 
aspiration  of  mingled  hope  and  fear  to  be  able  one  day  to  do 
something  like  them,  that  hope  has  long  since  vanished ;  but 
not  with  it  the  love  of  art,  nor  delight  in  the  works  of  art,  nor 
admiration  of  the  genius  which  produces  them,  nor  respect  for 
ferae  which  rewards  and  crowns  them !  Later  in  life,  I  saw  other 
works  of  this  great  painter  (with  more  like  them)  collected  in  the 
Louvre,  where  Art  at  that  time  lifted  up  her  head,  and  was  seated 
on  her  throne,  and  said,  ^'  All  eyes  shall  see  me,  and  all  knees 
shall  bow  to  me !"    Honour  was  done  to  her  and  all  hers.    There 
was  her  treasure,  and  there  the  inventory  of  all  she  had.    There 
she  had  gathered  together  her  pomp,  and  there  was  her  shrine, 
and  there  her  votaries  came  and  worshipped  as  in  a  temple.  The 
crown  she  wore  was  brighter  than  that  of  kings.     Where  the 
struggles  for  human  liberty  had  been  there  were  the  triumphs 
of  human  genius.     For  there,  in  the  Louvre,  were  the  precious 
monuments  of  art ;  there  ''  stood  the  statue  that  enchants  the 
world  j"  there  was  *  Apollo,'  the  'Laocoon,'  the  'Dying  Gladia- 
tor/  the  bead  of  the  *  Antiuous,'  ^"Diaiffli  'wvCia.  V'st  '^wntl^  ^i!A 
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^  Muses  and  the  Graces'  in  a  ring,  and  all  the  glories  of  the  an- 
tique world : — 

"  There  was  old  Proteus  coming  from  the  sea, 
And  wreathed  Triton  blew  his  winding  horn." 

There,  too,  were  the  two  '  St.  Jeromes,*  Corregio's  and  Domeni- 
chino's ;  there  was  Raphael's  *  Transfiguration,*  the  *  St.  Mark  * 
of  Tintoret,  Paul  Veronese's  *  Marriage  of  Cana,'  the  '  Deluge' 
of  Poussin,  and  Titian's  '  St.  Peter  Martyr.'     It  was  there  that 
I  learned  to  become  an  enthusiast  of  the  lasting  works  of  the 
great  painters,  and  of  their  names  no  less  magnificent :  grateful 
to  the  heart  as  the  sound  of  celestial  harmony  from  other  spheres, 
waking  around  us  (whether  heard  or  not)  from  youth  to  age ; 
the  stay,  the  guide  and  anchor  of  our  purest  thoughts ;  whom, 
having  once  seen,  we  always  remember,  and  who  teach  us  to 
see  all  things  through  them ;  without  whom  life  would  be  to 
begin  again,  and  the  earth  barren  ;  of  Raphael,  who  lifted  the 
human  form  half-way  to  Heaven ;  of  Titian,  who  painted  the 
mind  in  the  face,  and  unfolded  the  soul  of  things  to  the  eye ;  of 
Rubens,  around  whose  pencil  gorgeous  shapes  thronged  num- 
berless, startling  us  by  the  novel  accidents  of  form  and  colour, 
putting  the  spirit  of  motion  into  the  universe,  and  weaving  a  gay 
fantastic  round  and  bacchanalian  dance  with  nature ;  of  Rem- 
brandt, too,  who  '^  smoothed  the  raven  down  of  darkness  till  it 
smiled,"  and  tinged  it  with  a  light  like  streaks  of  burnished  ore ; 
of  these,  and  more  than  these,  of  whom  the  world  was  scarce 
worthy,  and  for  the  loss  of  whom  nothing  could  console  me — 
not  even  the  works  of  Hogarth ! 

13 
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LECTURE  Vm. 

On  the  Comic  Writers  of  the  Last  Century. 

The  question  which  has  been  oflen  asked,  '^  Why  there  are 
comparatively  so  few  good  modem  comedies  ?"  appears  in  a 
great  measure  to  answer  itself.  It  is  because  so  many  excel- 
lent comedies  have  been  written,  that  there  are  none  written  at 
present.  Comedy  naturally  wears  itself  out — destroys  the  very 
food  on  which  it  lives ;  and  by  constantly  and  successfully  ex- 
posing the  follies  and  weaknesses  of  mankind  to  ridicule,  in  the 
end  leaves  itself  nothing  worth  laughing  at  It  holds  the  mir- 
ror up  to  nature,  and  men  seeing  their  most  striking  peculiarities 
and  defects,  pass  in  gay  review  before  them,  learn  either  to 
avoid  or  conceal  them.  It  is  not  the  criticism  which  the  public 
taste  exercises  upon  the  stage,  but  the  criticism  which  the  stage 
exercises  upon  public  manners  that  is  fatal  to  comedy,  by  ren- 
dering the  subject-matter  of  it  tame,  correct,  and  spiritless.  We 
are  drilled  into  a  sort  of  stupid  decorum,  and  forced  to  wear  the 
same  dull  uniform  of  outward  appearance  ;  and  yet  it  is  asked, 
why  the  Comic  Muse  does  not  point,  as  she  was  wont,  at  the 
peculiarities  of  our  gait  and  gesture,  and  exhibit  the  picturesque 
contrasts  of  our  dress  and  costume,  in  all  that  graceful  variety 
in  which  she  delights.     The  genuine  source  of  comic  writing, 

"  Where  it  must  live,  or  have  no  life  at  all," 

is  undoubtedly  to  be  found  in  the  distinguishing  peculiarities  of 
men  and  manners.  Now  tbis  distinction  can  subsist,  so  as  to  be 
strong,  pointed,  and  general,  only  while  the  manners  of  different 
classes  are  formed  almost  immediately  by  their  particular  cir- 
cumstances, and  the  characters  of  individuals  by  their  natural 
temperament  and  situation,  without  being  everlastingly  modified, 
and  neutralized  by  intercourse  with  the  world — ^by  knowledge 
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and  education.  In  a  certain  stage  of  society,  men  may  be  said 
to  vegetate  like  trees,  and  to  become  rooted  to  the  soil  in  which 
they  grow.  They  have  no  idea  of  anything  beyond  themselves 
and  their  immediate  sphere  of  action ;  they  are,  as  it  were,  cir- 
cumscribed, and  defined  by  their  particular  circumstances ;  they 
are  what  their  situation  makes  them,  and  nothing  more.  Each 
is  absorbed  in  his  own  profession  or  pursuit,  and  each  in  his 
turn  contracts  that  habitual  peculiarity  of  manners  and  opinions 
which  makes  him  the  subject  of  ridicule  to  others,  and  the  sport 
of  the  Comic  Muse.  Thus  the  physician  is  nothing  but  a 
physician,  the  lawyer  is  a  mere  lawyer,  the  scholar  degenerates 
into  a  pedant,  the  country  squire  is  a  different  species  of  being 
from  the  fine  gentleman,  the  citizen  and  the  courtier  inhabit 
each  a  difierent  world,  and  even  the  affectation  of  certain  char- 
acters, in  aping  the  follies  or  vices  of  their  betters,  only  serves  to 
show  the  immeasurable  distance  which  custom  or  fortune  has 
placed  between  them.  Hence  the  earlier  comic  writers,  taking 
advantage  of  this  mixed  and  solid  mass  of  ignorance,  folly, 
pride,  and  prejudice,  made  those  deep  and  lasting  incisions  into 
it, — ^have  given  those  sharp  and  nice  touches,  that  bold  relief  to 
their  characters,— have  opposed  them  in  every  variety  of  con- 
trast and  collision,  of  conscious  self-satisfaction  and  mutual  antip- 
athy, with  a  power  which  can  only  find  full  scope  in  the  same 
rich  and  inexhaustible  materials.  But  in  proportion  as  comic 
genius  succeeds  in  taking  off  the  mask  from  ignorance  and 
conceit,  as  it  teaches  us 

"  To  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us,"» 

in  proportion  as  we  are  brought  out  on  the  stage  together,  and 
our  prejudices  clash  one  against  the  other,  our  sharp  angular 
points  wear  off;  we  are  no  longer  rigid  in  absurdity,  passionate 
in  folly,  and  we  prevent  the  ridicule  directed  at  our  habitual 
foibles  by  laughing  at  them  ourselves. 

If  it  be  said,  that  there  is  the  same  fund  of  absurdity  and 
prejudice  in  the  world  as  ever — ^that  there  are  the  same  unac- 
countable perversities  lurking  at  the  bottom  of  every  breast^ — 
I  should  answer.  Be  it  so :  but  at  least  we  keep  oxxi  \oVC\^'&  \a 
ourselves  as  much  as  possible 'j  we  palliate,  skuffl^e,  ^iidk  ^^sj^cii;^^ 
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cate  with  them ;  they  sneak  into  hye-corners,  and  do  not,  like 
Chaucer's  Canterhury  Pilgrims,  march  along  the  high  road,  and 
form  a  procession;  they  do  not  entrench  themselves  strongly 
behind  custom  and  precedent ;  they  are  not  embodied  in  profes- 
sions and  ranks  in  life ;  they  are  not  organized  into  a  system ; 
they  do  not  openly  resort  to  a  standard,  but  are  a  sort  of  strag- 
gling nondescripts,  that,  like  Wart,  ''  present  no  mark  to  the 
foeman."  As  to  the  gross  and  palpable  absurdities  of  modem 
manners,  they  are  too  shallow  and  barefaced,  and  those  who 
afifect  are  too  little  serious  in  them,  to  make  them  w^orth  the 
detection  of  the  Comic  Muse.  They  proceed  from  an  idle,  inh 
pudent  affectation  of  folly  in  general,  in  the  dashing  braTura 
style,  not  from  an  infatuation  with  any  of  its  characteristic  modes. 
In  short,  the  proper  object  of  ridicul^  is  egotism :  and  a  man 
cannot  be  a  very  great  egotist,  who  every  day  sees  himself  rep- 
resented on  the  stage.  We  are  deficient  in  comedy,  because  we 
are  without  characters  in  real  life — as  we  have  no'  historical 
pictures,  because  we  have  no  faces  proper  for  them. 

It  is,  indeed,  the  evident  tendency  of  all  literature  to  g*eneralise 
and  dissipate  character,  by  giving  men  the  same  artificial  edu- 
cation, and  the  same  common  stock  of  ideas ;  so  that  we  see  all 
objects  from  the  same  point  of  view,  and  through  the  same 
reflected  medium; — we  learn  to  exist,  not.  in  ourselves,  but 
in  books; — all  men  become  alike  mere  readers — spectators, 
not  actors  in  the  scene,  and  lose  their  proper  personal  identity. 
The  templar.,  the  wit,  the  man  of  pleasure,  and  the  man 
of  fashion,  the  courtier  and  the  citizen,  the  knight  and  the 
squire,  the  lover  and  the  miser — Lovelace,  Lothario,  Will 
Honeycomb,  and  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley,  Sparkish  and  Lord 
Foppington,  Western  and  Tom  Jones,  My  Father  and  My 
Uncle  Toby,  Millamant  and  Sir  Sampson  Legend,  Don  Quix- 
ote and  Sancbo,  Gil  Bias  and  Guzman  d'Alfarache,  Count 
Fathom  and  Joseph  Surface, — ^bave  met  and  exchanged  com- 
mon-places on  the  barren  plains  of  the  haute  lUercUure — toil 
slowly  on  to  the  temple  of  science,  "seen  a  long  way  off  upon 
a  level,"  and  end  in  one  dull  compound  of  politics,  criticism, 
chemistry  and  metaphysics ! 

We  cannot  expect  to  reconcile  op^^te  things.    If,  for  exam- 
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pie,  any  of  us  were  to  put  ourselves  into  the  stage-coach,  from 
Salisbury  to  London,  it  is  more  than  probable  we  should  not 
meet  with  the  same  number  of  odd  accidents,  or  ludicrous  dis- 
tresses on  the  road,  that  befell  Parson  Adams ;  but  why,  if  we  get 
into  a  common  vehicle,  and  submit  to  the  conveniences  of  modem 
travelling,  should  we  complain  of  the  want  of  adventures  1 
Modern  manners  may  be  compared  to  a  modern  stage-coach ;  ' 
our  limbs  may  be  a  little  cramped  with  the  confinement,  and 
we  may  grow  drowsy,  but  we  arrive  safe,  without  any  very 
amusing  or  very  sad  accident,  at  our  journey's  end. 

In  this  theory  I  have,  at  les^t,  the  authority  of  Sterne  and 
the  'Tatler'  on  my  side,  who  attribute  the  greater  variety  and 
richness  of  comic  excellence  in  our  writers,  to  the  greater  varie- 
ty and  distinctness  of  character  among  ourselves;  the  rough- 
ness of  the  texture  and  the  sharp  angles  not  being  worn  out  by 
the  artificial  refinements  of  intellect,  or  the  frequent  collision  of 
social  intercourse. — It  has  been  argued  on  the  other  hand,  in- 
deed, that  this  circumstance  makes  against  me ;  that  the  sup- 
pression of  the  grosser  indications  of  absurdity  ought  to  stimu- 
late and  give  scope  to  the  ingenuity  and  penetration  of  the 
comic  writer  who  is  to  detect  them ;  that  the  progress  of  wit 
and  humour  ought  to  keep  pace  with  critical  distinctions  and 
metaphysical  niceties ;  [that  the  more  we  are  become  like  one 
another,  or  like  not&ing,  the  less  distinction  of  character  we 
have,  the  greater  discrimination  must  it  require  to  bring  it  out ; 
that  the  less  ridiculous  our  manners  become,  the  more  scope  do 
they  afibrd  for  art  and  ingenuity  in  discovering  our  weak  sides 
and  shades  of  infirmity,  and  that  the  greatest  sameness  and  mo- 
notony, must  in  the  end  produce  the  most  exquisite  variety. 
What  a  pity  it  is,  that  so  ingenious  a  theory  should  not  have 
the  facts  on  its  side ;  and  that  the  perfection  of  satire  should  not 
be  found  to  keep  pace  with  the  want  of  materials.  It  is  rather 
too  much  to  assume  on  a  mere  hypothesis,  that  the  present  man- 
ners are  equally  favourable  to  the  production  of  the  highest 
comic  excellence,  till  they  do  produce  it.  Even  in  France, 
where  encouragement  is  given  to  the  noblest  and  most  success- 
ful exertions  of  genius  by  the  sure  prospect  oi  •pioftx  \.o  -^ovsccs.^ 
or  your  descendants,  every  time  youi  piece  is  aoXe^  m  «a^ 
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corner  of  the  empire, — we  find  the  best  critics  going  back  to  the 
grossness  and  illiberality  of  the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  for  the  pro- 
duction of  the  best  comedies ;  which  is  rather  extraordinary, 
considering  the  infinitely  refined  state  of  manners  in  France, 
and  the  infinite  encouragement  given  to  dramatic  talent  But 
there  is  a  difference  between  refinement  and  imbecility,  between 
general  knowledge  and  personal  elegance,  between  metaphysi- 
cal subtlety  and  stage-efiect.  All  manners,  all  kinds  of  folly, 
and  all  shades  of  character  are  not  equally  fit  for  dramatic  re- 
presentation. There  is  a  point  where  minuteness  of  distinction 
becomes  laborious  foolery,  and  where  the  slendemess  of  the  ma- 
terials must  baffle  the  skill  and  destroy  the  exertions  of  the 
artist.  A  critic  of  this  sort  will  insist,  indeed,  on  pulling  off 
the  mask  of  folly,  by  some  ingenious  device,  though  she  has 
been  stripped  of  it  long  ago,  and  forced  to  compose  her  features  . 
into  a  decent  appearance  of  gravity ;  and  apply  a  microscope 
of  a  new  construction  to  detect  the  freckles  on  her  face  and  ine- 
qualities in  her  skin,  in  order  to  communicate  amusing  discove- 
ries to  the  audience,  as  some  philosophical  lecturer  does  the 
results  of  his  chemical  experiments  on  the  decomposition  of 
substances  to  the  admiring  circle.  There  is  no  end  to  this. 
His  penetrating  eye  is  infinitely  delighted  with  the  grotesque 
appearance  of  so  many  imperceptible  deviations  from  a  right 
line,  and  mathematical  inclinations  from  the  perpendicular.  The 
picture  of  the  *  Flamborough  Family,'  painted  with  each  an 
orange  in  his  hand,  must  have  been  a  master-piece  of  nice  dis- 
crimination and  graceful  inflection.  Upon  this  principle  of 
going  to  work  the  wrong  way,  and  of  making  something  out 
of  nothing,  we  must  reverse  all  our  rules  of  taste  and  common 
sense.  No  comedy  can  be  perfect  till  the  dramatis  persoTia 
might  be  reversed  without  creating  much  confusion ;  or  the  in- 
gredients of  character  ought  to  be  so  blended  and  poured  re- 
peatedly from  one  vessel  into  another,  that  the  difference  would 
be  perceptible  only  to  the  finest  palate.  Thus,  if  Moliere  had 
lived  in  the  present  day,  he  would  not  have  drawn  his  '  Avare,' 
his  '  Tartuffe,'  and  his  Misanthrope  with  those  strong  -touches 
and  violent  contrasts  which  he  has  done,  but  with  those  delicate 
traits  which  are  common  to  human  nature  in  general,  that  is, 
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his  Miser  without  avarice,  his  Hypocrite  without  design,  and 
his  Misanthrope  without  disgust  at  the  vices  of  mankind ;]  these 
theorists,  in  short,  have  been  sanguine  enough  to  ejcpect  a  regu- 
lar advance  from  grossness  to  refinement  in  wit  and  pleasantry, 
on  the  stage  and  in  real  life,  marked  on  a  graduated  scale  of 
human  perfectibility,  and  have  been  hence  led  to  imagine  that 
the  best  of  our  old  comedies  were  no  better  than  the  coarse  jests 
of  a  set  of  country  clowns — a  sort  of  comedies  bourgeoises,  com- 
pared with  the  admirable  productions  which  might,  but  have 
not,  been  written  in  our  times.  I  must  protest  against  this 
theory  altogether,  which  would  go  to  degrade  genteel  comedy 
from  a  high  court  lady  into  a  literary  prostitute.  I  do  not  knpw 
what  these  persons  mean  by  refinement  in  this  instance.  Do 
they  find  none  in  Millamant  and  her  morning  dreams,  in  Sir 
Roger  de  Coverley  and  his  widow  1  Did  not  Etherege,  Wych- 
erley,  Suckling,  and  Congreve,  approach  tolerably  near 


" the  ring 

Of  mimic  statesmen  and  their  merry  king  1" 

Is  there  no  distinction  between  an  Angelica  and  a  Miss  Prue,  a 
Valentine,  a  Tattle,  and  a  Ben  ?  Where,  in  the  annals  of  modern 
literature,  shall  we  find  anything  more  refined,  more  deliberate, 
more  abstracted  in  vice  than  the  nobleman  in  '  Amelia?'  Are 
not  the  compliments  which  Pope  paid  to  his  friends,  to  Murray 
and  to  Combury,  equal  in  taste  and  elegance  to  any  which  have 
been  paid  since  ?  Are  there  no  traits  in  Sterne  ?  Is  not  Rich- 
ardson minute  enough  1  Must  we  part  with  Sophia  Western 
and  her  muflT,  and  Clarissa  Harlowe's  "  preferable  regards  "  for 
the  loves  of  the  plants  and  the  triangles  1  Or  shall  we  say  that 
the  Berinthias  and  Alitheas  of  former  times  were  mere  rustics, 
because  they  did  not,  like  our  modern  belles,  subscribe  to  circu- 
lating libraries,  read  '  Beppo,'  prefer  ^  Gertrude  of  Wyoming '  to 
the  *  Lady  of  the  Lake,'  or  the  *  Lady  of  the  Lake '  to  ^  Ger^ 
trude  of  Wyoming,'  difier  in  their  sentiments  on  points  of  taste 
or  systems  of  mineralogy,  compose  learned  treatises,  and  deliver 
dissertations  on  the  arts  with  Corinna  of  Italy?  They  had 
something  else  to  do  and  to  talk  about.  They  "wet^  eav^<3^^^ 
in  reality,  as  we  see  them  on  the  stage,  in  seXXm^  oS  ^ca 
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channs  to  the  greatest  advantage,  in  mortifying  their  rivals  by 
the  most  pointed  irony,  and  trifling  with  their  lovers  with  infi- 
nite address.  The  height  of  comic  elegance  and  refinement  is 
not  to  be  found  in  the  general  diffusion  of  knowledge  and  civil- 
ization, which  tends  to  level  and  neutralise,  but  in  the  pride  of 
individual  distinction,  and  the  contrast  between  the  conflicting 
pretensions  of  different  ranks  in  society.  [The  beauty  of  these 
writers  in  general  was  that  they  gave  every  kind  and  gradation 
of  character,  iemdithey  did  this  because  their  portredts  were  taken 
from  life.  They  were  true  to  nature,  full  of  meaning,  perfeedy 
understood  and  executed  in  every  part.  Their  coarseness  was 
not  mere  vulgarity,  their  refinement  was  not  a  mere  negation  of 
precision.  They  refined  upon  characters,  instead  of  refining 
them  away.  Their  refinement  consisted  in  working  out  the 
parts,  not  in  leaving  a  vague  outline.  They  painted  human  na- 
ture as  it  was,  and  as  they  saw  it  with  individual  character  and 
circumstances,  not  human  nature  in  general,  abstracted  from 
timje,  place,  and  circumstance.  Strength  and  refinement  are  so 
far  from  being  incompatible,  that  they  assist  each  other,  as  the 
hardest  bodies  admit  of  the  finest  touches  and  the  brightest  polish. 
But  there  are  some  minds  that  never  understand  anything,  but 
by  a  negation  of  its  opposite.  There  is  a  strength  without  re- 
finement, which  is  grossness,  as  there  is  a  refinement  without 
strength  or  effect,  which  is  insipidity.  Neither  are  grossness 
and  refinement  of  manners  inconsistent  with  each  other  in  the 
same  period.  The  grossness  of  one  class  adds  to  the  refinement 
of  another,  by  circumscribing  it,  by  rendering  the  feeling  more 
pointed  and  exquisite,  by  irritating  our  self-love,  &c.  There 
can  be  no  great  refinement  of  character  where  there  is  no  dis- 
tinction of  persons.  The  character  of  a  gentleman  is  a  relative 
term.  The  diffusion  of  knowledge,  of  artificial  and  intellectual 
equality,  tends  to  level  this  distinction,  and  to  confound  that  nice 
perception  and  high  sense  of  honour,  which  arises  from  conspic- 
uousness  of  situation,  and  a  perpetual  attention  to  personal  pro- 
priety, and  the  claims  of  personal  respect.  It  is  common,  I 
think,  to  mistake  refinement  of  individual  character  for  general 
knowledge  and  intellectual  subtlety,  with  which  it  has  little 
more  to  do  than  with  the  dexterity  of  a  rope  dancer  or  juggjer. 
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The  age  of  chivalry  is  gone  with  the  improvements  in  the  art 
of  war,  which  superseded  personal  courage,  and  the  character 
of  a  gentleman  must  disappear  with  those  refinements  in  intel- 
lect which  render  the  advantages  of  rank  and  situation  common 
almost  to  any  one.  The  bag-wig  and  sword  followed  the  hel- 
met and  spear,  when  these  outward  insignia  no  longer  implied  a  ' 
real  superiority,  and  were  a  distinction  without  a  difference. 
Even  the  grossness  of  a  state  of  mixed  and  various  manners  re- 
ceives a  degree  of  refinement  from  contrast  and  opposition,  by 
being  defined  and  implicated  with  circumstances.  The  Uphol- 
sterer in  *  The  Tatler '  is  not  a  mere  vulgar  politician.  His 
intense  feeling  of  interest  and  curiosity  about  what  does  not  at 
all  concern  him,  displays  itself  in  the  smallest  things,  assumes 
the  most  eccentric  forms,  and  the  peculiarity  of  his  absurdity 
masks  itself  under  various  shifts  and  evasions,  which  the  same 
folly,  when  it  becomes  epidemic  and  universal,  as  it  has  since 
done,  would  not  have  occasion  to  resort  to.  In  general  it  is  only 
in  a  state  of  mere  barbarism  or  indiscriminate  refinement  that 
we  are  to  look  for  extreme  grossness  or  complete  insipidity. 
Our  modern  dramatists,  indeed,  have  happily  contrived  to  unite 
both  extremes.  Omne  ttdit  pundum.  On  a  soft  ground  of  sen- 
timent they  have  daubed  in  the  gross  absurdities  of  modern  man- 
ners void  of  character,  have  blended  romantic  waiting-maids 
with  jockey  noblemen,  and  the  humours  of  the  four-in-hand 
club,  and  fill  up  the  piece  by  some  vile  and  iUiberal  caricature 
of  particular  individuals  known  on  the  town. 

Some  persons  are  for  refining  comedy  into  a  pure  intellectual 
abstraction,  the  shadow  of  a  shade.  Will  they  forgive  me  if  I 
suggest,  as  an  addition  to  this  theory,  that  the  drama  in  general 
might  be  constructed  on  the  same  abstruse  and  philosophical 
principles  ?  As  they  imagine  that  the  finest  comedies  may  be 
formed  without  individual  character,  so  the  deepest  tragedies 
might  be  composed  without  real  passion.  The  slightest  and 
most  ridiculous  distresses  might  be  improved,  by  art  and  meta- 
physical aid,  into  the  most  affecting  scenes.  A  young  man 
might  naturally  be  introduced  as  the  hero  of  a  philosophic 
drama,  who  had  lost  the  gold  medal  for  a  ■pnz^-^«a\\  qx  ^ 
young  lady,  whose  verses  had  been  severely  cilUcmi.  mXicL'^x^- 
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views.  Nothing  could  come  amiss  to  this  ragfe  for  speculative 
refinement ;  or  the  actors  might  be  supposed  to  come  forward, 
not  in  any  character,  but  as  a  sort  of  chorus,  reciting  speeches 
on  the  general  miseries  of  human  life,  or  reading  alternately 
a  passage  out  of  Seneca's  '  Morals  *  or  Voltaire's  *  Candide.*  This 
might  by  some  be  thought  a  great  improvement  on  English 
tragedy,  or  even  on  the  French. 

The  whole  of  such  reasoning  proceeds  on  a  total  misconcep- 
tion of  the  nature  of  the  drama  itself  It  confounds  philosophy 
with  poetry,  laboured  analysis  with  intuitive  perception,  general 
truth  with  individual  observation.  It  makes  the  comic  muse  a 
dealer  in  riddles,  and  an  expounder  of  hieroglyphics,  and  a  taste 
for  dramatic  excellence,  a  species  of  the  second  sight.  It  would 
have  the  drama  to  be  the  most  remote,  whereas  it  is  the  most 
substantial  and  real  of  all  things.  It  represents  not  only  looks, 
but  motion  and  speech.  The  painter  gives  only  the  former, 
looks  without  action  or  speech,  and  the  mere  writer  only  the 
latter,  words  without  looks  or  action.  Its  business  and  its  use  is 
to  express  the  thoughts  and  character  in  the  most  striking  and 
instantaneous  manner,  in  the  manner  most  like  reality.  It  con- 
veys them  in  all  their  truth  and  subtlety,  but  in  all  their  force 
and  with  all  possible  effect.  It  brings  them  into  action,  obtrudes 
them  on  the  sight,  embodies  them  in  habits,  in  gestures,  in  dress, 
in  circumstances,  and  in  speech.  It  renders  every  thing  overt 
and  ostensible,  and  presents  human  nature  not  in  its  elementary 
principles  or  by  general  reflections,  but  exhibits  its  essential 
qualities  in  all  their  variety  of  combination,  and  furnishes  sub- 
jects for  perpetual  reflection. 

But  the  instant  we  begin  to  refine  and  generalise  beyond  a 
certain  point,  we  are  reduced  to  abstraction,  and  compelled  to 
see  things,  not  as  individuals,  or  as  connected  with  action  and 
circumstances,  but  as  universal  truths,  applicable  in  a  degree  to 
all  things,  and  in  their  extent  to  none,  which  therefore  it  would 
be  absurd  to  predicate  of  individuals,  or  to  represent  to  the 
senses.  The  habit,  too,  of  detaching  these  abstract  species  and 
fragments  of  nature,  destroys  the  power  of  combining  them  in 
complex  characters,  in  every  degree  of  force  and  variety.  The 
concrete  and  the  abstract  cannot  co-exist  in.  the  same  mind.     We 
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accordingly  find,  that  to  genuine  comedy  succeed  satire  and 
novels,  the  one  dealing  in  general  character  and  description, 
and  the  other  making  out  particulars  hy  the  assistance  of  narra- 
tive and  comment     Afterwards  come  traits,  and  collections  of 
anecdotes,  bon  mots,  topics,  and  quotations,  &c.  which  are  ap- 
plicable to  any  one,  and  are  just  as  good  told  of  one  person  as 
another.     Thus  the  trio  in  the  Memoirs  of  M.  Grimm,  attributed 
to  three  celebrated  characters,  on  the  death  of  a  fourth,  might 
have  the  names  reversed,  and  would  lose  nothing  of  its  effect 
In  general  these  traits  which  are  so  much  admired,  are  a  sort  of 
systematic  hbels  on  human  nature,  which  make  up,  by  their 
malice  and  acuteness,  for  their  want  of  wit  and  sense. 

Sir  Richard  Steele  thought  that  the  excellence  of  the  English 
in  comedy  was  in  a  great  measure  owing  to  the  originality  and 
variety  of  character  among  them.  With  respect  to  that  ex- 
treme refinement  of  taste  which  Madame  de  Stael  advocates  to 
the  French,  they  are  neither  entirely  without  it,  nor  have  they 
80  much  as  they  think.  The  two  most  refined  things  in  the 
world  are  the  story  of  the  Falcon  in  Boccaccio,  and  the  character 
of  Griselda  in  '  Chaucer,'  of  neither  of  which  the  French  would 
have  the  smallest  conception,  because  they  do  not  depend  on 
traits,  or  minute  circumstances,  or  turns  of  expression,  but  in 
infinite  simplicity  and  truth,  and  an  everlasting  sentiment.  We 
might  retort  upon  Madame  de  Stael  what  she  sometimes  says  in 
her  own  defence — ^^  That  we  understand  all  in  other  writers 
that  is  worth  understanding."  As  to  Moliere,  he  is  quite  out 
of  the  present  question ;  he  lived  long  before  the  era  of  French 
philosophy  and  refinement,  and  is  besides  almost  an  English 
author,  quite  a  barba/re,  in  all  in  which  he  excels.  To  supposiB 
that  we  can  go  on  refining  for  ever  with  vivacity  and  effect, 
embodying  vague  abstractions,  and  particularising  flimsy  gene- 
ralities— "  showing  the  very  body  of  the  age,  its  form  and  pres- 
sure," though  it  has  neither  form  nor  pressure  left — seems  to 
me  the  height  of  speculative  absurdity.  That  undefined  "  frivo- 
lous space,"  beyond  which  Madame  de  Stael  regards  as  "  the 
region  of  taste  and  elegance,"  is,  indeed,  nothing  but  the  very 
limbo  of  vanity,  the  land  of  chiromancy  and  occuil  cotic^xX^  wA 
paradise  of  fooJ^^  where, 


.9 


188  ON  THE  COMIC  WRITERS  [lecture  yiu 

"  None  yet,  but  store  hereafter  from  the  earth 
Shall,  like  aerial  vapours,  upward  rise 
Of  all  things  transitory  and  vain."] 

The  alterations  which  have  taken  place  in  conversation  and 
dress,  in  consequence  of  the  change  of  manners  in  the  same 
period,  have  heen  by  no  means  favourable  to  comedy.    The 
present  prevailing  style  of  conversation  is  not  personal,  but  critical 
and  analytical.     It  consists  almost  entirely  in  the  discussion  of 
general  topics,  in  ascertaining  the  merits  of  authors  and  their 
works ;  and  Congreve  would  be  able  to  derive  no  better  hints 
from  the  conversations  of  our  toilettes  or  drawing-rooms,  for  the 
exquisite  raillery  or  poignant  repartee  of  his  dialogues,  than 
from  a  deliberation  of  the  Royal  Society.     In  like  manner,  the 
extreme  simplicity  and  graceful  uniformity  of  modem  dress, 
however  favourable  to  the  arts,  has  certainly  stript  comedy  of 
one  of  its  richest  ornaments  and  most  expressive  symbols.    The 
sweeping  pall,  and  buskin,  and  nodding  plume  were  never  more 
serviceable  to  tragedy,  than  the  enormous  hoops  and  stiff  stays 
worn  by  the  belles  of  former  days,  were  to  the  intrigues  of 
comedy.     They  assisted  wonderfiilly  in  heightening  the  myste- 
ries of  the  passion,  and  adding  to  the  intricacy  of  the  plot 
Wycherley  and  Vanbrugh  could  not  have  spared  the  dresses  of 
Vandyke.      These  strange  fancy-costumes,  perverse  disguises, 
and  counterfeit  shapes  gave  an  agreeable  scope  to  the  imagina- 
tion.    "  That  seven-fold  fence"  was  a  sort  of  foil  to  the  luscious 
ness  of  the  dialogue,  and  a  barrier  against  the  sly  encroachments 
of  double  enteTidre,     The  greedy  eye  and  bold  hand  of  indiscre 
tion  were  repressed,  which  gave  a  greater  license  to  the  tongue 
The  senses  were  not  to  be  gratified  in  an  instant.     Love  wa 
entangled  in  the  folds  of  the  swelling  handkerchief,  and  the  de 
sires  might  wander  for  ever  round  the  circumference  of  a  quilte( 
petticoat,  or  find  a  rich  lodging  in  the  folds  of  a  damask  stom 
acher.     There  was  room  for  years  of  patient  contrivance,  fa 
a  thousand  thoughts,  schemes,   conjectures,  hopes,  fears,  anc 
wishes.     There  seemed  no  end  of  obstacles  and  delays ;  to  over 
come  so  many  difficulties  was  the  work  of  ages.     A  mistres 
was  an  angel,  concealed  behind  whalebone,  flounces,  and  bro 
cade.     What  an  undertaking  to  penetrate  through  the  disguise 
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What  an  impulse  must  it  give  to  the  blood,  what  a  keenness  to 
the  invention,  what  a  volubility  to  the  tongue !  "  Mr.  Smirk, 
you  are  a  brisk  man,"  was  then  the  most  significant  commenda- 
tion; but  now-a-days,  a  woman  can  be  but  undressed !  Again, 
the  character  of  the  fine  gentleman  is  at  present  a  little  obscured 
on  the  stage,  nor  do  we  immediately  recognise  it  elsewhere,  for 
want  of  the  formidable  insignia  of  a  bag-wig  and  sword.  With- 
out these  outward  credentials,  the  public  must  not  only  be 
unable  to  distinguish  this  character  intuitively,  but  it  must  be 
"almost  afraid  to  know  itself"  The  present  simple  disguise  of 
a  gentleman  is  like  the  incognito  of  kings.  The  opinion  of 
others  affects  our  opinion  of  ourselves ;  and  we  can  hardly  ex- 
pect from  a  modem  man  of  fashion  that  air  of  dignity  and  superior 
gracefulness  of  carriage  which  those  must  have  assumed  who 
were  conscious  that  all  eyes  were  upon  them,  and  that  their 
lofty  pretensions  continually  exposed  them  either  to  public  scorn 
or  challenged  public  admiration.  A  lord  who  should  take  the 
wall  of  the  plebeian  passengers  without  a  sword  by  his  side, 
would  hardly  have  his  claim  of  precedence  acknowledged ;  nor 
could  he  be  supposed  to  have  that  obsolete  air  of  self-importance 
about  him,  which  should  alone  clear  the  *  pavement  at  his  ap- 
proach. It  is  curious  how  an  ingenious  actor  of  the  present 
day  (Mr.  Farren)  should  play  Lord  Ogleby  so  well  as  he  does, 
having  never  seen  anything  of  the  sort  in  reality.  A  nobleman 
in  full  costume  and  in  broad  day,  would  be  a  phenomenon  like 
the  lord  mayor's  coach.  The  attempt  at  getting  up  genteel 
comedy  at  present  is  a  sort  of  Galvanic  experiment,  a  revival  of 
the  dead. 

There  is  a  certain  stage  of  society  in  which  people  become 
conscious  of  their  peculiarities  and  absurdities,  affect  to  disguise 
what  they  are,  and  set  up  pretensions  to  what  they  are  not. 
This  gives  rise  to  a  corresponding  style  of  comedy,  the  object 
of  which  is  to  detect  the  disguises  of  self-love,  and  to  make  re- 
prisals on  these  preposterous  assumptions  of  vanity,  by  marking 
the  contrast  between  the  real  and  the  affected  character  as 
severely  as  possible,  and  denying  to  those,  who  would  impose 
on  us  for  what  they  are  not,  even  the  merit  which,  they  Iclvt^ 
This  is  the  comedy  ofart2£cial  lifcj  of  wit  and  Batixe^saOEi  «i& 
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see  it  in  Congreve,  Wycherley,  Vanbrugh,  &c.  To  this  suc- 
ceeds a  state  of  society  from  which  the  same  sort  of  afiectation 
and  pretence  are  banished  by  a  greater  knowledge  of  the  world, 
or  by  their  successful  exposure  on  the  stage ;  and  which,  by 
neutralizing  the  materials  of  comic  character,  both  natural  and 
artificial,  leaves  no  comedy  at  all — ^but  the  seniimmtal.  Such  is 
our  modem  comedy.  There  is  a  period  in  the  progress  of 
manners  anterior  to  both  these,  in  which  the  foibles  and  follies 
of  individuals  are  of  nature's  planting,  not  the  growth  of  art  or 
study ;  in  which  they  are  therefore  unconscious  of  them  them- 
selves, or  care  not  who  knows  them,  if  they  can  but  have  their 
whim  out ;  and  in  which,  as  there  is  no  attempt  at  imposition, 
the  spectators  rather  receive  pleasure  from  humouring  the  in- 
clinations of  the  persons  they  laugh  at,  than  wish  to  give  them 
pain  by  exposing  their  absurdity.  This  may  be  called*the 
comedy  of  nature,  and  it  is  the  comedy  which  we  generally  find 
in  Shakspeare. 

I  have  observed  in  a  former  lecture,  that  the  most  spirited  era 
of  our  comic  drama  was  that  which  reflected  the  conversation, 
tone,  and  manners  of  the  profligate,  but  witty  age  of  Charles  II 
With  the  graver  and  more  business-like  turn  which  the  Revo- 
lution probably  gave  to  our  minds,  comedy  stooped  from  her 
bolder  and  more  fantastic  flights ;  and  the  ferocious  attack  made 
by  the  nonjuring  divine,  Jeremy  Collier,  on  the  immoraUty 
and  profaneness  of  the  plays  then  chiefly  in  vogue,  nearly 
frightened  those  unwarrantable  liberties  of  wit  and  humour  from 
the  stage  which  were  no  longer  countenanced  at  court  nor 
copied  in  the  city.  Almost  the  last  of  our  writers  who  ventured 
to  hold  out  in  the  prohibited  track  was  a  female  adventurer, 
Mrs.  Centlivre,  who  seemed  to  take  advantage  of  the  privilege 
of  her  sex,  and  to  set  at  defiance  the  cynical  denunciations  of 
the  angry  puritanical  reformist.  Her  plays  have  a  provoking 
spirit  and  volatile  salt  in  them,  which  still  preserves  them  from 
decay.  Congreve  is  said  to  have  been  jealous  of  their  success 
at  the  time,  and  that  it  was  one  cause  which  drove  him  in  dis- 
gust from  the  stage.  If  so,  it  was  without  any  good  reason,  for 
these  plays  have  great  and  intrinsic  merit  in  them,  which  enti- 
tled  them  to  their  popularity  (and  il  is  quIy  spurious  and  unde- 
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served  popularity  which  should  excite  a  feeling  of  jealousy  in 
any  well-regulated  mind:)  and  besides,  their  merit  was  of  a 
kind  entirely  different  from  his  own.  The  *  Wonder*  and  the 
'  Busy  Body*  are  properly  comedies  of  intrigue.  Their  interest 
depends  chiefly  on  the  intricate  involution  and  artful  denommeni 
of  the  plot,  which  has  a  strong  tincture  of  mischief  in  it,  and  the 
wit  is  seasoned  by  the  archness  of  the  humour  and  sly  allusion  to 
the  most  delicate  points.  They  are  plays  evidently  written  by  a 
▼ery  clever  woman,  but  still  by  a  woman :  for  I  hold,  in  spite  xrf 
any  fanciful  theories  to  the  contrary,  that  there  is  a  distinction  dis- 
cernible in  the  minds  of  women  as  well  as  in  their  faces.  The 
^  Wonder '  is  one  of^  the  best  of  our  acting  plays.  The  passion  of 
jealousy  in  Don  Felix  is  managed  in  such  a  way  as  to  give  as 
little  offence  as  possible  to  the  audience,  for  every  appearance  com- 
bines to  excite  and  confirm  his  worst  suspicions,  while  we,  who 
are  in  the  secret,  laugh  at  his  groundless  uneasiness  and  appre- 
hensions. The  ambiguity  of  the  heroine's  situation,  which  is 
like  a  continued  practical  equivoque^  gives  rise  to  a  quick  succes- 
8ioQ  of  causeless  alarms,  subtle  excuses,  and  the  most  hair- 
breadth 'scapes.  The  scene  near  the  end,  in  which  Don  Felix, 
pretending  to  be  drunk,  forces  his  way  out  of  Dan  ManuePs 
house,  who  wants  to  keep  him  a  prisoner,  by  producing  his 
marriage-contract  in  the  shape  of  a  pocket-pistol,  with  the  terrors 
and  confusion  into  which  the  old  gentleman  is  thrown  by  this 
sort  of  argumerUum  ad  hommem^  is  one  of  the  richest  treats  the 
stage  affords,  and  calls  forth  incessant  peals  of  laughter  and  ap- 
plause. Besides  the  two  principal  characters  (Volante  and  Don 
Felix)  Liissardo  and  Flippanta  come  in  very  well  to  carry  on 
the  underplot ;  and  the  airs  and  graces  of  an  amorous  waiting- 
maid  and  conceited  man-servant,  each  copying  after  their  master 
and  mistress,  were  never  hit  off  with  more  natural  volubility  or 
affected  rumchaUmce  than  in  this  enviable  couple.  Lissardo's 
playing  off  the  diamond  ring  before  the  eyes  of  his  mortified 
Dulcinea,  and  aping  his  master's  absent  manner  while  repeat- 
ing— ''^  Roast  me  these  Violantes,"  as  well  as  the  jealous  quarrel 
of  the  two  waiting-maids,  which  threatens  to  end  in  some  very 
extraordinary  discoveries,  are  among  the  most  amusing  traits  ia 
this  comedy.    ColoneJ  Briton;  the  lover  o{  daxa^  \a  ^  ^\r&3^ 
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and  enterprising  soldier  of  fortune ;  and  his  servant  Gibby's  un- 
daunted, incorrigible  blundering,  with  a  dash  of  nationality  in 
it,  tells  in  a  very  edifying  way. — ^  The  Busy  Body'  is  inferkar, 
in  the  interest  of  the  story  and  characters,  to  the  *  Wonder ;'  but 
it  is  full  of  bustle  and  gaiety  from  beginning  to  end.  The  plot 
never  stands  still ;  the  situations  succeed  one  another  like  the 
changes  of  scenery  in  a  pantomime.  The  nice  dove-tailing  of 
the  incidents,  and  cross-reading  in  the  situations,  supplies  the 
place  of  any  great  force  of  wit  or  sentiment.  The  time  for  the 
entrance  of  each  person  on  the  stage  is  the  moment  when  they 
are  least  wanted,  and  when  their  arrival  makes  either  them- 
selves or  somebody  else  look  as  foolish  as  possible.  The  laugh- 
ableness of  this  comedy,  as  well  as  of  *  The  Wonder,*  depends 
en  a  brilliant  series  of  mistimed  exits  and  entrances.  Marplot 
is  the  whimsical  hero  of  the  piece,  and  a  standing  memorial  of 
unmeaning  vivacity  and  assiduous  impertinence. 

['  The  Busy  Body'  is  a  comedy  that  has  now  held  possession 
of  the  stage  above  a  hundred  years,  (the  best  test  of  excellence ;) 
and  the  merit  that  has  enabled  it  to  do  so,  consists  in  the  inge* 
nuity  of  the  contrivance,  the  liveliness  of  the  plot,  and  the 
striking  efiect  of  the  situations.  Mrs.  Centlivre,  in  this  and  her 
other  plays,  could  do  nothing  without  a  stratagem;  but  she 
could  do  every  thing  with  one.  She  delights  in  putting  her 
dramaiis  persona  continually  at  their  wit's  end,  and  in  helping 
them  off  with  a  new  evasion ;  and  the  subtlety  of  her  resources 
is  in  proportion  to  the  criticalness  of  the  situation  and  the  short- 
ness of  the  notice  for  resorting  to  an  expedient.  Twenty  times, 
in  seeing  or  reading  one  of  her  plays,  your  pulse  beats  quick, 
and  you  become  restless  and  apprehensive  for  the  event;  but 
with  a  fine  theatrical  sleight  of  hand,  she  lets  you  off,  undoes 
the  knot  of  the  difficulty,  and  you  breathe  fireely  again,  and 
have  a  hearty  laugh  into  the  bargain.  In  short,  with  her 
knowledge  of  chambermaid's  tricks,  and  insight  into  the  intri- 
cate foldings  of  lovers'  hearts,  she  plays  with  the  events  of  come- 
dy, as  a  juggler  shuffles  about  a  pack  of  cards,  to  serve  his  own 
purposes,  and  to  the  surprise  of  the  spectator.  This  is  one  of 
the  most  delightful  employments  of  the  dramatic  art  It  costs 
noAing — ^but  a  voluntary  tax  on  the  inventive  powers  of  As 
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author;    and  it  produces,  when  successfully  done,  profit  and 
praise  to  one  party,  and  pleasure  to  all     To  show  the  extent 
and  importance  of  theatrical  amusements  (which  some  grave 
persons  would  decry  altogedier,  and  which  no  one  can  extol  too 
highly,)  a  friend  of  ours,  whose  name  will  he  as  well  known  to 
posterity  as  it  is  to  his  contemporaries,  was  not  long  ago  men* 
tioning,  that  one  of  the  earliest  and  most  memorahle  impressions 
erer  made  on  his  mind,  was  the  seeing  'Venice  Preserved' 
acted  in  a  country  town  when  he  was  only  nine  years  oU.    But 
he  added,  that  an  elderly  lady  who  took  him  to  see  it,  lamented, 
notwithstanding  the  wonder  and  delight  he  had  experienced, 
that  instead  of  '  Venice  Preserved,'  they  had  not  gone  to  see 
^The  Busy  Body,'  which  had  heen  acted  the  night  hefore. 
This  was  fifty  years  ago,  since  which,  and  for  fifty  years  heforo 
that,  it  has  heen  acted  a  thousand  times  in  town  and  country, 
giving  delight  to  the  old,  the  young,  and  middle-aged,  passing 
the  time  carelessly,  and  affording  matter  for  agteeahle  reflection 
afterwards,  making  us  think  ourselves,  and  wish  to  he  thought, 
the  men  equal  to  Sir  George  Airy  in  grace  and  spirit,  the 
women  to  Miranda  and  Isahinda  in  love  and  heauty,  and  all  of 
US  superior  to  Marplot  in  wit.     Among  the  scenes  that  might  he 
mentioned  in  this  comedy,  as  striking  instances  of  happy  stage 
effect,  are  Miranda's  contrivance  to  escape  from  Sir  G^rge,  hy 
making  him  turn  his  hack  upon  her  to  hear  her  confession  of 
love,  and  the  ludicrous  attitude  in  which  he  is  left  waiting  ht 
the  rest  of  her  speech  after  the  lady  has  vanished ;  his  offer  of 
the  hundred  pounds  to  her  guardian  to  make  love  to  her  in  his 
presence,  and  when  she  receives  him  in  dumh  show,  his  answer- 
ing for  hoth;  his  situatron  conCtoled  hehind  the  chinmey^ 
Screen ;  his  supposed  metamorj^osis  into  a  monkey,  and  his 
deliverance  from  Uience  in  that  chat&cter  hy  the  interference  ot 
Marplot ;  Mrs.  Patch's  sudden  coiiVersion  of  the  mystmous  love 
letter  into  a  charm  for  the  tooth-adhe,  and  the  whole  of  Marplot^s 
meddling  and  hlunders.     The  last  character  is  taken  from  Dry- 
den  and  the  Duchess  of  Newcastle ;    and  is,  indeed,  the  only 
attempt  at  character  in  the  play.     It  is  amusing  and  superficial 
We  see  little  of  the  puzzled  perplexity  of  his  hrain,  hut  his 
actions  are  absurd  eoougk    He  whiffles  ebouX  \!bA  «^a^  '^csSfik 
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•onsiderable  Yolubility,  and  makes  a  rery  lively^  automatoo. 
8ir  Qeorge  Airy  sets  out  for  a  scene  or  two  in  a  v^ied  manner, 
but  afterwards  the  character  evaporates  in  the  name ;  and  he  be- 
comes as  common  place  as  his  friend  Charles,  who  merely  laments 
over  his  misfortunes,  or  gets  out  of  them  by  following  the  sugges- 
tions of  his  valet  or  his  valef  s  mistress.  Miranda  is  the  heroine 
of  the  piece,  and  has  a  right  to  be  so ;  for  she  is  a  beauty  and  an 
heiress.  Her  friend  has  less  to  recommend  her;  but  who  can 
refuse  to  fall  in  lore  with  her  name  ?  What  volumes  of  sig^ 
what  a  world  of  love,  is  breathed  in  the  very  sound  alone — the 
letters  that  form  the  charming  name  of  Isabihda!] 

The  comedies  of  Steele  were  the  first  that  were  written  ex- 
pressly with  a  view  not  to  imitate  the  manners,  but  to  reform 
the  morals  of  the  age.  The  author  seems  to  be  all  the  time  on 
his  good  behaviour,  as  if  writing  a  comedy  was  no  very  credit- 
able employment,  and  as  if  the  ultimate  object  of  his  ambition 
was  a  dedication  to  the  queen.  Nothing  can  be  better  meant, 
or  more  inefficient  It  is  almost  a  misnomer  to  call  them  come- 
dies; they  are  rather  homilies  in  dialogue,  in  which  a  number 
of  very  pretty  ladies  and  gentlemen  discuss  the  fashionable 
topics  of  gaming,  of  duelling,  of  seduction,  of  scandal,  &c 
with  a  sickly  sensibility,  that  shows  as  little  hearty  aversion  to 
vice  as  sincere  attachment  to  virtue.  By  not  meeting  the  ques- 
tion fairly  on  the  ground  of  common  experience,  by  slurring 
over  the  objections,  and  varnishing  the  answers,  the  whole  dis- 
tinction between  virtue  and  vioe  (as  it  appears  in  evidence  in 
the  comic  drama)  is  reduced  to  verbal  professions,  and  a  me- 
chanical, infantine  goodness.  The  sting  is,  indeed,  taken  out 
of  what  is  bad ;  but  what  is  good,  at  the  same  time,  loses  its 
manhood  and  nobility  of  nature  by  this  enervating  process.  I 
am  unwilling  to  believe  that  the  only  difference  between  right 
and  wrong  is  mere  cant,  or  make-believe ;  and  I  imagine,  that 
the  advantage  which  the  moral  drama  possesses  over  mere  theo- 
retical precept  or  general  declamation  is  this,  that  by  being  left 
free  to  imitate  nature  as  it  is,  and  not  being  referred  to  an  ideal 
standard,  it  is  its  own  voucher  for  the  truth  of  the  inferences  it 
draws,  for  its  warnings,  or  its  examples ;  that  it  brings  out  the 
JiigbGr  as  well  as  lower  principles  of  action,  in  the  most  striking 
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and  convincing  points  of  view ;  satisfies  us  thfit  virtue  is  not  a 
mere  shadow ;  clothes  it  with  passion,  imagination,  reality,  and, 
if  I  may  say  so,  translates  morality  from  the  language  of  theory 
into  that  of  practice.     But  Steele,  by  introducing  the  artificial 
mechanism  of  morals  on  the  stage,  and  making  his  characters 
act,  not  from  individual  motives  and  existing  circumstances,  the 
trath  of  which  every  one  must  feel,  but  from  vague  topics  and 
generaJ  rules,  the  truth  of  which  is  the  very  thing  to  be  proved 
in  detail,  has  lost  that  fine  'vantage  ground  which  the  stage 
lends  to  virtue ;  takes  away  from  it  its  best  grace,  the  grace  of. 
lincerity ;  and,  instead  of  making  it  a  test  of  truth,  has  made  it 
an  echo  of  the  dol^trine  of  the  schools-— and  ^  the  one^  cries 
JfiMn,  while  t'other  cries  Budget !  "     The  comic  writer,  in  my 
judgment,  then,  ought  to  open  the  volume  of  nature  and  the 
world  for  his  living  materials,  and  not  take  them  out  of  his 
ethical  common-place  book ;  for  in  this  way,  neither  will  thrqw 
any  additional  light  upon  the  other.     In  all  things  there  is  a 
division  of  labour ;  and  I  am  as  little  for  introducing  the  tone 
of  the  pulpit  or  reading-desk  on  the  stage,  as  for  introducing 
plays  and  interludes  in  church-time,  according  to  the  good  old 
popish  practice.     It  was  a  part,  indeed,  of  Steele's  plan,  ^'  by 
the  politeness  of  his  style  and  the  genteelness  of  his  expres- 
sions,"* to  bring  about  a  reconciliation  between  things  which 
he  thought  had  hitherto  been  kept  too  far  asunder,  to  wed  the 
graces  to  the  virtues,  and  blend  pleasure  with  profit     And  in 
this  design  he  succeeded  admirably  in  his  ^  Tatler,'  and  some 
other  works,  but  in  his  comedies  he  has  failed.     He  has  con- 
founded  instead  of  harmonising — ^has  taken  away  its  gravity 
firom  wisdom,  and  its  charm  from  gaiety.     It  is  not  that  in  his 
plays  we  find  '^  some  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil ;"  but  they 
have  no  soul  either  of  good  or  bad.     His '  Funeral '  is  as  trite, 
as  tedious,  and  full  of  formal  grimace,  as  a  procession  of  mutes 
and  undertakers.     The  characters  are  made  either  affectedly 
good  and  forbearing,  with  '^  all  the  milk  of  human  kindness," 
or  purposely  bad  and  disgusting,  for  the  others  to  exercise  their 
squeamish  charities  upon  them.     ^The  Conscious  Lovers'  is 

«  Se»  MftodenUe's  'Fable  of  the  Beeiu' 
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the  best,  but  that  is  far  from  good,  with  the  exception  of  the 
scene  between  Mr.  Thomas  and  Philiis,  who  are  fellow-ser- 
vants, and  commence  lovers  from  being  set  to  clean  the  window 
together.  We  are  here  once  more  in  the  company  of  our  old 
friend,  Isaac  Bickerstafi*,  Esq.  Indiana  is  as  listless  and  as  in- 
sipid as  a  drooping  figure  on  an  Indian  screen ;  and  Mr.  Myr- 
tle and  Mr.  Bevil  only  just  disturb  the  still  life  of  the  scene.  I 
am  sorry  that  in  this  censure  I  should  have  Parson  Adams 
against  me,  who  thought  *  The  Conscious  Lovers '  the  only  fit 
play  for  a  Christian  to  see,  and  as  good  as  a  sermon.  For  my- 
self, I  would  rather  have  read,  or  heard  him  read,  one  of  his 
own  fnanuscript  sermons ;  and  if  the  volume  which  he  left  be- 
hind him  in  his  saddle-bags  was  to  be  had  in  print  for  love  or 
money,  I  would  at  any  time  walk  ten  miles  on  foot  only  to  get 
a  sight  of  it 

Addison's  '  Drummer,  or  the  Haunted  House,'  is  a  pleasant 
farce  enough,  but  adds  nothing  to  our  idea  of  the  author  of  the 
*  Spectator.' 

Pope's  joint  after-piece,  called  *An  Hour  after  Marriage,'  was 
not  a  successful  attempt.  He  brought  into  it  ^'an  alligator 
stuflfed,"  which  disconcerted  the  ladies,  and  gave  just  ofiTence  to 
the  critics.  Pope  was  too  fastidious  for  a  farce  writer ;  and  yet 
the  most  fastidious  people,  when  they  step  out  of  their  regular 
routine,  are  apt  to  become  the  grossest.  The  smallest  offences 
against  probability  or  decorum  are,  to  their  habitual  scrupulous- 
ness, as  unpardonable  as  the  greatest  This  was  the  rock  on 
which  Pope  probably  split  The  aflfair  was,  however,  hushed 
up ;  and  he  wreaked  his  discreet  vengeance  at  leisure  on  the 
**  odious  endeavours,"  and  more  odious  success  of  Colley  Cibber 
in  the  line  in  which  he  had  failed.  Gay's  *  What-d'ye-call-it,' 
is  not  one  of  his  happiest  things.  His  '  Polly '  is  a  complete 
failure,  which,  indeed,  is  the  common  fate  of  second  parts.  If 
the  original  Polly,  in  *  The  Beggars'  Opera,'  had  not  had  more 
winning  ways  with  her,  she  would  hardly  have  had  so  many 
countesses  for  representatives  as  she  has  had,  from  her  first  ap- 
pearance up  to  the  present  moment  [Gray's  capital  work  is  his 
<  Beggars'  Opera.'  It  is,  indeed,  a  master-piece  of  wit  and  genius^ 
not  to  say  of  morality.    In  composvtvg  \\  Iva  chose  a  very  un- 
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promising  ground  to  work  upon,  afid  he  has  prided  himself  in 
adorning  it  with  all  the  graces,  the  precision  and  brilliancy  of 
style.     It  is  a  vulgar  error  to  call  this  a  vulgar  play.     So  far 
from  it,  that  I  do  not  scruple  to  say  that  it  appears  to  me  one  of 
the  most  refined  productions  in  the  language.     The  elegance 
of  the  composition  is  in  exact  proportion  to  the  coarseness  of  the 
materials ;  by  "  happy  alchemy  of  mind,"  the  author  has  ex- 
tracted an  essence  of  refinement  from  the  dregs  of  human  life, 
and  turns  its  very  dross  into  gold.     The  scenes,  characters,  and 
incidents  are,  in  themselves,  of  the  lowest  and  most  disgusting 
kind ;  but,  by  the  sentiments  and  reflections  which  are  put  into 
the  mouths  of  highwaymen,  turnkeys,  their  mistresses,  wives,  or 
daughters,  he  has  converted  this  motley  group  into  a  set  of  fine 
gentlemen  and  ladies,  satirists  and  philosophers.     He  has  also 
effected  this  transformation  without  once  violating  probability,  or 
"  o*erstepping  the  modesty  of  nature."    In  fact,  Gby  has  turned 
the  tables  on  the  critics ;  and  by  the  assumed  license  of  the  mock- 
heroic  style  has  enabled  himself  to  do  justice  to  nature,  that  is, 
to  give  all  the  force,  truth,  and  locality  of  real  feeling  to  the 
thoughts  and  expressions,  without  being  called  to  the  bar  of  false 
taste  and  affected  delicacy.     The  extreme  beauty  and  feeling 
of  the  song,  "  Woman  is  like  the  fair  flower  in  its  lustre,"  are 
only  equalled  by  its  characteristic  propriety  and  naivete.     It  may 
be  said  that  this  is  taken  from  Tibullus ;  but  there  is  nothing 
about  Covent-garden  in  Tibullus.     Polly  describes  her  lover 
going  to  the  gallows  with  the  same  touching  simplicity,  and 
with  all  the  natural  fondness  of  a  young  girl  in  her  circum- 
stances, who  sees  in  his  approaching  catastrophe  nothing  but  the 
misfortunes  and  the  personal  accomplishments  of  the  object  of 
her  affections.     "  I  see  him  sweeter  than  the  nosegay  in  his 
hand :  the  admiring  crowd  lament  that  so  lovely  a  youth  should 
come  to  an  untimely  end — even  butchers  weep,  and  Jack  Ketch 
refuses  his  fee  rather  than  consent  to  tie  the  fatal  knot."     The 
preservation  of  the  character  and  costume  is  complete.     It  has 
been  said  by  a  great  authority — "  There  is  some  soul  of  good- 
ness in  things  evil :" — and  *  The  Beggars'  Opera'  is  a  good- 
natured  but  instructive  comment  on  this  text.     The  poet  has 
thrown  all  the  gaiety  and  sunshine  of  the  imagVoaXioxi^  «^  ^^ 
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intoxication  of  pleasure,  and  the  yanity  of  despair,  round  the 
fliiort-lived  existence  of  his  heroes ;  while  Peachum  and  Locldtt 
are  seen  in  the  back-ground,  parcelling  out  their  months  and 
weeks  between  them.  The  general  view  exhibited  of  human 
life,  is  of  the  most  subtle  and  abstracted  kind.  The  author  has, 
with  great  felicity,  brought  out  the  good  qualities  and  interesting 
emotions  almost  inseparable  from  the  lowest  conditions;  and, 
with  the  same  penetrating  glance,  has  detected  the  dii^i^ 
which  rank  and  circumstances  lend  to  exalted  vice.  Every  line 
in  this  sterling  comedy  sparkles  with  wit,  and  is  fraught  with 
the  keenest  sarcasm.  The  very  wit,  however,  takes  off  from  the 
offensiveness  of  the  satire ;  and  I  have  seen  great  statesmen,  very 
great  statesmen,  heartily  enjoying  the  joke,  laughing  most  im- 
moderately at  the  compliments  paid  to  them  as  not  much  worse 
thai!  pickpockets  and  cut-throats  in  a  different  line  of  life,  and 
pleased,  as  it  w^e,  to  see  themselves  humanised  by  some  sort  of 
fellowship  with  their  kind.  Indeed,  it  may  be  said  that  the 
moral  of  the  piece  is  to  show  the  vulgarity  of  vice  ;  or  that  the 
same  violations  of  integrity  and  decorum,  the  same  habitual 
sophistry  in  palliating  their  want  of  principle,  are  common  to 
the  great  and  powerful,  with  the  lowest  and  most  contemptible 
of  the  species.  What  can  be  more  convincing  than  the  argu- 
ments used  by  these  would-be-politicians,  to  show  that  in  hypo- 
crisy, selfishness,  and  treachery,  they  do  not  come  up  to  many  of 
their  betters?  The  exclamation  of  Mrs.  Peachum,  when  her 
daughter  marries  Macheatb,  ^  Hussey,  hussey,  you  will  be  as 
ill-used,  and  as  much  neglected,  as  if  you  had  married  a  lord," 
is  worth  all  Miss  Hannah  More's  labored  invectives  on  the  lax- 
ity of  the  manners  of  high  life  !* 

*  The  late  ingeiuous  Baron  Grim,  of  acute  critical  memory,  waa  up  t&  the 
merit  of  the  '  Beggars'  Opera.'  In  his  Correspondence,  he  says,  "  If  it  be 
true  that  the  nearer  a  writer  is  to  nature,  the  more  certain  he  is  of  pleasing, 
it  must  be  allowed  that  the  English,  in  their  dramatic  pieces,  have  greatly 
jthe  advantage  over  us.  There  reigns  in  them  an  inestimable  tone  of  na- 
^  ture,  which  the  timidity  of  our  taste  has  banished  from  French  pieces.  M. 
Patu  has  just  published,  in  two  volumes,  '  A  selection  of  smaller  dramatio 
pieces,  translated  from  the  English,'  which  will  eminently  support  what  I  have 
advanced.    The  principal  one  among  this  sdectioti  is  the  celebrated  *  Beg- 
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Fielding  was  a  comic  writer,  as  well  as  a  novelist ;  but  his 
comedies  are  very  inferior  to  his  novels :  they  are  particularly 
deficient  both  in  plot  and  character.  The  only  excellence 
which  they  have  is  that  of  the  style,  which  is  the  only  thing  in 
which  his  novels  are  deficient  The  only  dramatic  pieces  of 
Fielding  that  retain  possession  of  the  stage  are, '  The  Mock 
Doctor'  (a  tolerable  translation  from  Moliere's  Medecin  malgri 
kd,)  and  his  '  Tom  Thumb,'  a  very  admirable  piece  of  bur- 
lesque. The  absurdities  and  bathos  of  some  of  our  celebrated 
tragic  writers  could  hardly  be  credited,  but  for  the  notes  at  the 
bottom  of  this  preposterous  medley  of  bombast,  containing  his 
authorities  and  the  parallel  passages.  Dryden,  Lee,  and  Shad- 
well,  make  no  very  shining  figure  there.  Mr.  Liston  makes  a 
better  figure  in  the  text.  His  Lord  Grizzle  is  prodigious. 
What  a  name,  and  what  a  person  1  It  has  been  said  of  this  in- 
genious actor,  that  ^'  he  is  very  great  in  Liston ;"  but  he  is  even 
greater  in  Lord  Grizzle.  What  a  wig  ia  that  he  weans !  How 
flighty,  flaunting  and  fantastical  1  Not  'Uike  those  hanging 
locks  of  young  Apollo,"  nor  like  the  serpent-hair  of  the  Furies 
of  .^Sschylus ;  but  as  troublous,  though  not  as  tragical  as  the 

gan'  Opera '  of  Gay,  which  has  had  such  an  amazing  run  in  England.  W« 
are  here  in  the  very  worst  company  imaginable ;  the  dramatis  persona  are 
sobbers,  pickpockets,  gaolers,  prostitutes,  and  the  like ;  yet  we  are  highly 
amused,  and  in  no  haste  to  quit  them ;  and  why  1  Because  there  is  no- 
tiling  in  the  world  more  original  or  more  natural.  There  is  no  occasbn  to 
compare  ear  most  celebrated  comic  operas  with  this,  to  see  how  far  we  an 
lemoTed  from  truth  and  nature,  and  this  is  the  reason  that,  notwithstand- 
ing our  wit,  we  are  almost  always  flat  and  insipid.  Two  faults  are  gene- 
raUy  committed  by  our  writers,  which  they  seem  incapable  of  avoiding. 
They  think  they  have  done  wonders  if  they  have  only  faithfully  copied  th«^ 
dictionaries  of  the  personages  they  bring  upon  the  stage,  forgetting  that  the 
great  art  is  to  choose  the  moments  of  character  and  passion  in  those  who 
are  to  speak,  sinee  it  is  those  moments  alone  that  render  them  interesting. 
For  want  of  this  discrimination,  the  piece  necessarily  sinks  into  insipidity 
and  monotony.  Why  do  almost  all  M.  Yade's  pieces  fatigue  the  audienoa 
to  death  1  Because  all  his  characters  speak  the  same  language ;  becausa 
each  is  a  perfect  resemblance  of  the  other.  Instead  of  this,  in  *  The  Beg- 
gars'* Opera,'  among  dght  or  ten  ^rls  of  the  town,  each  has  her  separata 
character,  her  peculiar  trials,  her  peculiar  modes  of  expression,  which  give 
her  a  marked  distinction  from  her  oompaiiions."_Yo\.  1.,  '^.  \%)b. 
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(me— as  imposing,  though  less  classical  than  the  other.    ^'  Qui 
ierribUs  sant  ees  cheveux  gris,"  might  be  applied  to  Lord  Grizzle's 
most  valiant  and  magnanimous  curl&     This  sapient  courtier's 
^  fell  of  hair  does  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse  and  st^r  as  life  were 
in't."    His  wits  seem  flying  away  with  the  disorder  of  his  flow- 
ing locks,  and  to  sit  as  loosely  on  our  hero's  head  as  the  caul  of 
his  peruke.     What  a  significant  vacancy  in  his  c^n  eyes  and 
mouth  I  what  a  listlessness  in  his  limbs !  what  an  abstraction 
of  all  thought  or  purpose !     With  what  an  headlong  impulse  of 
enthusiasm  he  throws  himself  across  the  stage  when  he  is  going 
to  be  married,  crjring,  "  Hey  for  Doctor's  Commons,"  as  if  the 
genius  of  folly  had  taken  whole-length  possession  of  his  person  I 
And  then  his  dancing  is  equal  to  the  discovery  of  a  sis[th  sense — 
which  is  certainly  very  diflerent  from  comnum  sense!    If  this 
extraordinary  personage  cuts  a  great  figure  in  his  life,  he  is  no 
less  wonderful  in  his  death  and  burial.     ^  From  the  sublime  to 
die  ridiculous  there  is  but  one  step ;"  and  this  character  would 
almost  seem  to  prove,  that  there  is  but  one  step  from  the  ridicu- 
lous  to  the  sublime. — Lubin  Log,  however  inimitable  in  itself 
is  itself  an  imitation  of  something  existing  elsewhere  ,*  but  the 
Lord  Grizzle  of  this  truly  original  actor,  is  a  pure  invention  of 
his  own.     His  Caper,  in  the  '  Widow's  Choice,'  can  alone  dis- 
pute the  palm  with  it  in  incoherence  and  volatility ;  for  that, 
too,  '^  is  high  fantastical,"  almost  as  full  of  emptiness,  in  as  grand 
a  gusto  of  insipidity,  as  profoundly  absurd,  as  elaborately  non- 
sensical 1     Why  does  not  Mr.  Liston  play  in  some  of  M oliere's 
farces  ?     I  heartily  wish  that  the  author  of  *  Love,  Law,  and 
Physic,'  would  launch  him  on  the  London  boards  in  Monsieur 
iJourdain  or  Monsieur  Pourceaugnac.     This  genius  of  Liston 
and  Moliere  together — 


(( 


Must  XAd  a  gay  defiance  to  miscbance.*' 


Mr.  Liston  is  an  actor  hardly  belonging  to  the  present  age. 
Had  he  lived,  unfortunately  for  us,  in  the  time  of  Colley  Gibber, 
we  should  have  seen  what  a  splendid  niche  he  would  have 
given  him  in  his  *  Apology.' 

Gibber  is  the  hero  of  the  Dunciad :  but  it  cannot  be  said  of 
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him  J  that  he  was  ''  by  merit  raised  to  that  bad  eminence."  He 
was  pert,  hot  dull ;  a  coxcomb,  not  a  blockhead ;  vain,  but  not 
malicious.  Pope's  unqualified  abuse  of  him  was  mere  spleen ; 
and  the  most  obvious  provocation  to  it  seems  to  have  been  an 
excess  of  flippant  vivacity  in  the  constitution  of  Gibber.  That 
Gibber's  *  Birth-day  Odes*  were  dull,  is  true ;  but  this  was  not 
peculiar  to  him.  It  is  an  objection  which  may  be  made  equally 
to  ShadwelPs,  to  Whitehead's,  to  Warton's,  to  Pye's,  and  to  all 
others,  except  those  which  of  late  years  have  not  been  written ! 
In  his  ^  Apology  for  his  own  Life,'  Gibber  is  a  most  amusing 
biographer:  happy  in  his  own  good  opinion,  tl^  best  of  all 
others ;  teeming  with  animal  spirits,  and  uniting  the  self-sufli- 
ciency  of  youth  with  the  garrulity  of  age.  His  account  of  his 
waiting  as  a  page  behind  the  chair  of  the  old  Duchess  of  Marl- 
borough at  the  time  of  the  Revolution,  who  was  then  in  the 
bloom  of  youth  and  beauty^  which  seems  to  have  called  up  in 
him  the  secret  homage  of  "  distant,  enthusiastic,  respectful  love," 
fifty  years  after,  and  the  compliment  he  pays  to  her  (then  in 
her  old  age,)  "  a  great  grandmother  without  gray  hairs,"  is  as 
delightful  as  anything  in  fiction  or  romance ;  and  is  the  evident 
origin  of  Mr.  Burke's  celebrated  apostrophe  to  the  Glueen  of 
France.  Nor  is  the  political  confession  of  faith  which  he  makes 
on  this  occasion,  without  a  suitable  mixture  of  vanity  and  since- 
rity :  the  vanity  we  may  ascribe  to  the  player,  the  sincerity  to 
the  politician.  The  self-complacency  with  which  he  talks  of 
his  own  success,  both  as  a  player  and  a  writer,  is  not  greater 
than  the  candour  and  cordiahty  with  which  he  does  heaped 
justice  to  the  merits  of  his  theatrical  contemporaries  and  prede- 
cessors. He  brings  down  the  history  of  the  stage,  either  by  the  ' 
help  of  observation  or  tradition,  from  the  time  of  Shakspeare  to 
his  own ;  and  quite  dazzles  the  reader  with  a  constellation  of 
male  and  female,  of  tragic  and  comic,  of  past  and  present  excel- 
lence. He  gives  portraits  at  full  length  of  Kynaston,  of  Better- 
ton,  of  Booth,  of  Estcourt,  of  Pinkethman  and  Dogget,  of  Mohun 
and  Wilks,  of  Nokes  and  Sandford,  of  Mrs.  Montford,  of  Mrs. 
Oldfield,  of  Mrs.  Barry,  and  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  and  of  others  of 
equal  note ;  with  delectable  criticisms  on  their  several  perform- 
ances, and  anecdotes  of  their  private  lives,  wilih.  Bcaxec^:^  ^€a^^^ 
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paiticie  of  jealousy  or  iU-nature,  or  any  other  motive  than  to 
expatiate  in  the  delight  of  talking  of  the  ornaments  of  his  ait, 
and  a  wish  to  share  his  pleasure  with  the  reader.     I  wish  I 
could  quote  8<»ne  of  these  theatrical  sketches;   but  the  timo 
presses.     The  latter  part  of  his  work  is  less  entertaining  when 
he  becomes  Manager,  and  gives  us  an  exact  i^tatement  of  his 
squabbles  with  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  and  the  expense  of  his 
ground-rent,  his  repairs,  his  scenery,  and  his  dresses. — In  his 
plays,  his  personal  character  perhaps  predominates  too  much 
over  the  inventiveness  of  his  Muse ;  but  so  far  from  being  dull, 
he  is  everywhere  light,  fluttering,  and  airy.    His  pleasure  in 
himself  made  him  desirous  to  please ;  but  his  fault  was,  that  he 
was  too  soon  satisfied  with  what  he  did ;  that  his  indolence  or 
want  of  thought  led  him  to  indulge  in  the  vein  that  flowed  from 
him  with  most  ease,  and  that  his  vanity  did  not  allow  him  to 
distinguish  between  what  he  did  best  and  worst     His  '  Careless 
Husband'  is  a  very  elegant  piece  of  agreeable,  thoughdess 
writing ;  and  the  incident  of  Lady  Easiy  throwing  her  handker- 
chief over  her  husband,  whom  she  finds  asleep  in  a  chair  by  the 
side  of  her  waiting-woman,  was  an  admirable  contrivance, 
taketi,  as  he  informs  us,  from  real  life.     His  ^  Double  Gallant,' 
which  has  been  lately  revived,  though  it  cannot  rank  in  the 
first,  may  take  its  place  in  the  second  or  third  class  of  comedies. 
It  abounds  in  character,  bustle,  and  stage-eflect    It  belongs  to 
what  maybe  called  the  composite  style ;  and  very  happily  mixes 
up  the  comedy  of  intrigue,  such  as  we  see  it  in  Mrs.  Centlivre's 
Spanii^  plots,  with  a  tolerable  share  of  the  wit  and  spirit  of  Con- 
greve  and  Vanbrugh.    As  there  is  a  good  deal  of  wit,  there  is 
a  spice  of  wickedness  in  this  play,  which  was  a  privilege  of  the 
good  old  style  of  comedy,  not  altogether  abandoned  in  Cibber's 
time.     The  luscious  vein  of  the  dialogue  is  stopped  short  in 
many  of  the  scenes  of  the  revived  play,  though  not  before  we 
perceive  its  object — 

" In  hidden  mazes  running, 

"With  wanton  haste  and  giddy-  cunning." 

These  imperfect  hints  of  double  meanings,  however,  pass  ofl" 
witbout  any  marks  of  repxobatiou\  for^  unless  they  are  insisted 
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on,  or  made  pretty  broad,  the  audience,  from  being  accustomed 
to  the  cautious  purity  of  the  modem  drama,  are  not  very  expert 
in  decyphering  the  equivocal  allusion,  for  which  they  are  not  on 
the  look-out  To  what  is  this  increased  nicety  owing?  Was  it 
&at  vice,  firom  being  formerly  less  common  (though  more  fash- 
ionable,) was  less  catching  than  at  present?  The  first  inference 
is  by  no  means  in  our  favour :  for  though  I  think  that  the  gross- 
ness  of  manners  prevailing  in  our  fashionable  comedies  was^a 
direct  transcript  of  the  manners  of  the  court  at  the  time,  or  in 
the  period  immediately  preceding,  yet  the  same  grossness  of  ex- 
pression and  allusion  existed  long  before,  as  in  the  plays  of  Bhak- 
speare  and  Ben  Jonson,  when  there  was  not  this  grossness  of 
manners,  and  it  has  of  late  years  been  gradually  refining  away. 
There  is  a  certain  grossness  or  freedom  of  expression,  which 
may  arise  as  often  from  unsuspecting  simplicity  as  from  avowed 
profligacy.  Whatever  may  be  our  progress  either  in  virtae  or 
vice  since  the  age  of  Charles  II.,  certain  it  is  that  our  manners 
are  not  mended  since  the  time  of  Elizabeth  and  Charles  I.  Is 
it,  then,  that  vice  was  formerly  a  thing  more  to  be  wondered  at 
than  imitated ;  that  behind  the  rigid  barriers  of  religion  and  mo- 
rality it  might  be  exposed  freely,  without  the  danger  of  any  se- 
rious practical  consequences — whereas  now  that  the  safeguards 
of,  wholesome  authority  and  prejudice  are  removed,  we  seem 
afraid  to  trust  our  eyes  or  ears  with  a  single  situation  or  exi»re8- 
sion  of  a  loose  tendency,  as  if  the  mere  mention  of  licentiousness 
implied  a  conscious  approbation  of  it,  and  the  extreme  delicacy 
of  our  moral  sense  would  be  debauched  by  the  bare  suggestion 
of  the  possibility  of  vice?  But  I  shall  not  take  upon  me  to  an- 
swer this  quei^on.  The  characters  in  the  '  Double  Gallant'  are 
well  kept  up.  At-All  and  Lady  Dainty  are  the  two  most  prom- 
inent characters  in  this  comedy,  and  those  into  which  Cibber 
has  put  most  of  his  own  nature  and  genius.  They  are  the  es- 
sence of  active  impertinence  and  fashionable  frivolity.  Cibber, 
in  short,  though  his  name  has  been  handed  down  to  us  as  a  by- 
word of  impudent  pretension  and  impenetrable  dulness  by  the 
classical  pen  of  his  accomplished  rival,  who,  unfortunately,  did 
not  admit  of  any  merit  beyond  the  narrow  circle  of  wit  and 
friendship  in  which  he  himseif  moved)  was  a  |;ed!L«ixAXk  «:^i 
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scholar  of  the  old  school ;  a  man  of  wit  and  pleasantry  in  con- 
yersatioD,  a  diverting  mimic,  an  excellent  actor,  an  admirable 
dramatic  critic,  and  one  of  the  best  comic  writers  of  his  age. 
His  works  (always  excepting  his  *  Birth-day  Odes,*)  instead  of 
being  a  caput  mortuwrn,  of  literature,  had  a  great  deal  of  the  spirit, 
with  a  little  too  much  of  the  froth.     His  *  Nonjuror*  was  taken 
from  Moliere*s  *  Tartuffe,*  and  has  been  altered  to  the  '  Hypo- 
crite.'    [This  latter  is  a  lively  but  very  provoking  comedy,  and 
it  is  provoking  from  the  nature  of  the  subject.     If  such  things 
are,  it  is  provoking ;  or  if  they  are  not,  that  we  should  be  made 
to  believe  them.     In  the  '  Tartuffe,*  the  glaring  improbability 
of  the  plot,  the  absurdity  of  a  man's  imposing  on  the  credulity 
of  another  against  the  evidence  of  his  senses,  and  without  any 
proof  of  the  sincerity  of  a  religious  charlatan  but  his  own  profes-' 
sions,  is  carried  off  by  long  formal  speeches  and  pompous  casuis- 
try.    We  find  our  patience  tired  out,  and  our  understandings 
perplexed,  as  if  we  were  sitting  in  a  court  of  law.     Tartuffe  is  a 
plausible,  feir-spoken,  long-winded  knave,  who,  if  he  could  not 
be 'Supposed  to  convince,  might  be  supposed  to  confound  his  au- 
ditors.    In  the  *  Hypocrite*  of  Bickerstaff,  the  insidious,  fawning, 
sophistical,  accomplished  French  Abb6,  is  modernized  into  a 
low-lived,  canting,  impudent  Methodist  preacher.     Dr.  Cantwell 
is  a  sturdy  beggar,  and  nothing  more ;  he  is  not  an  impostor, 
but  a  bully.     There  is  not  in  anything  he  says  or  does  the  least 
reason  why  Sir  John  Lambert  should  admit  him  into  his  family 
and  friendship,  suffer  him  to  make  love  to  his  wife  and  daughter, 
disinherit  his  son  in  his  favour,  and  obi^tinately  refuse  to  listen 
to  any  insinuation  or  proof  offered  against  the  virtue  and  piety 
of  his  treacherous  inmate.     It  might  be  said,  that  in  the  man- 
ners of  the  old  French  regime  there  was  something  to  account 
for  the  blind  ascendancy  acquired  by  the  priest  over  his  benefac- 
tor, who  might  have  submitted  to  be  enthralled,  robbed,  cheated, 
and  insulted,  as  a  tacit  proof  of  his  religion  and  loyalty.     The 
inquisitorial  power  exercised  by  the  church  was  then  so  great, 
that  a  man  who  refused  to  be  priest-ridden,  might  very  soon  be 
suspected  of  designs  against  the  state.     Such,  at  least,  is  the 
best  account  we  can  give  of  the  sameness  of  Moliere*s  *  Organ.* 
But  in  this  country  nothing  of  the  kind  could  happen.     A  fel- 
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low  like  Dr.  Cantwell  could  only  have  got  admittance  into  the 
kitchen  of  Sir  John  Lambert,  or  to  the  ear  of  old  Lady  Lambert 
The  animal  magnetism  of  such  spiritual  guides  is.  with  us,  di< 
lected  agaidst  the  weaker  nerves  of  our  female  devotees.  In 
the  original,  we  admire  the  talents  of  the  principal  character ;  in 
the  translation,  we  only  wonder  at  the  incredible  weakness  of 
his  dupes.  In  short,  the  fault  of  the  piece  is  that  the  author  has 
attempted  to  amalgamate  two  contradictory  characters,  by  en- 
grailing our  vulgar  Methodist  on  the  courtly  French  impostor ; 
and  this  defect  could  not  be  remedied  in  the  execution,  however 
spirited  or  forcible.  M awworm  is  quite  a  local  and  ratk^nal 
character,  and  admirably  fitted  into  the  piece.]  '  Love's  Last 
Shift'  appears  to  have  been  the  author's  favourite;  and  he  re- 
ceived the  compliments  of  Sir  John  Yanbrugh  and  old  Mr. 
Southern  upon  it — ^the  latter  said  to  him : — ^'  Young  man,  your 
play  is  a  good  one ;  and  it  Vill  succeed,  if  you  do  not  spoil  it  by 
your  acting."  His  plays  did  not  always  take  equally.  It  is 
ludicrous  to  hear  him  complaining  of  the  ill  success  of  one  of 
them,  '  Love  in  a  Riddle,'  a  pastoral  comedy,  '^  of  a  nice  morali- 
ty" ami  well  spoken  sentiments,  which  he  wrote  in  opposition 
to  the  '  Beggars'  Opera,'  at  the  time  when  its  worthless  and  vul- 
gar rival  was  carrying  everything  triumphantly  before  it  Gibber 
brings  this,  with  much  pathetic  naivde,  as  an  instance  of  the 
lamentable  want  of  taste  in  the  town ! 

The  'Suspicious  Husband'  by  Hoadley,  the  *  Jealous  Wife' 
by  Colman,  and  the  'Clandestine  Marriage'  by  Colman  and 
Garrick,  are  excellent  plays  of  the  middle  style  of  comedy, 
which  are  formed  rather  by  judgment  and  selection  than  by 
any  original  vein  of  genius ;  and  have  all  the  parts  &[  a  good 
comedy  in  degree,  ivithout  having  any  one  prominent,  or  to  ex- 
cess. The  character  of  Ranger,  in  the  '  Suspicious  Husband,' 
is  only  a  variation  of  those  of  Farquhar,  of  the  same  class  as  his 
Sir  Harry  Wildair  and  others,  without  equal  spirit  The  '  Jeal- 
ous Wife'  herself  is,  however,  a  dramatic  chef-tPoeuvrfi,  and 
worthy  of  being  acted  as  often,  and  better  than  it  is.  [Colman, 
the  elder,  was  the  translator  of  Terence:  and  the  'Jealous 
Wife'  is  a  classical  play.  The  plot  is  regular,  the  characters 
well  supported;  and  the  moral  the  best  iu  the  wotVdu    ^\i^^^ 
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logfue  has  more  sense  than  wit  The  ludicrous  arises  from  the 
ddlfiil  developement  of  the  characters,  and  the  absurdities  they 
commit  in  their  own  persons,  rather  than  from  the  smart  reflec* 
tions  which  are  made  upon  them  by  others.  Thus  nothing  can 
be  more  ridiculous  or  more  instructive  than  the  scenes  of  which 
Mrs.  Oakly  is  the  heroine,  yet  they  are  all  serious  and  uncon- 
scious :  she  exposes  herself  to  our  contempt  and  ridicule  by  the 
part  she  acts,  by  the  airs  she  gives  herself,  and  her  fantastic  be- 
haviour in  the  situations  in  which  she  is  placed.  In  other 
words,  the  character  is  pure  comedy,  not  satire.  Ck)ngreTe^ 
comedies  for  the  most  part  are  satires,  in  which,  from  an  exu- 
berance of  wit,  the  different  speakers  play  (^  their  diarp-pointed 
raillery  on  one  another's  foibles,  real  or  supposed.  The  best 
and  most  genuine  kind  of  comedy,  because  the  most  dramatic, 
is  that  of  character  or  humour,  in  which  the  persons  introduced 
upon  the  stage  are  lefl  to  betray  theifr  own  folly  by  their  words 
and  actions*  The  progressive  winding  up  of  the  story  of  the 
present  comedy  is  excellently  managed.  The  jealousy  and 
hysteric  violence  of  Mrs.  Oakly  increase  every  mcmient,  as  the 
pretext  for  them  becomes  more  and  more  frivolous..  Th^atten- 
tion  is  kept  alive  by  our  doubts  about  Oakly's  wavering  (but  in 
the  end  triumphant)  firmness ;  and  the  arch  insinuations  and 
well-concerted  home-thrusts  of  the  Major  heighten  the  comic  in- 
terest of  the  scene.  There  is  only  one  circumstance  on  whkh 
this  veteran  bachelor's  freedom  of  speech  might  have  thrown  a 
little  voKXte  light,  namely,  that  the  married  lady's  jealousy  is  in 
truth  only  a  pretence  for  the  exercise  of  her  domineering  spirit 
in  gen^rad ;  so  that  we  are  left  at  last  in  some  uncertainty  as  to 
the  turn  which  this  humour  may  take,  and  as  to  the  future  re- 
pose of  her  husband,  though  the  affair  of  Miss  Russet  is  satis&c- 
tcxrily  cleared  up.  The  under-plot  of  the  two  lovers  is  veary 
ingeniously  fitted  into  the  principal  one,  and  is  not  without  in- 
terest in  itself.  Charles  Oakly  is  a  spirited,  well-meaning, 
tfaoughdess  young  fellow,  and  Harriet  Russet  is  an  amiable  ro- 
mantic girl,  in  that  very  commcm,  but  always  romantic  situa- 
tion— ^in  love.  Her  persecution  from  the  addresses  of  Lord 
Trinket  and  Sir  Harry  Beagle  fans  the  gentle  flame  which  had 
heen  Jdndled  just  a  year  before  in  her  breast^  produces  the  ad- 
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ventures  and  cross-purposes  of  the  plot,  and  at  last  reccmdles 
her  to,  and  throws  her  into  the  arms  of  her  lover,  in  spite  of  her 
resentment  for  his  misconduct  and  apparent  want  of  delicacy. 
The  figure  which  Lord  Trinket  and  Lady  Freelove  make  in 
the  piece  is  as  odious  and  contemptible  as  it  is  possible  for  people 
in  that  class  of  life  (and  for  no  others)  to  make.  The  insolence, 
the  meanness,  the  affectation,  the  hoUowness,  the  want  of  hu- 
manity, sincerity,  principle,  and  delicacy,  are  such  as  can  only 
be  found  where  artificial  rank  and  station  in  society  supersede 
not  merely  a  regard  to  propriety  of  conduct,  but  the  necessity 
even  of  an  attention  to  appearances.  The  morality  of  the  stage 
has  (we  are  ready  to  hope)  told  in  that  direction  as  well  as 
others,  has,  in  some  measure,  suppressed  the  suffocating  pret^ir 
aons  and  flaunting  affectation  of  vice  and  folly  in  ^  peisons  of 
honour,"  and,  as  it  were,  humanized  rank  and  title.  The  pic- 
tures drawn  of  the  finished  depravity  of  such  characters  in  high 
life,  in  the  old  comedies  and  novels,  can  hardly  have  been 
thrown  away  upon  the  persons  themselves,  any  more  than  upon 
the  world  at  large.  Little  Terence  O'OilQlft,  the  delicious 
protege  of  Lord  Trinket  and  Lady  FreeloVe,  is^a  fit  instrument 
for  them  to  use,  and  follows  in  the  train  of  such  principals  as 
naturally  and  assuredly  as"  their  shadow.  Sir  Harry  Beagle  is 
a  coarse,  but  striking  character  of  a  thorough-bred  fox-hunting 
country  squire.  He  has  but  one  idea  in  his  head,  but  one  sen- 
timent in  his  heart — and  that  is  his  stud.  This  idea  haunts  his 
imagination,  tinges  or  imbues  every  other  object,  and  accounts 
for  his  whole  phraseology,  appearance,  costume,  and  conduct 
Sir  Harry's  ruling  passion  is  varied  very  ingeniously,  and  often 
turned  to  a  very  ludicrous  account  There  is  a  necessary 
monotony  in  the  humour,  which  arises  from  a  want  of  more 
than  one  idea,  but  the  obviousness  of  the  jest  almost  makes  up 
for  the  recurrence  of  it ;  if  the  means  of  exciting  mirth  are  me- 
chanical, the  effect  is  sure ;  and  to  say  that  a  hearty  laugh  is 
cheaply  purchased,  is  not  a  serious  objection  against  it  When 
an  author  is  terribly  conscious  of  plagiarism,  he  seldom  con- 
fesses it ;  when  the  obligation  does  not  press  his  conscience,  he 
sometimes  does.  Colman,  in  the  advertisement  to  the  first  edi- 
tion of  the  <  Jealous  Wife,^  apologises  fox  the  fi«odLQiiL^\As^\L% 
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has  used  in  borrowing  from  'Tom  Jones.'    In  reading  tbii 
modest  excuse,  though  we  had  seen  the  play  several  times,  we 
could  not  imagine  what  part  of  the  plot  was  taken  from  Field- 
ing.    We  did  not  suspect  that  Miss  Russet  was  Sophia  Western, 
and  that  old  Russet  and  Sir  Harry  Beagle  between  them  some- 
how represented  Squire  Western  and  young  BlifiL     But  so  it 
is  1     The  outline  of  the  plot  and  some  of  the  characters  are  cer- 
tainly the  same,  but  the  filling  up  destroys  the  likeness.     There 
is  all  in  the  novel  that  there  is  in  the  play,  but  there  is  so  much 
in  the  novel  that  is  not  in  the  play,  that  the  total  impression  ui 
quite  different,  and  loses  even  an  appearance  of  resemblance. 
In  the  same  manner,  though  a  profile  or  a  shade  of  a  fece  is  ex« 
actly  the  same  as  the  original,  we  with  dificulty  recognize  it 
from  the  absence  of  so  many  other  particulars.     Colman  might 
have  kept  his  own  secret,  and  no  one  would  have  been  the 
wiser  for  it] 

The  '  Clandestine  Marriage'  is  nearly  without  a  &ult ;  and 
has  some  lighter  theatrical  graces,  which  I  suspect  Garrick  threw 
into  it  Canton  is,  I  should  think,  his,  though  this  classification 
of  him  among  the  ornamental  parts  of  the  play  may  seem  whim- 
sical Gkurrick's  genius  does  not  appear  to  have  been  equal  to 
the  construction  of  a  solid  drama ;  but  he  could  retouch  and  em- 
bellish with  great  gaiety  and  knowledge  of  the  technicalities  of 
his  art  Grarrick  not  only  produced  joint-pieces  and  aiier-pieceSj 
but  often  set  ofi*  the  plays  of  his  friends  and  contemporaries  with 
the  garnish,  the  soMce  piqtuint,  of  prologues  and  epilogues,  at 
which  he  had  an  a^nirable  knack. — The  elder  Colman's  trans- 
lation  of  '  Terence,'  I  may  here  add,  has  always  been  consid* 
ered,  by  good  judges,  as  an  equal  proof  of  the  author's  know* 
ledge  of  the  Latin  language,  and  taste  in  his  own. 

Bicker8tafi*'s  plays  and  comic  operas  are. continually  acted; 
they  come  under  the  class  of  mediocrity,  generally  speaking. 
Their  popularity  seems  to  be  chiefly  owing  to  the  unafifectel 
ease. and  want  of  pretension  with  which  they  are  written,  with 
a  certain  humorous  naivete  in  the  lower  characters,  and  an  ex- 
quisite adaptation  of  the  music  to  the  songs.  His  '  Love  in  a 
Village'  is  one  of  the  most  delightfiil  ccmiic  operas  on  the  stage. 
Jr  is  truly  pastoral  i  and  the  sense  of  music  hovers  over  the  wjr 
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scene  like  the  breath  of  morning.  In  his  alteration  of  the  '  Tai- 
taffe'  he  has  spoiled  the  '  Hypocnte/  but  he  has  added  Maw^ 
worm. 

Mrs.  Cowley's  comedies  of  the  *  Belle's  Stratagem,'  '  Who's 
the  Dupe,'  and  others,  are  of  the  second  or  third  class ;  they  are 
lather  refdcdmerUos  of  the  characters,  incidents  and  materials  of 
former  writers,  got  up  with  considerable  liveliness  and  ingenuity, 
tlian  original  compositions,  with  marked  qualities  of  their  own. 

Goldsmith's  *  Good-natured  Man '  is  inferior  to  *  She  Stoops  to 
Conquer ;'  and  even  this  last  play,  with  all  its  shifting  yiTacity, 
is  rather  a  sportive  and  whimsical  effusion  of  the  author's  fancy^ 
a  delightful  and  delicately  managed  caricature,  than  a  genuine 
comedy.  [It,  however,  bears  the  stamp  of  the  author's  genius, 
which  was  an  undefinable  mixture  of  the  original  and  imitative. 
His  plot,  characters,  and  incidents  are  all  apparently  new ;  and 
yet,  when  you  come  to  look  into  them,  they"~are  all  old,  with 
Httle  variation  or  disguise :  that  is,  the  author  sedulously  avoided 
the  beaten,  vulgar  path,  and  sought  for  singularity,  but  found  it 
rather  in  the  unhackneyed  and  eccentric  inventions  of  those  who 
had  gone  before  him,  than  in  his  own  stores.  The  *  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,'  which  abounds  more  than  any  of  his  works  in 
delightful  and  original  traits,  is  still  very  much  borrowed,  in  its 
general  tone  and  outline,  from  Fielding's  *  Joseph  Andrews.' 
Again,  the  characters  and  adventures  of  Tony  Lumpkin,  and 
the  ridiculous  conduct  of  his  mother,  in  the  present  comedy,  are 
a  counterpart  (even  to  the  incident  of  the  theft  of  the  jewels)  of 
those  of  the  Widow  Blackacre,  and  her  booby  son  in  Wycher- 
ley's '  Plain  Dealer.' 

This  sort  of  plagiarism,  which  gives  us  a  repetition  of  new 
and  striking  pictures  of  human  life,  is  much  to  be  preferred 
to  the  dull  routine  of  trite,  vapid,  every-day  common-places ;  but 
it  is  more  dangerous,  as  the  stealing  of  pictures  or  family  plate, 
where  the  property  can  be  immediately  identified,  is  more  liable 
to  detection  than  the  stealing  of  bank-notes,  or  the  current  coin 
of  the  realm.  Dr.  Johnson's  sarcasm  against  some  writer,  that 
"  his  singularity  was  not  his  excellence,"  cannot  be  applied  to 
Goldsmith's  writings  in  general ;  but  we  are  not  sure  whether 
it  might  not  in  severity  be  applied  to  '  She  &\ooyB  \o  Qi^xtf^^est^ 
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The  incidents  and  charactei:s  are  many  of  them  exceedingly 
amusing ;  but  they  are  so,  a  little  at  the  expense  of  probability 
and  bienseance.  Tony  Lumpkin  is  a  very  essential  and  unques- 
tionably comic  personage ;  but  certainly  his  absurdities  or  his 
humours  fail  of  none  of  their  effect  for  want  of  being  carried 
far  enough.  He  is  in  his  own  sex  what  a  hoyden  is  in  the 
other.  He  is  that  vulgar  nickname,  a  hcbbety-hoy^  dramatised; 
forward  and  sheepish,  mischievous  and  idle,  cunning  and  stupid, 
with  the  vices  of  the  man  and  the  follies  of  the  boy ;  fond  of  low 
company,  and  giving  himself  all  the  airs  of  consequence  of  the 
young  squire.  His  vacant  delight  in  playing  at  cup  and  ball, 
and  his  impenetrable  concision  and  obstinate  gravity  in  spelling 
the  letter,  drew  fresh  beauties  from  Mr.  Liston's  face.  Young 
Marlow's  bashfulness  in  the  scenes  with  his  mistress  is,  when 
well  acted,  irresistibly  ludicrous ;  but  still  nothing  can  quite 
overcome  our  incredulity  as  to  the  existence  of  such  a  character 
in  the  present  day,  and  in  the  rank  of  life,  and  with  the  educa- 
tion which  Marlow  is  supposed  to  have  had.  It  is  a  highly 
amusing  caricature,  a  ridiculous  fancy,  but  no  more.  One  of  the 
finest  and  most  delicate  touches  of  character  is  in  the  transition 
from  the  modest  gentleman's  manner  with  his  mistress,  to  the 
easy  and  agreeable  tone  of  familiarity  with  the  supposed  cham* 
ber-maid,  which  was  not  total  and  abrupt,  but  exactly  such  in 
kind  and  degree  as  such  a  character  of  natural  reserve  and  con- 
stitutional timidity  would  undergo  from  the  change  of  circum- 
stances.  Of  the  other  characters  in  the  piece,  the  most  amusing 
are  Tony  Lumpkin's  associates  at  the  Three  Pigeons ;  and  of 
these  we  profess  the  greatest  partiality  for  the  important  show- 
man who  declares  that  "  his  bear  dances  to  none  but  the  gen- 
teelest  of  tunes, '  Water  parted  from  the  Sea,'  or  the  minuet  in 
*  Ariadne ! ' "  This  is  certainly  the  "  high-fantastical "  of  low 
comedy.] 

Murphy's  plays  of  *  All  in  the  Wrong'  and  'Know  Your 
Own  Mind,'  are  admirably  written ;  with  sense,  spirit,  and  con- 
ception of  character,,  but  without  any  great  effect  of  the  humor- 
ous, or  that  truth  of  feeling  which  distinguishes  the  boundary 
between  the  absurdities  of  natural  character  and  the  gratuitous 
&c&>na  of  the  poet's  pea    The  heroes  of  these  two  plays,  Milla- 
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mour  and  Sir  Benjamin  Constant,  are  too  ridiculous  in  their 
caprices  to  be  tolerated,  except  in  farce ;  and  yet  their  follies 
are  so  flimsy,  so  motiveless,  and  fine-spun,  as  not  to  be  intelligi- 
"ble,  or  to  have  any  effect  in  their  only  proper  sphere.     Both  his 
principal  pieces  are  said  to  have  suffered  by  their  similarity, 
first,  to  Colman's  ^  Jealous  Wife,*  and  next  to  the  ^  School  for 
Scandal,'  though  in  both  cases  he  had  the  undoubted  priority. 
It  is  hard  that  the  fate  of  plagiarism  should  attend  upon  origin- 
ality ;  yet  it  is  clear  that  the  elements  of  the  '  School  for  Scan- 
dal •  are  not  sparingly  scattered  in  Murphy's  comedy  of  ^  Know 
Your  Own  Mind,*  which  appeared  before  the  latter  play,  only 
to  be  eclipsed  by  it.     This  brings  me  to  speak  of  Sheridan. 

Mr.  Sheridan  has  been  justly  called  "a  dramatic  star  of  the 
first  magnitude  f  and,  indeed,  among  the  comic  writers  of  the 
last  century  he  "  shines  like  Hesperus  among  the  lesser  lights." 
He  has  left  four  several  dramas  behind  him,  all  different  or  of 
different  kinds,  and  all  excellent  in  their  way ; — ^the  '  School  for 
Bcandal,*  the  *  Rivals,*  the  'Duenna,*  and  the  *  Critic*  The 
attraction  of  this  last  piece  is,  however,  less  in  the  mock  tragedy 
rehearsed  than  in  the  dialogue  of  the  comic  scenes,  and  in  the 
character  of  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary,  which  is  supposed  to  have 
been  intended  for  Cumberland.  If  some  of  the  characters  in 
the  *  School  for  Scandal*  were  contained  in  Murphy's  comedy 
of  *  Know  Your  Own  Mind,*  (and  certainly  some  of  Dashwoud*8 
detached  speeches  and  satirical  sketches  are  written  with  quite 
as  firm  and  masterly  a  hand  as  any  of  those  given  to  the 
members  of  the  scandalous  club,  Mrs.  Candour  or  Lady  Sneer- 
well,)  yet  they  were  buried  in  it  for  want  of  grouping  and  relief, 
like  the  colours  of  a  well-drawn  picture  sunk  in  the  canvass. 
Sheridan  brought  jthem  out  and  exhibited  them  in  all  their  glory. 
If  that  gem,  the  character  of  Joseph  Surface,  was  Murphy*s,  the 
splendid  and  more  valuable  setting  was  Sheridan*s.  He  took 
Murphy*s  Malvil  from  his  lurkingrplace  in  the  closet,  and 
** dragged  thp  struggling  monster  into  day**  upon  the  stage. 
That  is,  he  gave  interest,  life,  and  action,  or,  in  other  words,  its 
dramatic  being,  to  the  mere  conception  and  written  specimens 
of  a  character.  This  is  the  merit  of  Sheridan*s  comedies,  that 
everything  in  them  telb — there  is  no  labo\u  ia  n^cov.  1£a 
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comic  muse  does  not  go  about  prying  into  obscure  corners,  oi 
collecting  idle  curiosities,  but  shows  her  laughing  face  and 
points  to  her  rich  treasure — ^the  follies  of  mankind.     She  is  gar- 
landed and  crowned  with  roses  and  vine-leaves.     Her  eyes 
Sparkle  with  delight,  and  her  heart  runs  over  with  good-natured 
malice.     Her  step  is  firm  a^d  light,  and  her  ornaments  consum- 
mate!    The  *  School  for  Scandal*  is,  if  not  the  most  original, 
perhaps  the  most  finished  and  faultless  comedy  which  we  have. 
When  it  is  acted  you  hear  people  all  around  you  exclaiming, 
"Surely  it  is  impossible  for  anything  to  be  cleverer,"     The 
scene  in  which  Charles  sells  all  the  old  family  pictures  but  hii 
imcle's,  who  is  the  purchaser  in  disguise,  and  that  of  the  discoT- 
ery  of  Lady  Teazle  when  the  screen  falls,  are  among  the  hap- 
piest and  most  highly  wrought  that  comedy,  in  its  wide  and 
brilliant  range,  can  boast.     Besides  the  wit  and  ingenuity  of 
this  play,  there  is  a  genial  spirit  of  frankness  and  generosity 
about  it  that  relieves  the  heart  as  well  as  clears  the  lungs.    It 
professes  a  faith  in  the  natural  goodness  as  well  as  habitual  de- 
pravity of  human  nature.     While  it  strips  oiT  the  mask  of  hy- 
pocrisy it  inspires  a  confidence  between  man  and  man.     As 
often  as  it  is  acted  it  must  serve  to  clear  the  air  of  that  low, 
creeping,  pestilent  fog  of  cant  and  mysticism,  which  threatens 
to  confound  every  native  impulse,  or  honest  conviction,  in  the 
nauseous  belief  of  a  perpetual  lie,  and  the  laudable  profession  of 
systematic  h3rpocrisy.     The  character  of  Lady  Teazle  is  not 
well  made  out  by  the  author,  nor  has  it  been  well  represented 
on  the  stage  since  the  time  of  Miss  Farren,     The  '  Rivals*  is  a 
play  of  even  more  action  and  incident,  but  of  less  wit  and  satire 
than  the  '  School  for  Scandal.'    It  is  as  good  as  a  novel  in  the 
reading,  and  has  the  broadest  and  most  palpable  efifect  on  the 
stage.    If  Joseph  Surface  and  Charles  have  a  smack  of  Tom 
Jones  and  Blifil  in  their  moral  constitution.  Sir  Anthony  Abso- 
lute and  Mrs.  Malaprop  remind  us  of  honest  Matthew  Bramble 
and  his  sister  Tabitha  in  their  tempers  and  dialect.     Acres  is  a 
distant  descendant  of  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek.     It  must  be  con- 
fessed of  this  author,  as  FalstafiT  says  of  some  one,  that  ^'  he  had 
damnable  iteration  in  him ! "     [The  '  Rivals '  is  one  of  the  most 
agreeable  comedies  we  have.    In  the  elegance  and  brilliancy 
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of  the  dialogue,  in  a  certain  animation  of  moral  sentiment,  and 
in  the  masterly  deTumemeni  of  the  fable,  the  '  School  for  Scandal? 
is  superior ;  but  the  '  Rivals '  has  more,  life  and  action  in  it,  and 
abounds  in  a  greater  number  of  whimsical  characters,  unexpect- 
ed incidents,  and  absurd  contrasts  of  situation.  The  effect  of 
the  'School  for  Scandal'  is  something  like  reading  a  collection 
of  epigrams,  that  of  the  *  Rivals'  is  .more  Hke  reading  a  novel 
In  the  first  you  are  always  at  the  toilette  or  in  the  drawing-room ; 
in  the  last  you  pass  into  the  open  air,  and  take  a  turn  in  King's 
Mead.  The  interest  is  kept  alive  in  the  one  play  by  smart  re- 
partees, in  the  other  by  startling  rencontres )  in  the  one  we 
laugh  at  the  satirical  descriptions  of  the  speakers,  in  the  other 
the  situation  of  their  persons  on  the  stage  is  irresistibly  ludicrous. 
Thus  the  interviews  between  Lucy  and  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger, 
between  Acres  and  his  friend  Jack,  who  is  at  once  his  confidant 
and  his  rival;  between  Mrs.  Malaprop  and  the  lover  of  her 
niece  as  Captain  Absolute,  and  between  that  young  lady  and 
the  same  person  as  the  pretended  Ensign  Beverley,  tell  from  the 
mere  d&uble  entendre  of  the  scene,  and  from  the  ignorance  of  the 
parties  of  one  another's  persons  and  designs.  There  is  no  source 
of  dramatic  effect  more  complete  than  this  species  of  practical 
satire,  (in  which  our  author  seems  to  have  been  an  adept,)  where 
one  character  in  the  piece  is  made  a  fool  of  and  turned  into  ridi- 
cule to  his  face,  by  the  very  persen  he  is  trying  to  overreach. 
There  is  scarcely  a  more  delightful  play  than  the  *  Rivals ' 
when  it  is  well  acted,  or  one  that  goes  off  more  indifferently 
when  it  is  not.  The  humour  is  of  so  broad  and  farcical  a 
kind,  that  if  not  thoroughly  entered  into  and  carried  off  by  th^ 
tone  and  manner  of  the  performers  it  fails  of  effect  from  its 
obtrusiveness,  and  becomes  flat  from  eccentricity.  The  absurdi* 
ties  brought  foward  are  of  that  artificial,  affected,  and  preposter- 
ous description,  that  we  in  some  measure  require  to  have  the 
evidence  of  our  senses  to  see  the  persons  themselves  "jetting 
under  the  advanced  plumes  of  their  folly,"  before  we  can  entire- 
ly believe  in  their  existence,  or  dferive  pleasure  from  their  ex- 
posure. If  the  extravagance  of  the  poet's  conception  is  not 
supported  by  the  downright  reality  of  the  repiesfi^t&tiow^  ^'^ 
credulily  is  staggered  and  falb  to  the  ground. 
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For  instance,  Acres  should  be  as  odd  a  compound  in  extet- 
nal  appearance  as  he  is  of  the  author's  brain.     He  must  look 
like  a  very  notable  mixture  of  the  lively  coxcomb  and  the  blun- 
dering blockhead,  to  reconcile  us  to  his  continued  impertinence 
and  senseless  flippancy.     Acres  is  a  mere  conventional  charac- 
ter, a  gay,  fluttering  automaton,  constructed  upon  mechanical 
principles,  and  pushed,  as  it  were,  by  the  logic  of  wit  and  a 
strict  keeping  in  the  pursuit  of  the  ridiculous,  into  follies  and 
fopperies  which  his  natural  thoughtlessness  would  never  haye 
dreamt  of     Acres  does  not  say  or  do  what  such  a  half-witted 
young  gentleman  would  say  or  do  of  his  own  head,  but  what 
he  might  be  led  to  do  or  say  with  such  a  prompter  as  Sheridan 
at  his  elbow  to  tutor  him  in  absurdity — to  make  a  butt  of  him 
first,  and  laugh  at  him  afterwards.     Thus  his  presence  of  mind  in 
persisting  in  his  allegorical  swearing,  ''  Odds  triggers  and  flints,' 
in  the  duel  scene,  when  he  is  trembling  all  over  with  cowardice, 
is  quite  out  of  character,  but  it  keeps  up  the  preconfcerted  jest 
In  proportion,' therefore,  as  the  author  has  over-done  the  part,  it 
calls  for  a  greater  efibrt  of  animal  spirits;  and  a  peculiar  apti- 
tude of  genius  in  the  actor  to  go  through  with  it,  to  humour 
the  extravagance,  and  to  seem  to  take  a  real  and  cordial  delight 
in  caricaturing  himself.     Dodd  was  the  only  actor  we  remem- 
ber who  realized  this  ideal  combination  of  volatility  and  phlegm, 
of  slowness  of  understanding  with  levity  of  purpose,  of  va- 
cancy of   thought  and  vivacity  of  gesture.     Acres's   affected 
phrases  and  apish  liianners  used  to  sit  upon  this  inimitable  actor 
with  the  same  sort  of  bumpkin  grace  and  conscious  self-com- 
placency as  the  new  cut  of  his  clothes.     In  general,  this  charac- 
ter is  made  little  of  on  the  stage ;  and  when  left  to  shift  for 
itself,  seems  as  vapid  as  it  is  forced. 

Mrs.  Malaprop  is  another  portrait  of  the  same  over-charged 
description;  The  chief  drollery  of  this  extraordinary  person- 
age consists  in  her  unaccountable  and  systematic  misapplication 
of  hard  words.  How  she  should  know  the  words,  and  not 
their  meaning,  is  a  little  odd.  In  reading  the  play  we  are 
amused  with  such  a  series  of  ridiculous  blunders,  just  as  we  are 
with  a  series  of  puns  or  cross-readings.  But  to  keep  up  the 
krce  upon  the  stage,  besides  '^  a  mc^  ^'staxkig^YOftvit  of  epitaphs," 
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the  imagination  must  have  the  assistance  of  a  stately  array  of 
grave  pretensions,  and  a  most  formidable  establishment  of  counte- 
nance, with  all  the  vulgar  self-sufficiency  of  pride  and  igno- 
rance, before  it  can  give  full  credit  to  this  learned  tissue  of 
technical  absurdity. 

As  to  Miss  Lydia  Languish,  she  is  not  easily  done  to  the 
life.  She  is  a  delightful  compound  of  extravagance  and 
TMivete.  She  is  fond  and  froward,  practical  and  chimerical,  hot 
and  cold  in  a  breath.  She  is  that  kind  of  fruit  which  drops 
into  the  mouth  before  it  is  ripe.  She  must  have  a  husband,  but 
she  will  not  have  one  without  an  elopement  This  young  lady 
is  at  an  age  and  of  a  disposition  to  throw  herself  into  the  arms 
of  the  first  handsome  young  fellow  she  meets ;  but  she  repents 
and  grows  sullen,  like  a  spoiled  child,  when  she  finds  that  no- 
body hinders  her.  She  should  have  all  the  physiognomical 
marks  of  a  true  boarding-school,  novel-reading  Miss  about  her, 
and  some  others  into  the  bargain.  Sir  Anthony's  description 
hardly  comes  up  to  the  truth.  She  should  have  large,  rolling 
eyes;  pouting,  disdainful  lips;  a  pale,  clear  complexion;  an 
oval  chin,  an  arching  neck,  and  a  profusion  of  dark  ringlets 
falling  down  upon  it,  or  she  will  never  answer  to  our  ideas  of 
the  charming  sentimental  hoyden,  who  is  the  heroine  of  the 
play. 

Faulkland  is  a  refined  study  of  a  very  common  disagreeable 
character,  actuated  by  an  unceasing  spirit  of  contradiction,  whe 
perversely  seizes  every  idle  pretext  for  making  himself  and  others 
miserable;  or  querulous  enthusiast,  determined  on  disappoint- 
ment, and  enamoured  with  suspicion.  He  is  without  excuse ; 
nor  is  it  without  some  difficulty  that  we  endure  his  self-torment- 
ing follies,  through  our  partiality  for  Julia,  the  amiable,  unre- 
sisting victim  of  his  gloomy  caprice. 

Sir  Anthony  Absolute  and  his  son  are  the  most  sterling  char- 
acters of  the  play.  The  tetchy,  positive,  impatient,  overbearing, 
but  warm  and  generous  character  of  the  one,  and  the  gallant, 
determined  spirit,  adroit  address,  and  dry  humour  of  the  other, 
are  admirably  set  off  against  each  other.  The  two  scenes  in 
which  they  contend  about  the  proposed  match,  in  the  first  of  g 
which  the  indignant  lover  is  as  choleric  aa4  x^Ai  ^%  ^<^  ^   I 
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gentleman  is  furious  and  obstinate,  and  in  the  latter  of  which 
the  son  afiects  such  a  cool  indifference  and  dutiful  submission  to 
his  father,  from  having  found  out  that  it  is  the  mistress  of  his 
choice  whom  he  is  to  be  compelled  to  marry,  are  master-pieces 
both  of  wit,  humour,  and  character.  Sir  Anthony  Absolute  is 
an  evident  copy  after  Smollett's  kind-hearted,  high-spirited  Mat- 
thew Bramble,  as  Mrs.  Malaprop  is  after  the  redoubted  linguist, 
Mrs.  Tabitha  Bramble ;  and,  indeed,  the  whole  tone,  as  well  as 
the  local  scenery  of  the  *  Rivals,'  reminds  the  reader  of  '  Hum- 
phrey Clinker.'  Sheridan  had  a  right  to  borrow ;  and  he  made 
use  of  this  privilege,  not  sparingly,  both  in  this  and  in  his  other 
plays.  His  Acres,  as  well  in  the  general  character  as  in  parti- 
cular scenes,  is  a  mannered  imitation  of  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Fag,  Lucy,  and  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger,  though  subordinate 
agents  in  the  plot  of  the  *  Rivals,'  are  not  the  less  amusing  on 
that  account.  Fag  wears  his  master's  wit,  as  he  does  his  lace, 
at  second-hand ;  Lucy  is  an  edifying  specimen  of  simplicity  in 
a  chamber-maid,  and  Sir  Lucius  is  an  honest  fortune-hunting 
Hil^ernian,  who  means  well  to  himself,  and  no  harm  to  anybody 
else.  They  are  also  traditional  characters,  common  to  the  stage ; 
but  they  are  drawn  with  all  the  life  and  spirit  of  originals. 

This  appears,  indeed,  to  have  been  the  peculiar  forte  and  the 
great  praise  of  our  author's  genius,  that  he  could  imitate  with 
the  spirit  of  an  inventor.  There  is  hardly  a  character,  we  be- 
lieve, or  a  marked  situation  in  any  of  his  works,  of  which  there 
aie  not  distinct  traces  to  be  found  in  his  predecessors.  But 
though  the  ground-work  and  texture  of  his  materials  was  little 
more  than  what  he  found  already  existing  in  the  models  of  ac- 
knowledged excellence,  yet  he  constantly  varied  or  improved 
upon  their  suggestions  with  masterly  skill  and  ingenuity.  He 
applied  what  he  thus  borrowed,  with  a  sparkling  effect  and  rare 
felicity,  to  different  circumstances,  and  adapted  it  with  peculiar 
elegance  to  the  prevailing  taste  of  the  age.  He  was  the  farthest 
possible  from  a  servile  plagiarist.  He  wrote  in  imitation  of  Con- 
greve,  Vanbrugh,  or  Wycherley,  as  those  persons  would  have 
written  in  continuation  of  themselves,  had  they  lived  at  the  same 
time  with  him.  There  is  no  excellence  of  former  writers  of 
which  he  has  not  availed  himself,  and  which  he  has  not  con- 
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verted  to  his  own  purposes,  with  equal  spirit  and  success.  He 
had  great  acuteness  and  knowledge  of  the  world ;  and  if  he  did 
not  create  his  own  characters,  he  conipaied  them  with  their  pro- 
totypes in  nature,  and  understood  their  hearings  and  qualities, 
hefore  he  undertook  to  make  a  different  use  of  them.  He  had 
wit,  fancy,  sentiment  at  command,  enahiing  him  to  place  the 
thoughts  of  others  in  new  lights  of  his  own,  which  reflected  back 
an  added  lustre  on  the  originals :  whatever  he  touched,  he 
adorned  with  all  the  ease,  grace,  and  brilliancy  of  his  style. 
If  he  ranks  only  as  a  man  of  second-rate  genius,  he  was  assured- 
ly a  man  of  first-rate  talents.  He  was  the  most  classical  and 
the  most  popular  dramatic  writer  of  his  age.  The  works  he  has 
left  behind  him  will  remain  as  monuments  of  his  fame,  for  the 
delight  and  instruction  of  posterity. 

Mr.  Sheridan  not  only  excelled  as  a  comic  writer,  but  was 
also  an  eminent  orator,  and  a  disinterested  patriot.  As  a  public 
speaker,  he  was  distinguished  by  acuteness  of  observation  and 
pointed  wit,  more  than  by  impassioned  eloquence,  or  powerful 
and  comprehensive  reasoning.  Considering  him  with  reference 
to  his  conversational  talents,  his  merits  as  a  comic  writer,  and  as 
a  political  character,  he  was  perhaps  the  most  accomplished 
person  of  his  time. 

"  Take  him  for  all  in  all, 
We  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again."] 

The  *  Duenna'  is  a  perfect  work  of  Art.  It  has  the  utmost 
sweetness  and  point.  The  plot,  the  characters,  the  dialogue, 
are  aU  complete  in  themselves,  and  they  are  all  his  own ;  and 
the  songs  are  the  best  that  ever  were  written,  except  those  in 
the  '  Beggars*  Opera.'  They  have  a  joyous  spirit  of  intoxica- 
tion in  them,  and  a  strain  of  the  most  melting  tenderness.  Com- 
pare the  softness  of  that  beginning, 

"  Had  I  heart  for  falsehood  framed," 
with  the  spirited  defiance  to  Fortune  in  the  lines, 

**  Half  thy  malice  youth  could  bear, 
And  the  rest  a  bumper  drown  " 
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It  would  have  been  too  much  for  the  author  of  these  elegant 
and  classic  productions  not  to  have  had  some  drawbacks  on  his 
felicity  and  fame.     But  even  the  applause  of  nations  and  the 
favour  of  princes  cannot  always  be  enjoyed  with  impunity. 
Sheridan  was  not  only  an  excellent  dramatic  writer,  but  a  first- 
rate  parliamentary  speaker,  and  a  disinterested  patriot    His 
characteristics  as  an  orator  were  manly,  unperverted  good  sense, 
and  keen  irony.     Wit,  which  has  been  thought  a  two-edged 
weapon,  was  by  him  always  employed  on  the  same  side  of  the 
question — I  think,  on  the  right  one.     His  set  and  more  laboured 
speeches,  as  that  on  the  Begum's  affairs,  were  proportionably 
abortive  and  unimpressive ;  but  no  one  was  equal  to  him  in  re- 
plying, on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  to  pompous  absurdity,  and 
unravelling  the  web  of  flimsy  sophistry.     He  was  the  last  ac- 
complished debater  of  the  House  of  Commons.     His  character 
will,  however,  soon  be  drawn  by  one  who  has  all  the  ability, 
and  every  inclination  to  do  him  justice  ;  who  knows  how  to  be- 
stow praise  and  to  deserve  it;    by  one  who  is  himself  an 
ornament  of  private  and  of  public  life ;   a  satirist,  beloved  by 
his  firiends ;   a  wit  and  a  patriot  to  boot ;  a  poet,  and  an  honest 
man. 

Macklin's  *  Man  of  the  World'  has  one  powerfully  written 
character,  that  of  Sir  Pertinax  Macsycophant,  but  it  required 
Cooke's  acting  to  make  it  thoroughly  eflfectual. 

Mr.  Holcroft,  in  his  *  Road  to  Ruin,'  set  the  example  of  that 
style  of  comedy,  in  which  the  slang  phrases  of  jockey-noblemen 
and  the  humours  of  the  four-in-hand  club  are  blended  with  the 
romantic  sentiments  of  distressed  damsels  and  philosophic  wait- 
ing-maids, and  in  which  he  has  been  imitated  by  the  most  suc- 
cessful of  our  living  writers,  unless  we  make  a  separate  class  for 
the  school  of  Cumberland,  who  was  almost  entirely  devoted  to 
the  comedk  larmoyante,  and  who,  passing  firom  the  Hght,  volatile 
spirit  of  his  *  West  Indian,'  to  the  mawkish  sensibility  of  the 
'  Wheel  of  Fortune,*  linked  the  Muse  of  English  comedy  to  the 
genius  of  Grerman  tragedy,  where  she  has  since  remained,  like 
Christobel  fallen  asleep  in  the  Witch's  arms,  and  where  I  shall 
leave  her,  as  I  have  not  the  poet's  privilege  to  break  the  spelL 
[As  to  The  ^  West  Indian'  it  is  a  Tgla^  t3a».\.  feom  the  time  of  its 
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first  appearing  has  continued  to  hold  possession  of  the  stage, 
with  just  enough  merit  to  keep  it  there,  and  no  striking  faults  to 
drive  it  thence.  It  is  above  mediocrity.  There  is  an  agreeable 
vein  of  good  humour  and  animal  spirits  running  through  it  that 
does  not  suffer  it  to  sink  into  downright  insipidity,  nor  ever  ex- 
cites any  very  high  degree  of  interest  or  delight.  Wit  there  is 
none,  and  hardly  an  attempt  at  humour,  except  in  the  character 
of  Major  O'Flaherty,  who  would  not  be  recognized  as  a  genuine 
Irishman  but  by  virtue  of  his  representative  on  the  stage.  His^ 
blunders  and  conduct  are  not  such  as  would  proceed  from  the 
good-natured  unthinking  impetuosity  of  such  a  person  as  OFla- 
herty  is  intended  to  be :  but  they  are  such  as  the  author  might 
sit  down  and  try  to  invent  for  him.  It  is  not  an  Irish  character, 
but  a .  character  playing  the  Irishman ;  not  a  hasty,  warm- 
hearted, hair-brained  fellow,  stumbling  on  mistakes  by  accident 
either  in  his  words  or  actions,  but  a  very  complaisant  gentleman, 
looking  out  for  them  by  design,  to  humour  the  opinion  which 
you  entertain  of  him,  and  who  is  to  make  himself  a  national 
butt  for  the  audience  to.  laugh  at.  The  '  West  Indian'  himself 
(Belcour)  is  certainly  the  support  of  the  piece.  There  is  some- 
thing interesting  in  the  idea  of  seeing  a  young  fellow  of  high 
animal  spirits,  a  handsome  fortune,  and  considerable  generosity 
of  feeling,  launched  from  the  other  side  of  the  world  (with  the 
additional  impetus  that  the  distance  would  give  him)  to  run  the 
gauntlet  of  the  follies  and  vices  of  the  town,  to  fall  into  scrapes 
only  to  get  out  of  them,  and  who  is  full  of  professions  of  attach- 
ment to  virtues  which  he  does  not  practise,  and  of  repentance  for 
offences  which  he  has  not  committed.  It  is  the  same  character 
as  Charles  Surface  in  the  'School  for  Scandal'  with  an  infusion 
of  the  romantic  from  his  transatlantic  origin,  and  an  additional 
excuse  for  his  extravagances  in  the  tropical  temperature  of  his 
blood. 

The  language  of  this  play  is  elegant  but  common-place :  the 
leakers  seem  in  general  more  intent  on  adjusting  their  periods 
than  on  settling  their  affairs.  The  sentiments  aspire  to  Hberali* 
ty.  They  are  amiably  mawkish,  and  as  often  as  they  incline  to 
paradox,  have  a  rapid  sort  of  petulance  about  them,  which  ex- 
cites neither  our  sympathy  nor  our  esteem.    Tke  ^\o\.  Sa  >a^  %wA. 
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plot.  It  is  well  laid,  decently  distributed  through  the  course  of 
five  acts,  and  wound  up  at  last  to  its  final  catastrophe  in  a  single 
sentence.] 

There  are  two  other  writers  whom  I  have  omitted  to  mention, 
but  not  forgotten :  they  are  oujr  two  immortal  farce-writers,  the 
authors  of  the  *  Mayor  of  G^arratt*  and  the  *  Agreeable  Surprise.' 
If  Foote  has  been  called  our  English  Aristophanes,  O^Keefe 
might  well  be  called  our  English  Moliere.     The  scale  of  the 
modern  writer  was  smaller,  but  the  spirit  is  the  same.     In  light, 
careless  laughter,  and  pleasant  exaggerations  of  the  humorous, 
we  have  had  no  one  equal  to  him.     There  is  no  labour  or  con- 
trivance in  his  scenes,  but  the  drollery  of  his  subject  seems  to 
strike  irresistibly  upon  his  fancy,  and  run  away  with  his  discre- 
tion as  it  does  with  ours.     His  'Cowslip'   and  *  Lingo' are 
'Touchstone'  and  *Audry'  revived.     He  is  himself  a  modem 
antique.     His  fancy  has  all  the  quaintness  and  extravagance  of 
the  old  writers,  with  the  ease  and  lightness  which  the  modems 
arrogate  to  themselves.     All  his  pieces  are  delightful,  but  the 
*  Agreeable  Surprise'  is  the  most  so.     There  are  in  this  some 
of  the  most  irresistible  dmMe  entendres,  the  moist  felicitous  blun- 
ders in  situation  and  character,  that  can  be  conceived ;  and  in 
Lingo's  superb  replication,  "A  scholar!  I  was  a  master  of  scho- 
lars," he  has  hit  the  height  of  the  ridiculous.     Foote  had  more 
dry,  sarcastic  humour,  and  more  knowledge  of  the  world.     His 
farces  are  bitter  satires,  more  or  less  personal,  as  it  happened. 
Mother  Cole,  in  the  *  Minor,'  and  Mr.  Smirk  the  Auctioneer,  in 
'Taste,'    with  their  coadjutors,  are  rich  cut-and-come-again, 
"pleasant,  though  wrong."     But  the  'Mayor  of  Garratt'  is  his 
magnum  opus  in  this  line.     Some  comedies  are  long  farces :  this 
farce  is  a  comedy  in  little.     It  is  also  one  of  the  best  acted  farces 
that  we  have.     The  acting  of  Dowton  and  Russell,  in  Major 
Sturgeon  and  Jerry  Sneak,  cannot  be  too  much  praised ;  Foote 
himself  would  have  been  satisfied  with  it.     The  strut,  the  blus- 
ter, the  hollow  swaggering,  and  turkey-cock  swell  of  the  Ma- 
jor ;  and  Jerry's  meekness,  meanness,  folly,  good-nature,  and 
hen-pecked  air,  are  assuredly  done  to  the  life.     The  latter  char- 
acter is  even  better  than  the  foxrcieY,  vrhich  is  saying  a  bold 
word,     Dowton'a  art  is  only  aTiim\\ai\iwycLQi«xN.^^l  ^x^'oS.^i^^ 
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or  an  assumed  character ;  but  in  Russell's  Jerry  you  see  the 
very  soul  of  nature,  in  a  fellow  that  is  ^' pigeon-livered  and 
lacks  gall,"  laid  open  and  anatomized.     You  can  see  that  his 
heart  is  no  bigger  than  a  pin,  end  his  head  is  as  soft  as  a  pip- 
pin.   His  whole  aspect  is  chilled  and  frightened,  as  if  he  had 
been  dipped  in  a  pond ;  and  yet  he  looks  as  if  he  would  like  to 
be  snug  and  comfortable  if  he  durst.     He  smiles  as  if  he  would 
be  friends  with  you  upon  any  terms,  and  the  tears  come  in  his 
eyes  because  you  will  not  let  him.     The  tones  of  his  voice  are 
prophetic  as  the  cuckoo's  under-song.     His  words  are  made  of 
water-gprueL     The  sceiie  in  which  he  tries  to  make  a  confidant 
of  the  Major  is  great;  and  his  song  of  ^Robinson  Crusoe'  ^s 
melancholy  as  the  island  itself     The  reconciliation-scene  with 
his  wife,  and  his  exclamation  over  her,  ''  to  think  that  I  should 
make  my  Molly  veep!"  are  pathetic,  if  the  last  stage' of  hum.an 
infirmity  is  so.     This  farce  appears  to  me  to  be  both  moral  and 
entertaining ;  yet  it  does  not  take.     It  is  considered  as  an  un- 
just satire  on  the  city,  and  the  country  at  large ;  and  there  is  a 
very  frequent  repetition  of  the  word  "  nonsense  "  in  the  house, 
during  the  performance,     Mr.  Dowton  was  even  hissed,  either 
from  the  upper  boxes  or  gallery,  in  his  speech  recounting  the 
marching  of  his  corps  "  from  Brentford  to  Ealing,  and  from 
Ealing  to  Acton ;"  and  several  persons  in  the  pit,  who  thought 
the  whole  lowy  were  for  going  out     This  shows  well  for  the 
progress  of  civilization,     I  suppose  the  manners  described  in 
the  '  Mayor  of  Garratt '  have,  in  the  last  forty  years,  become 
obsolete,  and  the  characters  ideal :  we  have  no  longer  either 
hen-pecked  or  brutal  husbands,  or  domineering  wives ;  the  Miss 
Molly  lollops  no  longer  wed  Jerry  Sneaks,  or  admire  the  brave 
Major  Sturgeons  on  the  other  side  of  Temple  bar;  all  our 
soldiers  have  become  heroes,  and  our  magistrates  respectajble, 
and  the  farce  of  life  is  over. 

One  more  name,  and  I  have  done.  It  is  that  of  Peter  Pin- 
dar. The  historian  of  *  Sir  Joseph  Banks'  and  the  'Emperor 
of  Morocco,'  of  the  '  Pilgrims  and  the  Peas,'  of  the  '  Royal 
Academy,'  and  of  '  Mr.  Whitbread's  brewing-vat,'  the  bard  in 
whom  the  nation  and  the  king  delighted,  is  old  and  blind,  but 
still  merry  and  wise; — remembering  how  \vq  \iasi  isi'^<^  ^^ 
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world  laugh  in  his  time,  and  not  repenting  of  the  mirtl 
given ;  with  an  involuntary  smile  lighted  up  at  the  ma^ 
of  his  muse,  and  the  lucky  hits  of  his  pen — "  faint  pi 
those  flashes  of  his  spirit,  that  \yere  w6nt  to  set  the  ta 
roar ;"  like  his  own  expiring  taper,  bright  and  fltful  to  t 
tagging  a  rhyme  or  conning  his  own  epitaph ;  and  wa 
the  last  summons,  grateful  and  contented ! 

I  have  thus  gone  through  the  history  of  that  part  of  ov 
ture  which  I  had  proposed  to  myself  to  treat  of  I  have 
add,  by  way  of  explanation,  that  in  some  few  parts  I  hai 
pated  myself  in  fugitive  or  periodical  publications; 
thought  it  better  to  repeat  what  I  had  already  stated  to 
of  my  ability,  than  alter  it  for  the  worse.  These  pai 
however,  a  very  small  proportion  to  the  whole ;  and 
used  such 'diligence  and  care  as  I  could,  in  adding  to  thei 
ever  appeared  necessary  to  complete  the  general  vie\\ 
subject,  or  make  it  (as  fi^r  a?  lay  in  i^y  power)  intere 
others. 
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LECTURE  L— INTRODUCTORY. 

*  ON  POETRY  IN  GENERAL. 

The  best  general  notion  which  I  can  give  of  poetry  is  that  it  is 
4e  natural  impression  of  any  object  or  event,  by  its  vividness 
exciting  an  involuntary  movement  of  imagination  and  passion, 
^d  producing,  by  sympathy,  a  certain  modulation  of  the  voice, 
or  sounds,  expressing  it. 

In  treating  of  poetry,  I  shall  speak  first, of  the  subject-matter 
of  it,  next  of  the  forms  of  expression  to  which  it  gives  birth,  and 
afterwards  of  its  connection  with  harmony  of  sound. 

Poetry  is  the  language  of  the  imagination  and  the  passions. 
It  relates  to  whatever  gives  immediate  pleasure  or  pain  to  the 
human  mind.  It  comes  honie  to  the  bosoms  and  businesses  of 
men ;  for  nothing  but  what  so  comes  home  to  them  in  the  most 
general  and  intelligible  shape  can  be  a  subject  for  poetry. 
Poetry  is  the  universal  language  which  the  heart  holds  with 
iiature  and  itself  He  who  has  a  contempt  for  poetry  cannot 
kave  much  respect  for  himself,  or  for  anything  else.  It  is  not  a 
mere  frivolous  accomplishment  (as  some  persons  have  been  led 
to  imagine,)  the  trifling  amusement  of  a  few  idle  TeaA"et%  ot 
leisure  hours— Jt  has  been  the  study  and  deligVit  oi  xaaxAcaAVtk. 
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ail  ages.     Many  people  suppose  that  poetry  is  something  to  be 
found  only  in  books,  contained  in  lines  of  ten  syllables,  with. 
like  endings :  but  wherever  there  is  a  sense  of  beauty,  or  power, 
or  harmony,  as  in  the  motion  of  a  wave  of  the  sea,  in  the  growth. 
of  a  flower,  that  '^  spreads  its  sweet  leaves  to  the  air,  and  dedi- 
cates its  beauty  to  the  sun," — there  is  poetry,  in  its  birth.    If 
history  is  a  grave  study,  poetry  inay  be  said  to  be  a  graver:  its 
materials  lie  deeper,  and  are  spread  wider.     History  treats,  for 
the  most  part,  of  the  cumbrous  and  unwieldly  masses  of  things, 
the  empty  cases  in  which  the  aflairs  of  the  world  are  packed, 
imder  the  heads  of  intrigue  or  war,  in  difierent  states,  and  from 
century  to  century :  but  there  is  np  thought  or  feeling  that  can 
have  entered  into  the  mind  of  man,  which  he  would  be  eager  to 
communicate  to  others,  or  which  they  would  listen  to  with  de- 
light, that  is  not  a  fit  subject  for  poetry.     It  is  not  a  branch  of 
authorship :  it  is  "  the  stuff  of  which  our  life  is  made."    The 
rest  is  "  mere  oblivion,"  a  dead  letter :  for  all  that  is  worth  re- 
membering in  life  is  the  poetry  of  it.     Fear  is  poetry,  hope  is 
poetry,  love  is  poetry,  hatred  is  poetry ;  contempt,  jealousy,  re- 
morse, admiration,  wonder,  pity,  despair,  or  madness,  are  all 
poetry.     Poetry  is  that  fine  particle  within  us  that  expands, 
rarefies,  refines,  raises  our  whole  being:  without  it  "man's  life  ' 
is  poor  as  beasts.' "     Man  is  a  poetical  animal :  and  those  of  us 
who  do  not  study  the  principles  of  poetry  act  upon  them  all  our 
lives,  like  Moliere's  Bourgeois  GerUilhomme,  who  had  always 
spoken  prose  without  knowing  it.     The  child  is  a  poet,  m  fact, 
when  he  first  plays  at  hidcrand-seek,  or  repeats  the  story  of 
Jack  the  Giant-killer ;  the  shepherd-boy  is  a  poet,  when  he  first 
crowns  his  mistress  with  a  garland  of  flowers ;  the  countrjrman, 
when  he  stops  to  look  at  the  rainbow ;  the  city-apprentice,  when 
he  gazes  after  the  Lord-Mayor's  show ;  the  miser,  when  he 
hugs  his  gold ;  the  courtier,  who  builds  his  hopes  upon  a  smile; 
the  savage,  who  paints  his  idol  with  blood ;  the  slave,  who  wor- 
ships a  tyrant,  or  the  tyrant,  who  fancies  himself  a  god ; — ^tbe 
vain,  the  ambitious,  the  proud,  the  choleric  man,  the  hero  an^ 
the  coward,  the  beggar  and  the  king,  the  rich  and  the  poor,  the 
young  and  the  old,  all  live  in  a  world  of  their  own  making  J 
and  the  poet  does  no  moie  than  describe  what  all  the  othet^ 
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think  and  act  If  his  art  is  folly  and  madness,  it  is  folly  and 
madness  at  second  hand.  "  There  is  warrant  for  it."  Poets 
alone  have  not  "  such  seething  brains,  such  shaping  fantasies, 
that  apprehend  more  than  cooler  reason"  can. 

"  The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet, 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact. 
One  sees  more  devils  than  vast  hell  can  hold ; 
The  madman.    While  the  lover,  all  as  frantic, 
Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt. 
The  poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling. 
Doth  glance  from  heaVn  to  earth,  fit)m  earth  to  heav'n ; 
And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 
Turns  them  to  shape,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation  and  a  name. 
Such  tricks  hath  strong  imagination." 

If  poetry  is  a  dream,  the  business  of  life  is  much  the  same. 

If  it  is  a  fiction,  made  up  of  what  we  wish  things  to  be,  and 

fency  that  they  are,  because  we  wish  them  so,  there  is  no  other 

Dor  better  reality.     Ariosto  has  described  the  loves  of  Angelica 

and  Medoro :  but  was  not  Medoro,  who  carved  the  name  of  his 

mistress  on  the  barks  of  trees,  as  much  enamoured  of  her  charms 

as  he  ?     Homer  has  celebrated  the  anger  of  Achilles :  but  was 

not  the  heip  as  mad  as  the  poet?     Plato  banished  the  poets 

from  his  Commonwealth,  lest  their  descriptions  of  the  natural 

man  should  spoil  his  mathematical  man,  who  was  to  be  without 

passions  and  affections,  who  was  neither  to  laugh  nor  weep,  to 

feel  sorrow  nor  anger,  to  be  cast  down  nor  elated  by  anything. 

This  was  a  chimera,  however,  which  never  existed  but  in  the 

brain  of  the  inventor  ;  and  Homer's  poetical  world  has  outlived 

Plato's  philosophical  Republic. 

Poetry  then  is  an  imitation  of  nature,  but  the  imagination  and 
the  passions  are  a  part  of  man's  nature.  We  shape  things  ac- 
cording to  our  wishes  and  fancies,  without  poetry ;  but  poetry  is 
the  most  emphatical  languEige  that  can  be  found  for  those  crea- 
tions of  the  mind  "  which  ecstasy  is  very  cunning  in."  Neither 
a  mere  description  of  natural  objects,  nor  a  mere  delineation  of 
natural  feelings,  however  distinct  or  forcible,  coii^\X3L\fc^  ^^  x^- 
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timate  end  and  aim  of  poetry,  without  the  heightenings  of  the 
imagination.     The  light  of  poetry  is  not  only  a  direct  but  also  a 
reflected  light,  that,  while  it  shews  us  the  object,  throws  a  spark- 
ling radiance  on  all  around  it :  the  flame  of  the  passions,  com- 
municated to  the  imagination,  reveals  to  us,  as  with  a  flash  of 
lightning,  the  inmost  recesses  of  thought,  and  penetrates  our 
whole  being.     Poetry  represents  forms  chiefly  as  they  suggest 
other  forms ;  feelings,  as  they  suggest  forms  or  other  feelings. 
Poetry  puts  a  spirit  of  life  and  motion  into  the  universe.   It 
describes  the  flowing,  not  the  fixed.     It  does  not  define  the 
limits  of  sense,  nor  analyze  the  distinctions  of  the  understandiDg, 
but  signifies  the  excess  of  the  imagination  beyond  the  actual  or 
ordinary  impression  of  any  object  or  feeling.     The  poetical  im- 
pression of  any  object  is  that  uneasy,  exquisite  sense  of  beauty 
or  power  that  cannot  be  contained  within  itself;  that  is  impa- 
tient of  all  limit ;  that  (as  flame  bends  to  flame)  strives  to  link 
itself  to  some  other  image  of  kindred  beauty  or  grandeur ;  to 
enshrine  itself,  as  it  were,  in  the  highest  forms  of  fancy,  and  to 
relieve  the  aching  sense  of  pleasure  by  expressing  it  in  the  bold- 
est manner,  and  by  the  most  striking  examples  of  the  same  quali- 
ty in  other  instances.     Poetry,  according  to  Lord  Bacon,  for  this 
reason,  "  has  something  divine  in  it,  because  it  raises  the  mind 
and  hurries  it  into  sublimity,  by  conforming  the  shows  of  things 
to  the  desires  of  the  soul,  instead  of  subjecting  the  soul  to  exter- 
nal things  as  reason  and  history  do."     It  is  strictly  the  language 
of  the  imagination ;  and  the  imagination  is  that  faculty  which  re- 
presents objects,  not  as  they  are  in  themselves,  but  as  they  are 
moulded,  by  other  thoughts  and  feelings,  into  an  infinite  variety 
of  shapes  and  combinations  of  power.     This  language  is  not  the 
less  true  to  nature  because  it  is  false  in  point  of  fact ;  but  so 
much  the  more  true  and  natural,  if  it  conveys  the  impression 
which  the  object  under  the  influence  of  passion  makes  on  the 
mind.     Let  an  object,  for  instance,  be  presented  to  the  senses  in 
^  state  of  agitation  or  fear — and  the  imagination  will  distort 
ior  magniiy  the  object,  and  convert  it  into  the  likeness  of  what- 
ever is  most  proper  to  encourage  the  fear.     "  Our  eyes  are  made 
the  fools"  of  our  other  faculties.    This  is  the  universal  law  of 
the  imagination^ 
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*'  That  if  it  would  but  apprehend  some  joy, 
It  comprehends  some  bringer  of  that  joy : 
Or  in  the  night,  imagining  some  fear, 
How  easy  is  each  bush  supposed  a  bear !'' 


When  lachimo  says  of  Imogen, 


(( 


The  flame  o'  th'  taper 


Bows  toward  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  lids 
To  see  the  enclosed  lights  '* — 

this  passionate  interpretation  of  the  motion  of  the  flame  to  accord 
with  the  speaker's  own  feelings  is  true  poetry.  The  lover, 
equally  with  the  poet,  speaks  of  the  auhurn  tresses  of  his  mistress 
as  locks  of  shining  gold,  because  the  least  tinge  of  yellow  in  the 
hair  has,  from  novelty  and  a  sense  of  personal  beauty,  a  more  lus- 
trous effect  to  the  invagination  than  the  purest  gold.  We  compare 
a  man  of  gigantic  stature  to  a  tower  :^  not  that  he  is  anything  like 
so  large,  but  because  the  excess  of  his  size  beyond  what  we  are 
accustomed  to  expect,  or  the  usual  size  of  things  of  the  same 
class,  produces  by  contrast  a  greater  feeling  of  magnitude  and 
ponderous  strength  than  another  object  of  ten  times  the  same 
fimensions.  The  intensity  of  the  feeling  makes  up  for  the  dis- 
proportion of  the  objects.  Things  are  equal  to  the  imagination, 
which  have  the  power  of  affecting  the  mind  with  an  equal  de- 
gree of  terror,  admiration,  delight,  or  love.  When  Lear  calls 
tipon  the  heavens  to  avenge  his  cause,  "  for  they  are  old  like 
him,"  there  is  nothing  extravagant  or  impious  in  this  sublime 
identification  of  his  age  with  theirs ;  for  there  is  no  other  image 
which  could  do  justice  to  the  agonising  sense  of  his  wrongs  and 
Ms  despair ! 

Poetry  is  the  high-vn'ought  enthusiasm  of  fancy  and  feeling. 
As,  in  describing  natural  objects,  it  impregnates  sensible  impres- 
sions with  the  forms  of  fancy,  so  it  describes  the  feelings  of  plea- 
sure or  pain,  by  blending^  them  with  the  strongest  movements 
of  passion,  dnd  the  most  striking  forms  of  nature.  Tragic  poetry, 
which  is  the  most  impassioned  species  of  it,  strives  to  carry  on 
^^  feeling  to  the  utmost  point  of  sublimity  or  pathos,  by  all  the 
force  of  comparison  or  contrast ;  loses  the  sense  of  ptes^v\lu\x9&iV 
Mig  in  the  imaginary  exaggeration  of  it ;  exhausts  \!!cl<&  Xsttot  Q't 
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pity  by  an  unlimited  indulgence  of  it ;  grapples  with  impossibili- 
ties in  its  desperate  impatience  of  restraint ;  throws  us  back  upon 
the  past,  forward  into  the  future ;  brings  every  moment  of  our 
being  or  object  of  nature  in  startling  review  before  us ;  and,  in 
the  rapid  whirl  of  events,  lifts  us  from  the  depths  of  woe  to  the 
highest  contemplations  on  human  life.  When  Lear  says,  of 
Edgar,  "  Nothing  but  his  unkind  daughters  could  have  brought 
him  to  this ;"  what  a  bewildered  amazement,  what  a  wrench  of 
the  imagination,  that  cannot  be  brought  to  conceive  of  any  other 
cause  of  misery  than  that  which  has  bowed  it  down,  and  absorbs  all 
other  sorrow  in  its  own!  His  sorrow,  like  a  flood,  supplies  the 
sources  of  all  other  sorrow.  Again,  when  he  exclaims  in  the  mad 
scene,  "  The  little  dogs  and  all,  Tray,  Blanche,  and  Sweetheart, 
see,  they  bark  at  me !"  it  is  passion  lending  occasion  to  imagination 
to  make  every  creature  in  league  against  him,  conjuring  up  in- 
gratitude and  insult  in  their  least  looked-for  and  most  galling 
shapes,  searching  every  thread  and  fibre  of  his  heart,  and  finding 
out  the  last  remaining  image  of  respect  or  attachment  in  the 
bottom  of  his  breast,  only  to  torture  and  kill  it !  In  like  manner, 
the  "  So  I  am"  of  Cordelia  gushes  from  her  heart  like  a  torrent 
of  tears,  relieving  it  of  a  weight  of  love  and  of  supposed  ingrati- 
tude, which  had  pressed  upon  it  for  years.  What  a  fine  return 
of  the  passion  upon  itself  is  that  in  Othello — ^with  what  a  mingled 
agony  of  regret  and  despair  he  clings  to  the  last  traces  of  depart- 
ed happiness — ^when  he  exclaims, 

"  Oh  now,  for  ever 

Farewell  the  tranquil  mind.    Farewell  content ; 
Farewell  the  plumed  troops  and  the  big  war, 
That  make  ambition  virtue !  Oh  farewell ! 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump, 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  th*  ear-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner,  and  all  quality, 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war : 
And  O,  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
Th'  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit. 
Farewell !  Othello's  occupation's  gone !" 

How  his  passion  lashes  itself  up  and  swells  and  rages  like  a  ti<^® 
in  its  sounding  course,  when,  in  answer  to  the  doubts  express^ 
of  his  returning  love,  he  says, 
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"  Never,  lago.    like  to  the  Pontic  sea, 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Propontic  and  the  Hellespont : 
Even  so  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 
^all  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love, 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up." — 

The  climax  of  his  expostulation  afterwards  with  Desdemona  is 
at  that  line, 

"  But  there,  where  I  had  garner'd  up  my  heart, 
To  be  discarded  thence !" 

One  mode  in  which  the  dramatic  exhibition  of  passion  excites  . 
our  sympathy  without  raising  our  disgust  is  that,  in  proportion 
as  it  sharpens  the  edge  of  calamity  and  disappointment,  it 
strengthens  the  desire  of  good.  It  enhances  our  consciousness 
of  the  blessing,  by  making  us  sensible  of  the  magnitude  of  the 
loss.  The  storm  of  passion  lays  bare  and  shews  us  the  rich 
depths  of  the  human  soul :  the  whole  of  our  existence,  the  sum 
total  of  our  passions  and  pursuits,  of  that  which  we  desire,  and 
that  which  we  dread,  is  brought  before  us  by  contrast ;  the  ac- 
tion and  re-action  are  equal;  the  keenness  of  immediate  suffering 
only  gives  us  a  more  intense  aspiration  after,  and  a  more  inti- 
mate participation  with,  the  antagonist  world  of  good ;  makes 
^s  drink  deeper  of  the  cup  of  human  life ;  tugs  at  the  heart- 
strings; loosens  the  pressure  about  them;  and  calls  the  springs 
of  thought  and  feeling  into  play  with  tenfold  force. 

Impassioned  poetry  is  an  emanation  of  the  moral  and  intel- 
lectual part  of  our  nature,  as  well  as  of  the  sensitive— of  the 
desire  to  know,  the  will  to  act,  and  the  power  to  feel ;  and  ought 
to  appeal  to  these  different  parts  of  our  constitution,  in  order  to 
^  perfect.  The  domestic  or  prose  tragedy,  which  is  thought  to 
De  the  most  natural,  is  in  this  sense  the  least  so,  because  it  ap- 
peals almost  exclusively  to  one  of  these  faculties,  our  sensibility. 
'Hie  tragedies  of  Moore  and  Lillo,  for  this  reason,  however  affect- 
1^  at  the  time,  oppress  and  lie  like  a  dead  weight  upon  the 
^nd,a.load  of  misery  which  it  is  unable  to  t3aiovj  off*.  \)cL<ei\xa.- 
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gedy  of  Shakspeare,  which  is  true  poetry,  stirs  our  inmost  a 
tions;  abstracts  evil  from  itself  by  combining  it  with  all 
forms  of  imagination,  and  with  the  deepest  workings  of  the  h 
and  rouses  the  whole  man  within  us. 

The  pleasure,  however,  derived  from  tragic  poetry  is  J30t ; 
thing  peculiar  to  it  as  poetry,  as  a  fictitious  and  fanciful  tt 
It  is  not  an  anomaly  of  the  imagination.  It  has  its  source 
ground- work  in  the  common  love  of  strong  excitement.  As 
Burke  observes,  people  flock  to  see  a  tragedy ;  but,  if  there  i 
a  public  execution  in  the  next  street,  the  theatre  would  very  i 
be  empty.  It  is  not  then  the  difference  between  fiction  and  : 
ity  that  solves  the  difficulty.  Children  are  satisfied  with 
stories  of  ghosts  and  witches  in  plain  prose :  n{)r  do  the  haw 
of  full,  true,  and  particular  accounts  of  murders  and  execul 
about  the  streets  find  it  necessary  to  have  them  turned  into  pe 
ballads,  before  they  can  dispose  of  these  interesting  and  aut 
tic  documents.  The  grave  politician  drives  a  thriving  trad 
abuse  and  calumnies  poured  out  against  those  whom  he  m: 
his  enemies  for  no  other  end  than  that  he  may  live  by  tl 
The  popular  preacher  makes  less  frequent  mention  of  hei 
than  of  hell.  Oaths  and  nicknames  are  only  a  more  vulgar 
of  poetry  or  rhetoric.  We  are  as  fond  of  indulging  our  vie 
passions  as  of  reading  a  description  of  those  of  others.  Wc 
as  prone  to  make  a  torment  of  our  fears  as  to  luxuriate  in 
hopes  of  good.  If  it  be  asked.  Why  we  do  so  ?  the  best  am 
will  be.  Because  we  cannot  help  it.  The  sense  of  power 
strong  a  principle  in  the  mind  as  the  love  of  pleasure.  Ob 
of  terror  and  pity  exercise  the  same  despotic  control  over 
those  of  love  or  beauty.  It  is  as  natural  to  hate  as  to  love,  t 
spise  as  to  admire,  to  express  our  hatred  or  contempt,  as  our 
or  admiration. 

*'  Masterless  passion  sways  us  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes  or  loathes.'' 

Not  thpt  we  like  what  we  loathe ;  but  we  like  to  indulge 
hatred  and  scorn  of  it ;  to  dwell  upon  it,  to  exasperate  our 
of  it  by  every  refinement  of  ingenuity  and  extravagance  of  i 
tration ;  to  make  it  a  bugbear  to  ourselves,  to  point  it  out  to 
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ers  in  all  the  splendour  of  deformity,  to  embody  it  to  the  senses, 
to  stigmatise  it  by  name,  to  grapple  with  it  in  thought,  in  action, 
to  sharpen  our  intellect,  to  arm  our  will  against  it,  to  know  the 
worst  we  have  to  contend  with,  and  to  contend  with  it  to  the  ut- 
most. Poetry  is  only  the  highest  eloquence  of  passion,  the  most 
vivid  form  of  expression  that  can  be  given  to  our  conception  of 
any  thing,  whether  pleasurable  or  painful,  mean  or  dignified, 
delightful  or  distressing.  It  is  the  perfect  coincidence  of  the  im- 
age and  the  words  with  the  feeling  we  have,  and  of  which  we 
cannot  get  rid  in  any  other  way,  that  gives  ah  instant  "  satisfac- 
tion to  the  thought."  This  is  equally  the  origin  of  wit  anJ  fan- 
cy, of  comedy  and  tragedy,  of  the  sublime  and  pathetic  When 
Pope  says  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  shew, — 

"  Now  night  descending,  the  proud  scene  is  o'er, 
But  lives  in  Settle's  numbers  oife  day  more ;" 

—when  Collins  makes  Danger,  "  with  limbs  of  giant  mould," 

"  Throw  him  on  the  steep 


Of  some  loose  hanging  rock  asleep '" 
^hen  Lear  calls  out,  in  extreme  anguish, 

"  Ingratitude,  thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 
How  much  more  hideous  shew'st  thou  in  a  child 
Than  the  searmonster ! — " 

— ^the  passion  of  contempt  in  the  one  case,  of  terror  in  the  other, 
^^d  of  indignation  in  the  last,  is  perfectly  satisfied.  We  see  the 
^ng  ourselves,  and  shew  it  to  others  as  we  feel  it  to  exist,  and 
•^5  in  spite  of  ourselves,  we  are  compelled  to  think  of  it.  The 
^tiagination,  by  thus  embodying  and  turning  them  to  shape, 
"ives  an  obvious  relief  to  the  indistinct  and  importunate  cravings 
f  the  will — We  do  not  wish  the  thing  to  be  so ;  but  we  wish 
•  to  appear  such  as  it  is.  For  knowledge  is  conscious  power  j 
tid  the  mind  is  no  longer,  in  this  case,  the  dupe,  though  it  may 
'^  the  victim,  of  vice  or  folly. 

Poetry  is,  in  all  its  shapes,  the  language  of  the  imagination 
^^d  the  passions,  of  fancy  and  will     Nothing,  tkeiefox^^  caxL\i^ 
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more  absurd  than  the  outcry  which  has  been  sometimes  raised 
by  frigid  and  pedantic  critics,  for  reducing  the  language  of  po- 
etry to  the  standard  of  common  sense  and  reason :  for  the  end 
and  use  of  poetry,  both  at  the  first  and  now,  was  and  is  "  to  hold 
the  mirror  up  to  nature,"  seen  through  the  medium  of  passion 
and  imagination,  not  divested  of  that  medium  by  means  of  Uteral 
truth  or  abstract  reason.     The  painter  of  history  might  as  well 
be  required  to  represent  the  face  of  a  person  who  has  just  trod 
upon  a  serpent  with  the  still-life  expression  of  a  conmion  por- 
trait, as  the  poet  to  describe  the  most  striking  and  vivid  im- 
pressions which  things  can  be  supposed  to  make  upon  the  mind 
in  the  language  of  common  conversation.     Let  who  will  strip 
nature  of  the  colours  and  the  shapes  of  fancy,  the  poet  is  not 
bound  to  do  so ;  the  impressions  of  common  sense  and  strong 
imagination,  that  is,  of  passion  and  indifference,  cannot  be  the 
same,  and  they  must  have  a  separate  language  to  do  justice  to 
either.     Objects  must  strike  differently  upon  the  mind,  indepen- 
dently of  what  they  are  in  themselves,  as  long  as  we  have  a  dif- 
ferent interest  in  them,  as  we  see  them  in  a  different  point  of 
view,  nearer  or  at  a  greater  distance  (morally  or  physically 
speaking)  from  novelty,  from  old  acquaintance,  from  our  igno- 
rance of  them,  from  our  fear  of  their  consequences,  from  con- 
trast, from  unexpected  likeness.     We  can  no  more  take  away 
the  faculty  of  the  imagination  than  we  can  see  all  objects  with- 
out light  or  shade.     Some  things  must  dazzle  us  by  their  preter- 
natural light :  others  must  hold  us  in  suspense,  and  tempt  our 
curiosity  to  explore  their  obscurity.     Those  who  would  dispel 
these  various  illusions,  to  give  us  their  drab-coloured  creation 
in  their  stead,  are  not  very  wise.     Let  the  naturalist,  if  he  will, 
catch  the  glow-worm,  carry  it  home  with  him  in  a  box,  and 
find  it  next  morning  nothing  but  a  little  gray  worm ;  let  the 
poet  or  the  lover  of  poetry  visit  it  at  evening,  when  beneath  the 
scented  hawthorn  and  the  crescent  moon  it  has  built  itself  a 
palace  of  emerald  light.     This  is  also  one  part  of  nature,  one 
appearance  which  the  glow-worm  presents,  and  that  not  the 
least  interesting ;  so  poetry  is  one  part  of  the  history  of  the  hu- 
man mmd,  though  it  is  neither  science  nor  philosophy.     It  can 
not  be  concealed,  however,  thai  tke  progress  of  knowledge  and 
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refinement  has  a  tendency  to  circumscribe  the  limits  of  the  ima- 
gination, and  to  clip  the  wings  of  poetry.     The  province  of  the 
imagination  is  principally  visionary,  the  unknown  and  unde- 
fined :  the  understanding  restores  things  to  their  natural  boun- 
daries, and  strips  them  of  their  fanciful  pretensions.     Hence 
the  history  of  religious  and  poetical  enthusiasm  is  much  the 
same ;  and  both  have  received  a  sensible  shock  from  the  pro- 
gress of  experimental  philosophy.      It  is  the  undefined  and 
uncommon   that    gives  birth  and  scope   to   the  imagination; 
we  can  only  fancy  what  we  do  not  know.      As  in  looking 
into  the  mazes  of  a  tangled  wood  we  fill  them  with  what 
shapes  we  please,  with  ravenous  beasts,  with  caverns  vast,  and 
drear  enchantments,  so,  in  our  ignorance  of  the  world  about  us, 
"we  make  gods  or  devils  of  the  first  objects  we  see,  and  set  no 
bounds  to  the  wilful  suggestions  of  our  hopes  and  fears. 

"  And  visions,  as  poetic  eyes  avow. 
Hang  on  each  leaf,  and  cling  to  every  bough." 

There  can  never  be  another  Jacob's  dream.  Since  that  time 
the  heavens  have  gone  farther  off,  and  grown  astronomical 
TThey  have  become  averse  to  the  imagination,  nor  will  they  re- 
turn to  us  on  the  squares  of  the  distances,  or  on  Doctor  Chal- 
mers's Discourses.  Rembrant's  picture  brings  the  matter  nearer 
to  us. — It  is  not  only  the  progress  of  mechanical  knowledge, 
but  the  necessary  advances  of  civilization,  that  are  unfavourable 
to  the  spirit  of  poetry.  We  not  only  stand  in  less  awe  of  the 
preternatural  world,  but  we  can  calculate  more  surely,  and  look 
with  more  indifference,  upon  the  regular  routine  of  this.  The 
heroes  of  the  fabulous  ages  rid  the  world  of  monsters  and  giants. 
At  present  we  are  less  exposed  to  the  vicissitudes  of  good  or  evil, 
to  the  incursions  of  wild  beasts  or  "  bandit  fierce,"  or  to  the  un- 
mitigated fury  of  the  elements.  The  time  has  been  that  *'  our 
fell  of  hair  would  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse  and  stir  as  life  were 
in  it."  But  the  police  spoils  all ;  and  we  now  hardly  so  much 
as  dream  of  a  midnight  murder.  Macbeth  is  only  tolerated  in 
this  country  for  the  sake  of  the  music ;  and  in  the  United  States 
of  America,  where  the  philosophical  principVea  oi  ^o^erKOifcTiX 
sre  carried  still  farther  in  theory  and  practice, 'W^&cA^^'^^ 
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Beggars'  Opera  is  hooted  from  the  stage.  Society,  by  degrees, 
is  constructed  into  a  machine  that  carries  us  safely  and  insipid- 
ly  from  one  end  of  life  to  the  other,  in  a  very  comfortable  prose 
style. 

"  OhBcvmty  her  curtain  round  them  drew, 
And  siren  Sloth  a  dull  quietus  sung." 

The  remarks  which  have  been  here  made  would,  in  some  mea- 
sure, lead  to  a  solution  of  the  question  of  the  comparative  merits 
of  painting  and  poetry.  I  do  not  mean  to  give  any  preference, 
hut  it  should  seem  that  the  argument,  which  has  heen  some- 
times set  up,  that  painting  must  affect  the  imagination  more 
strongly,  because  it  represents  the  image  more  distinctly,  is  not 
well  founded.  We  may  assume,  without  much  temerity,  that 
poetry  is  more  poetical  than  painting.  When  artists  or  con- 
noisseurs talk  on  stilts  about  the  poetry  of  painting,  they  show 
that  they  know  little  about  poetry,  and  have  little  love  for  the 
art.  Painting  gives  the  object  itself;  poetry  what  it  implies. 
Painting  embodies  what  a  thing  contains  in  itself:  poetry  sug- 
gests what  exists  out  of  it,  in  any  manner  connected  with  it 
But  this  last  is  the  proper  province  of  the  imagination.  Again,, 
as  it  relates  to  passion,  painting  gives  the  event,  poetry  the  pro- 
gress of  events :  but  it  is  during  the  progress,  in  the  interval  of 
expectation  and  suspense,  while  our  hopes  and  fears  are  strain- 
ed to  the  highest  pitch  of  breathless  agony,  that  the  pinch  of  the 
interest  lies.  > 

'^  Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma  or  hideous  dream. 
The  mortal  instruments  are  then  in  council ; 
And  the  state  of  man,  like  to  a  little  kingdom, 
Suffers  then  the  nature  of  an  insurrection.'' 

But  by  the  time  that  the  picture  is  painted,  all  is  over.   Faces 
are  the  best  part  of  a  picture  ;  but  even  faces  are  not  what  we 
chiefly  remember  in  what  interests  us  most — But  it  may  be 
asked  then.  Is  there  anything  better  than  Claude  Lorraine's 
landscapes,  than  Titian's  portraits,  than  Raphael's  Cartoons,  ot 
the  Greek  statues  1    Of  the  two  &c^l  I  ^all  say  nothing,  as  they 
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3  endently  picturesque,  rather  than  imaginative.  Raphael's 
irtoons  are  certainly  the  finest  comments  that  ever  were  made 

the  Scriptures.  Would  their  effect  be  the  same  if  we  were 
t  acquainted  with  the  text  ?  But  the  New  Testament  existed 
"ore  the  cartoons.  There  is  one  subject  of  which  there  is  no 
toon,  Christ  washing  the  feet  of  the  disciples  the  night  before 

death.  But  that  chapter  does  not  need  a  commentary  1  It 
or  want  of  some  such  resting-place  for  the  imagination  that 

Greek  statues  are  little  else  than  specious  forms.  They  are 
rble  to  the  touch  and  to  the  heart.  They  have  not  an  in- 
ning principle  within  them.  In  their  faultless  excellence 
y  appear  sufficient  to  themselves.  By  their  beauty  they;are 
jed  above  the  frailties  of  passion  or  suffering.  By  their 
luty  they  are  deified.  But  they  are  not  objects  of  religious 
h  to  us,  and  their  forms  are  a  reproach  to  common  humanity, 
ey  seem  to  have  no  sympathy  with  us,  and  not  to  want  our 
airation. 

Poetry  in  its  matter  and  form  is  natural  imagery  or  feeling, 
abined  with  passion  and  fancy.  In  its  mode  of  conveyance, 
ombines  the  ordinary  use  of  language  with  rilusical  expression, 
lere  is  a  question  of  long  standing,  in  what  the  essence  of  po- 
Y  consists ;  or  what  it  is  that  determines  why  one  set  of  ideas 
mid  be  expressed  in  prose,  another  in  verse.  Milton  has  told 
his  idea  of  poetry  in  a  single  line : — 

"  Thoughts  that  voluntary  mote 
Harmonious  numbersi" 

As  there  are  Certain  sounds  thai  excite  certain  movements,  and 
'  song  and  ddnce  go  together,  so  there  are,  no  doubt,  certain 
)Ughts  that  lead  to  certain  tones  of  voide,  or  modulations  of 
ind,  and  change  "  the  vords  of  Mercury  into  the  songs  of 
X)llo."  There  is  a  striking  instance  of  this  adaptation  of  the 
Jvement  of  sound  and  rhythm  to  the  subject,  in  Spenser's  de- 
ription  of  the  Satyrs  accompanying  Una  to  the  cave  of  Sylvanus. 

"  So  from  the  ground  she  fearless  doth  arise^ 
And  walketh  forth  without  suspect  of  ci^e. 
They,  all  as  glad  as  lards  of  joyous  prime^ 


\ 
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Thence  lead  her  forth,  about  her  dancing  round, 
Shouting  and  singing  all  a  shepherd's  rhyme ; 
And  with  green  branches  strewing  all  the  ground, 
Do  worship  her  as  queen  with  olive  garland  crown'd. 

And  all  the  way  their  merry  pipes  they  sound, 
That  all  the  woods  and  doubled  echoes  ring ; 

And  with  their  homed  feet  do  wear  the  ground, 
Leaping  like  wanton  kids  in  pleasant  spring ; 

So  towards  old  Sylvanus  they  her  bring, 
Who,  with  the  noise  awaked,  cometh  out." 

Faery  Queen^  b.  L 

On  the  contrary,  there  is  nothing  either  musical  or  natu 
the  ordinary  construction  of  language.     It  is  a  thing  aha 
arbitrary  and  conventional.     Neither  in  the  sounds  them: 
which  are  the  voluntary  signs  of  certain  ideas,  nor  in  their 
matical  arrangements  in  common  speech,  is  there  any  pri 
of  natural  imitation,  or  correspondence  to  the  individual  id 
to  the  tone  of  feeling  with  which  they  are  conveyed  to 
The  jerks,  the  breaks,  the  inequalities,  and  harshnesses  of 
are  fatal  to  the  flow  of  a  poetical  imagination,  as  a  jolting 
or  a  stumbling  horse  disturbs  the  reverie  of  an  absent  man 
poetry  makes  these  odds  all  even.     It  is  the  music  of  lan| 
answering  to  the  music  of  the  mind,  untying,  as  it  were 
secret  soul  of  harmony."     Wherever  any  object  takes 
hold  of  the  mind  as  to  make  us  dwell  upon  it,  and  brood  ( 
melting  the  heart  in  tenderness,  or  kindling  it  to  a  sentim 
enthusiasm ; — wherever  a  movement  of  imagination  or  pas 
impressed  on  the  mind,  by  which  it  seeks  to  prolong  and 
the  emotion,  to  bring  all  other  objects  into  accord  with  it, 
give  the  same  movement  of  harmony,  sustained  and  conti 
or  gradually  varied  according  to  the  occasion,  to  the  soun 
express  it — this  is  poetry.     The  musical  in  sound  is  the  s 
ed  and  continuous ;  the  musical  in  thought  is  the  sustains 
continuous  also.     There  is  a  near  connection  between 
and  deep-rooted  passion.     Mad  people  sing.     As  often  as 
lation  pEisses    naturally  into  intonation   there  poetry  1 
Where  one  idea  gives  a  tone  and  colour  to  others,  whe 
feeling  melts  others  into  it,  there  can  be  no  reason  why  th< 
pTinci]^\e  should  not  be  extended  to  the  sounds  by  whi< 
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voice  utters  these  emotions  of  the  soul,  and  blends  syllables  and 
lines  into  each  other.  It  is  to  supply  the  inherent  defect  of  har- 
mony in  the  customary  njechanism  of  language,  to  make  the 
sound  an  echo  to  the  sense,  when  the  sense  becomes  a  sort  of 
echo  to  itself— to  mingle  the  Ude  of  verse,  "  the  golden  cadences 
of  poetry,"  with  the  tide  of  feeling,  flowing  and  murmuring  as  it 
flows — in  short,  to  take  the  language  of  the  imagination  from 
off  the  ground,  and  enable  it  to  spread  its  wings  where  it  may 
indulge  its  own  impulses — 


"  Sailing  with  supreme  dominion 
Through  the  azure  deep  of  air — " 


without  being  stopped,  or  fretted,  or  diverted  with  the  abruptnesses 
and  petty  obstacles,  and  discordant  flats  and  sharps  of  prose,  that 
poetry  was  invented.  It  is  to  common  language  what  springs 
are  to  a  carriage,  or  wings  to  feet.  In  ordinary  speech  we  arrive 
at  a  certain  harmony  by  the  modulations  of  the  voice  :  in  poetry 
the  same  thing  is  done  systematically  by  a  regular  collocation 
of  syllables.  It  has  been  well  observed,  that  every  one  who  de- 
claims warmly,  or  grows  intent  upon  a  subject,  rises  into  a  sort 
of  blank  verse  or  measured  prose.  The  merchant,  as  described 
in  Chaucer,  went  on  his  way  "  sounding  always  the  increase  of 
his  winning."  Every  prose-writer  has  more  or  less  of  rhythmi- 
cal adaptation,  except  poets,  who,  when  deprived  of  the  regular 
mechanism  of  verse,  seem  to  have  no  principle  of  modulation 
left  in  their  writings. 

An  excuse  might  be  made  for  rhyme  in  the  same  manner. 
It  is  but  fair  that  the  ear  should  linger  on  the  sounds  that  delight 
it,  or  avail  itself  of  the  same  brilliant  coincidence  and  unexpect- 
ed recurrence  of  syllables,  that  have  been  displayed  in  the  inven- 
tion and  collocation  of  images.  It  is  allowed  thdt  rhyme  assists 
the  memory ;  and  a  man  of  wit  and  shrewdness  has  been  heard 
to  say  that  the  only  four  good  lines  of  poetry  are  the  well-known 
ones  which  tell  the  number  of  days  in  the  months  of  the  year. 

"  Thirty  days  hath  September,"  &c. 

But  if  the  jingle  of  names  assists  the  memory,  may  it  not  also 
quicken  the  fancy?  and  there  are  other  things  vjoi\ii\L^Nm^^X 
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our  fingers*  ends  besides  the  contents  of  the  almanac. — Pope'# 
versification  is  tiresome,  from  its  excessive  sweetness  and  uni- 
formity. Shakspeare's  blank  verse  is  the  perfection  of  dramatic 
dialogue. 

All  is  not  poetry  that  passes  for  such :  nor  does  verse  make 
the  whole  difference  between  poetry  and  prose.  The  Iliad  does 
not  cease  to  be  poetry  in  a  literal  translation ;  and  Addison's 
Campaign  has  been  very  properly  denominated  a  Grazette  in 
rhyme.  Common  prose  differs  from  poetry,  as  treating  for  the 
most  part  either  of  such  trite,  familiar,  and  irksome  matters  of 
fact  as  convey  no  extraordinary  impulse  to  the  imagination,  or 
else  of  such  difficult  and  laborious  processes  of  the  understanding 
as  do  not  admit  of  the  wayward  or  violent  movements  either  of 
the  imagination  or  the  passions. 

I  will  mention  three  works  which  come  as  near  to  poetry  as 
possible  without  absolutely  being  so,  namely,  the  Pilgrim's  Pro- 
gress, Robinson  Crusoe,  and  the  Tales  of  Boccaccio.  Chaucer 
and  Dryden  have  translated  some  of  the  last  into  English  rhyme,  \- 
but  the  essence  and  the  power  of  poetry  was  there  before.  That  ! 
which  lifts  the  spirit  above  the  earth,  which  draws  the  soul  out 
of  itself  with  indescribable  longings,  is  poetry  in  kindj  and  gene- 
rally fit  to  become  so  in  liame,  by  being  "  married  to  immortal 
verse."  If  it  is  of  the  essence  of  poetry  to  strike  and  fix  the  ima- 
gination, whether  we  will  or  no,  to  make  the  eye  of  childhood 
glisten  with  the  starting  tear,  to  be  never  thought  of  afterwards 
with  indifference,  John  Bunyan  and  Daniel  Defoe  may  be  per- 
mitted to  pass  for  poets  in  their  way.  The  mixture  of  fancy  and 
reality  in  the  Pilgrim's  Progress  was  never  equalled  in  any  alle- 
gory. His  pilgrims  walk  above  the  earth,  and  yet  are  on  it 
What  zeal,  what  beauty,  what  truth  of  fiction !  What  deep 
feeling  in  the  description  of  Christiari's  swimming  across  the 
water  at  last,  and  in  the  picture  of  the  Shining  Ones  within  the 
gates,  with  wings  at  their  backs  and  garlands  on  their  heads, 
who  are  to  wipe  all  tears  from  his  eyes !  The  writer's  genius, 
though  not  "  dipped  in  dews  of  Castalie,"  was  baptised  with  the 
Holy  Spirit  and  with  fire.  The  ^xmls  m  this  book  are  no  small 
part  of  it  If  the  conftnemenl  oi  "PYsJ^ocXsX^^  m  ^^  S^\5.\^ 
Lemnoa  was  a  subject  for  ike  mosX  >>ea>i\aSxj^  ^1  ^  SJ^aQcis^ 
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Iragedies,  what  shall  we  say  to  Robinson  Crusoe  in  his?  Take 
he  speech  of  the  Greek  hero  on  leaving  his  cave,  beautiful  as  it 
8,  and  compare  it  with  the  reflections  of  the  English  adventurer 
a  his  solitary  place  of  confinement.  The  thoughts  of  home, 
nd  of  all  from  which  he  is  for  ever  cut  off,  swell  and  press 
yainst  his  bosom,  as  the  heaving  ocean  rolls  its  ceaseless  tide 
yainst  the  rocky  shore,  and  the  very  beatings  of  his  heart  be- 
)me  audible  in  the  eternal  silence  that  surrounds  him.  Thus 
i  says : 

"  As  I  walked  about,  either  in  my  hunting,  or  for  viewing  the  country, 
B  anguish  of  my  soul  at  my  condition  would  break  out  upon  me  on  a 
dden,  and  my  very  heart  would  die  within  me  to  think  of  the  woods,  the 
^untains,  the  deserts  I  was  in ;  and  how  I  was  a  prisoner,  locked  up  with 
e  eternal  bars  and  bolts  of  the  ocean,  in  an  uninhabited  wilderness,  without 
iemption.  In  the  midst  of  the  greatest  composures  of  my  mind,  this 
ould  break  out  upon  me  like  a  storm,  and  make  me  wring  my  hands,  and 
eep  like  a  child.  Sometimes  it  would  take  me  in  the  middle  of  ray  work, 
td  I  would  immediately  sit  down  and  sigh,  and  look  upon  the  ground  for 
I  hour  or  two  together,  and  this  was  still  worse  to  me,  for  if  I  could  burst 
to  tears  or  vent  myself  in  words,  it  would  go  off,  and  the  grief,  having  ex- 
lusted  itself,  would  abate." 

The  story  of  his  adventures  would  not  make  a  poem  like  the 
dyssey,  it  is  true,  but  the  relator  had  the  true  genius  of  a  poet. 

has  been  made  a  question  whether  Richardson's  romances  are 
)etry ;  and  the  answer,  perhaps,  is  that  they  are  not  poetry,  be- 
luse  they  are  not  romance.  The  interest  is  worked  up  to  an 
conceivable  height ;  but  it  is  by  an  infinite  number  of  little 
ings,  by  incessant  labour  and  calls  upon  the  attention,  by  a 
petition  of  blows  that  have  no' rebound  in  them.  The  sympa- 
y  excited  is  not  a  voluntary  contribution,  but  a  tax.     Nothing 

unforced  and  spontaneous.     There  is  a  want  of  elasticity  and 
lOtion.     The  story  does  not  "  give  an  echo  to  the  seat  where 
ve  is  throned."     The  heart  does  not  answer  of  itself  like  a 
lord  in  music.     The  fancy  does  not  run  on  before  the  writer 
ith  breathless  expectation,  but  is  dragged  along  with  an  infi- 
ite  number  of  pins  and  wheels,  like  those  with  wbich  \5ckfe  \_i^v 
utians  dragged  Gulliver  pinioned   to   tlie  loyal  ^«k\sic^, — ^vt 
bar/es  Grandison  is  a  coxcomb.     What  sort  of  a  %WK>  ^oxii^ 
w4  translated  into  an  epic  poem,  by  thie  side  ot  AjawJ^fc^'^ 
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Clarissa,  the  divine  Clarissa,  is  too  interesting  by  half.  She  is 
interesting  in  her  ruffles,  in  her  gloves,  her  samplers,  her  aunts 
and  uncles — she  is  interesting  in  ail  that  is  uninteresting.  Such 
things,  however  intensely  they  may  be  brought  home  to  us,  are 
not  conductors  to  the  imagination.  There  is  infinite  truth  and 
feeling  in  Richardson  ;  but  it  is  extracted  from  a  capiU  mortnn 
of  circumstances  :  it  does  not  evaporate  of  itself.  His  poetical 
genius  is  like  Ariel  confined  in  a  pine-tree,  and  requires  an  arti- 
ficial process  to  let  it  out.     Shakspeare  says — 

"  Our  poesy  b  as  a  gum 
Which  issues  whence  'tis  nourished,  our  gentle  flame 
Provokes  itself,  and,  like  the  current,  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes."* 

I  shall  conclude  this  general  account  vnth  some  remarks  on 
four  of  the  principal  works  of  poetry  in  the  world,  at  different 
periods  of  history — Homer,  the  Bible,  Pante,  and,  let  me  add, 
Ossian.  In  Homer,  the  principle  of  action  or  life  is  predomi- 
nant ;  in  the  Bible,  the  principle  of  faith  and  the  idea  of  Provi- 
dence ;  Dante  is  a  personification  of  blind  will ;  and  in  Ossian 
we  see  the  decay  of  life,  and  the  fag  end  of  the  world.  Homer's 
poetry  is  the  heroic:  it  is  full  of  life  and  action:  it  is  bright  as 
the  day,  strong  as  a  river.  In  the  vigour  of  his  intellect,  he 
grapples  with  all  the  objects  of  nature,  and  enters  into  all  the 
relations  of  social  life.  He  saw  many  countries,  and  the  man- 
ners of  many  men  ;  and  he  has  brought  them  all  together  in  his 
poem.  He  describes  his  heroes  going  to  battle  with  a  prodigali- 
ty of  life,  arising  from  an  exuberance  of  animal  spirits ;  we  see 

♦  Burke's  writings  are  not  poetry,  notwithstanding  the  vividness  of  the 
fancy,  because  the  subject  matter  is  abstruse  and  dry,  not  natural,  but  artifi- 
cial.   The  difierence  between  poetry  and  eloquence  is  that  the  one  is  the 
eloquence  of  the  imagination,  and  the  other  of  the  understanding.    Elo- 
quence tries  to  persuade  the  will,  and  convince  the  reason :  poetry  pro- 
duces its  effects  by  instantaneous   sympathy.     Nothing  is  a  subject  fiv 
poetry  that   admits  of  a    dispute.     Poets   are    in   general   bad  proM* 
writers,  because  their  images,  though  fine  in  themselves,  are  not  to  the  piff- 
pose,  and  do  not  carry  on  the  argument.    The  French  poetry  wants  the 
fornM  of  the  imagination.    It  is  d\dac\.\c  Tuot^  ^%xv  ^x«s&aick!&.    Ajod  tow^ 
of  ova  own  poetry,  which  has  been  mos^.  «AtKa^,  Sa  «s^i  y**i^  "^^ 
rhyme,  and  in  the  studied  uae  o€  poe^c  diOaon. 
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them  before  us,  their  number,  and  their  order  of  battle,  poured 
out  upon  the  plain,  "  all  plumed  like  ostriches,  like  eagles  new- 
ly bathed,  wanton  as  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls,  youthful  as 
May,  and  gorgeous  as  the  sun  at  midsummer,"  covered  with 
glittering  armour,  with  dust  and  blood ;  while  the  gods  quaff 
their  nectar  in  golden  cups,  or  mingle  in  the  fray ;  and  the  old 
men  assembled  on  the  walls  of  Troy  rise  up  with  reverence  as 
Helen  passes  by  them.  The  multitude  of  things  in  Homer  is 
wonderful ;  their  splendour,  their  truth,  their  force,  and  variety. 
His  poetry  is,  like  his  religion,  the  poetry  of  number  and  form : 
he  describes  the  bodies  as  well  as  the  souls  of  men. 

The  poetry  of  the  Bible  is  that  of  imagination  and  of  faith : 
it  is  abstract  and  disembodied  :  it  is  not  the  poetry  of  form,  but 
of  power ;  not  of  multitude,  but  of  immensity.     It  does  not  divide 
into  many,  but  aggrandizes  into  one.     Its  ideas  of  nature  are 
like  its  ideas  of  God.     It  is  not  the  poetry  of  social  life,  but  of 
solitude :  each  man  seems  alone  in  the  world,  with  the  original 
forms  of  nature,  the  rocks,  the  earth,  and  the  sky.     It  is  not  the 
poetry  of  action  or  heroic  enterprise,  but  of  faith  in  a  supreme 
Providence,  and  resignation  to  the  power  that  governs  the  uni- 
verse.    As  the  idea  of  God  was  removed  farther  from  humanity 
and  a  scattered  polytheism,  it  became  more  profound  and  in- 
tense, as  it  became  more  universal,  for  the  Infinite  is  present  to 
ererything  :  "  If  we  fly  into  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth,  it 
is  there  also ;  if  we  turn  to  the  east  or  the  west,  we  cannot  es- 
cape from  it."     Man  is  thus  aggrandized  in  the  image  of  his 
Maker.     The  history  of  the  patriarchs  is  of  this  kind ;  they  are 
founders  of  the  chosen  race  of  people,  the  inheritors  of  the  earth ; 
they  exist  in  the  generations  which  are  to  come  after  them. 
Their  poetry,  like  their  religious  creed,  is  vast,  unformed,  ob- 
scure, and  infinite ;  a  vision  is  upon  it — an  invisible  hand  is  sus- 
pended over  it.     The  spirit  of  the  Christian  religion  consists  in 
the  glory  hereafler  to  be  revealed ;  but  in  the  Hebrew  dispensa- 
tion, Providence  took  an  immediate  share  in  the  affairs  of  this 
life.     Jacob's  dream  arose  out  of  this  intimate  communion  be- 
tween heaven  and  earth :  it  was  this  that  let  down,  in  the  sight 
of  the  youthful  patriarch;  a  golden  ladder  froia  \!i[i^  ^"^  \.<(^  ^^ 
eartb,  with  angela  ascending  and  descending  ii^tLW^^^iA^^ 
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a  light  upon  the  lonely  place,  which  can  never  pass  away.  The 
story  of  Ruth,  again,  is  as  it  all  the  depth  of  natural  affection  in 
the  human  race  was  involved  in  her  hreast  There  are  de- 
scriptions in  the  book  of  Job  more  prodigal  of  imagery,  more 
intense  in  passion,  than  any  thing  in  Homer,  as  that  of  the  state 
of  his  prosperity,  and  of  the  vision  that  came  upon  him  by  night 
The  metaphors  in  the  Old  Testament  are  more  boldly  figuratiye. 
Things  were  collected  more  into  masses,  and  gave  a  greater 
momentum  to  the  imagination. 

Dante  was  the  father  of  modern  poetry,  and  he  may  therefore 
claim  a  place  in  this  connection.  His  poem  is  the  first  great 
step  from  Gk)thic  darkness  and  barbarism ;  and  the  struggle  of 
thought  in  it  to  burst  the  thraldom  in  which  the  human  mind 
had  been  so  long  held,  is  felt  in  every  page.  He  stood  be- 
wildered, not  appalled,  on  that  dark  shore  which  separates  the 
ancient  and  the  modem  world ;  and  saw  the  glories  of  antiquity 
dawning  through  the  abyss  of  time,  while  revelation  opened  its 
passage  to  the  other  world.  He  was  lost  in  wonder  at  what 
had  been  done  before  him,  and  he  dared  to  emulate  it  Dante 
seems  to  have  been  indebted  to  the  Bible  for  the  gloomy  tone  of 
his  mind,  as  well  as  for  the  prophetic  fury  which  exalts  and 
kindles  his  poetry ;  but  he  is  utterly  unlike  Homer.  His  genius 
is  not  a  sparkling  flame,  but  the  sullen  heat  of  a  furnace.  He 
is  power,  passion,  self-will  personified.  In  all  that  relates  to  the 
descriptive  or  fanciful  part  of  poetry  he  bears  no  comparison  to 
many  who  had  gone  before,  or  who  have  come  afler,  him ;  but 
there  is  a  gloomy  abstraction  in  his  conceptions  which  lies  like 
a  dead  weight  upon  the  mind  ;  a  benumbing  stupor,  a  breathless 
awe,  from  the  intensity  of  the  impression ;  a  terrible  obscurity,  like 
that  which  oppresses  us  in  dreams ;  an  identity  of  interest,  which 
moulds  every  object  to  its  own  purposes,  and  clothes  all  things 
with  the  passions  and  imaginations  of  the  human  soul, — that 
makes  amends  for  all  other  deficiencies.  The  immediate  objects 
he  presents  to  the  mind  are  not  much  in  themselves ;  they  want 
grandeur,  beauty,  and  order ;  but  they  become  everything  by 
the  force  of  the  chaiactex  \ie  im^i^Bs^^  -vjc^xv  tkero.  His  mind 
lends  its  own  power  to  tlie  ob)ecla^\si<:5EL*\\.  ^^xiXfcm^^XR^SxsSi^ 
o£  borrowing  it  from  tkem.    Ha  \»Nm»  ^^^^^»si^  ^^«i.^^ 
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nakedness  and  dreary  vacuity  of  his  subject.  His  imagination 
peoples  the  shades  of  death,  and  broods  over  the  silent  air.  He 
is  the  severest  of  ail  writers,  the  most  hard  and  impenetrable,  the 
most  opposite  to  the  flowery  and  glittering ;  who  relies  most  on 
his  own  power,  and  the  sense  of  it  in  others,  and  who  leaves 
most  room  to  the  imagination  of  his  readers.  Dante's  only  en- 
deavour is  to  interest ;  and  he  interests  by  exciting  our  sympathy 
with  the  emotion  by  which  he  is  himself  possessed.  He  does 
not  place  before  us  the  objects  by  which  that  emotion  has  been 
created ;  but  he  seizes  on  the  attention,  by  shewing  us  the  effect 
they  produce  on  his  feelings ;  and  his  poetry  accordingly  gives 
the  same  thrilling  and  overwhelming  sensation  which  is  caught 
by  gazing  on  the  face  of  a  person  who  has  seen  some  object  of 
horror.  The  improbability  of  the  events,  the  abruptness  and 
monotony  in  the  Inferno,  are  excessive :  but  the  interest  never 
flags,  from  the  continued  earnestnessi  of  the  author's  mind. 
Dante's  great  power  is  in  combining  internal  feelings  with  exter- 
nal objects.  Thus  the  gate  of  hell,  on  which  that  withering 
inscription  is  written,  seems  to  be  endowed  with  speech  and  con- 
sciousness, and  to  utter  its  dread  warning,  not  without  a  sense 
of  mortal  woes.  This  author  habitually  unites  the  absolutely 
local  and  individual  with  the  greatest  wildness  and  mysticism. 
In  the  midst  of  the  obscure  and  shadowy  regions  of  the  lower 
World,  a  tomb  suddenly  rises  up  with  the  inscription,  "  I  am  the 
tomb  of  Pope  Anastasius  the  Sixth :"  and  half  the  personages 
whom  he  has  crowded  into  the  Inferno  are  his  own  acquaint- 
ance. All  this  perhaps  tends  to  heighten  the  effect  by  the  bold 
intermixture  of  realities,  and  by  an  appeal,  as  it  were,  to  the  in- 
dividual knowledge  and  experience  of  the  reader.  He  affords 
few  subjects  for  picture.  There  is,  indeed,  one  gigantic  one, 
that  of  Count  Ugolino,  of  which  Michael  Angelo  made  a  bas- 
lelief,  and  which  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  ought  not  to  have  painted. 
Another  writer  whom  I  shall  mention  last,  and  whom  I  can- 
not persuade  myself  to  think  a  mere  modern  in  the  ground- 
work, is  Ossian.  He  is  a  feeling  and  a  name  that  can  never  be 
destroyed  in  the  minds  of  his  readers.  As  Hom<et  \s  \\i^  ^t^ 
^gour  and  lustihead,  Ossian  is  the  decay  and  o\d  ^^  ol  ^^X.^^. 
&  lives  only  in  the  recollection  and  regret  oi  tke  ^^aX.   'XlVet^ 
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is  one  impression  which  he  conveys  more  entirely  than  all  other 
poets,  namely,  the  sense  of  privation,  the  loss  of  all  things,  of 
friends,  of  good  name,  of  country — ^he  is  even  without  God  in 
the  world.  He  converses  only  with  the  spirits  of  the  departed ; 
with  the  motionless  and  silent  clouds.  The  cold  moonlight 
sheds  its  faint  lustre  on  his  head ;  the  fox  peeps  out  of  the  ruined 
tower ;  the  thistle  waves  its  heard  to  the  wandering  gale ;  and 
the  strings  of  his  harp  seem,  as  the  hand  of  age,  as  the  talo  of 
other  times,  passes  over  them,  to  sigh  and  rustle  hke  the  dry 
reeds  in  the  winter's  wind !  The  feeling  of  cheerless  desolation, 
of  the  loss  of  the  pith  and  sap  of  existence,  of  the  annihilation 
of  the  suhstance,  and  the  clinging  to  the  shadow  of  all  things 
as  in  a  mock  emhrace,  is  here  perfect.  In  this  way,  the  lamen- 
tation of  Selma  for  the  loss  of  Szilgar  is  the  finest  of  all.  If  it 
were  indeed  possible  to  shew  that  this  writer  was  nothing,  it 
would  only  be  another  instance  of  mutabihty,  another  blank 
made,  another  void  left  in  the  heart,  another  confirmation  of  that 
feeling  which  makes  him  so  often  complain,  "  Roll  on,  ye  dark 
brown  years,  ye  bring  no  joy  on  your  wing  to  Ossian !" 
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LECTURE  II. 

ON  CHAUCER  AND  SPENSEE. 

Having,  in  the  former  lecture,  given  some  account  of  the  nature 
of  poetry  in  general,  I  shall  proceed,  in  the  next  place,  to  a  more 
particular  consideration  of  the  genius  and  history  of  English  po- 
etry.    I  shall  take,  as  the  subject  of  the  present  lecture,  Chaucer 
and  Spenser,  two  out  of  four  of  the  greatest  names  in  poetry 
which  this  countrv  has  to  boast.     Both  of  them,  however,  were 
much  indebted  to  the  earlier  poets  of  Italy,  and  may  be  consider- 
ed as  belonging,  in  a  certain  degree,  to  the  same  school.     The 
freedom  and  copiousness  with  which  our  most  original  writers, 
in  former  periods,  availed  themselves  of  the  productions  of  their 
predecessors,  frequently   transcribing  whole  passages,   without 
scruple  or  acknowledgment,  may  appear  contrary  to  the  etiquette 
of  modern  literature,  when  the  w^hole  stock  of  poetical  common- 
places has  become  public  property,  and  no  one  is  compelled  to 
trade  upon  any  particular  author.     But  it  is  not  so  much  a  sub- 
ject of  wonder,  at  a  time  when  to  read  and  write  was  of  itself  an 
lionorary  distinction,  when  learning  was  almost  as  great  a  rarity 
as  genius,  and  when,  in  fact,  those  who  first  transplanted  the 
lieauties  of  other  languages  into  their  own,  might  be  considered 
as  public  benefactors,  and  the  founders  of  a  national  literature. — 
There  are  poets  older  than  Chaucer,  and  in  the  interval  between 
him  and  Spenser ;  but  their  genius  was  not  such  as  to  place 
ttem  in  any  point  of  comparison  with  either  of  these  celebrated 
^en ;  and  an  inquiry  into  their  particular  merits  or  defects  might 
^em  rather  to  belong  to  the  province  of  the  antiquary  than  be 
bought  generally  interesting  to  the  lovers  of  poetry  in  the  pres- 
®Ut  day. 
Chaucer  (who  has  been  very  properly  consideiedi^'aN^ci^^^iJ^^'^ 
^Eaglish  poetry)  preceded  Spenser  by  two  ceiiVxmft^.    ^^'^ 
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supposed  to  have  been  bora  in  London,  in  the  year  1328,  during 
the  reign  of  Edward  III,  and  to  have  died  in  1400,  at  the  age 
of  seventy-two.  He  received  a  learned  education  atone,  oral 
both,  of  the  Universities,  and  travelled  early  into  Italy,  where 
he  became  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  spirit  and  excellences  of 
the  great  Italian  poets  and  prose-writers,  Dante,  Petrarch,  and 
Boccaccio ;  and  is  said  to  have  had  a  personal  interview  with 
one  of  these,  Petrarch.  He  was  connected,  by  marriage,  with 
the  famous  John  of  Gaunt,  through  whose  interest  he  was  intro- 
duced into  several  public  employments.  Chaucer  was  an  active 
partisan,  a  religious  reformer,  and,  from  the  share  he  took  in 
some  disturbances,  on  one  occasion,  he  was  obliged  to  fly  the 
country.  On  his  return,  he  was  imprisoned,  and  made  his  peace 
with  government,  as  it  is  said,  by  a  discovery  of  his  associates. 
Fortitude  does  not  appear,  at  any  time,  to  have  been  the  distin- 
guishing virtue  of  poets.  There  is,  however,  an  obvious  similar- 
ity between  the  practical  turn  of  Chaucer's  mind  and  restless  im- 
patience of  his  character,  and  the  tone  of  his  writings.  Yet  it 
would  be  too  much  to  attribute  the  one  to  the  other  as  cause  and 
eflfect :  for  Spenser,  whose  poetical  temperament  was  as  effemi- 
nate ajs  Chaucer's  was  stern  and  masculine,  was  equally  engaged 
in  public  aflfairs,  and  had  mixed  equally  in  the  great  world.  So 
much  does  native  disposition  predominate  over  accidental  cir- 
cumstances, moulding  them  to  its  previous  bent  and  purposes! 
For,  while  Chaucer's  intercourse  with  the  busy  world,  and  col- 
lision with  the  actual  passions  and  conflicting  interests  of  others, 
seemed  to  brace  the  sinews  of  his  understanding,  and  gave  to  his 
writings  the  air  of  a  man  who  describes  persons  and  things  that 
he  had  known  and  been  intimately  concerned  in ;  the  same  op- 
portunities, operating  on  a  diflferently  constituted  frame,  only 
served  to  alienate  Spenser's  mind  the  more  from  the  "  close  pent- 
up  "  scenes  of  ordinary  life,  and  to  make  him  "  rive  their  con- 
cealing continents,"  to  give  himself  up  to  the  unrestrained 
indulgence  of  "  flowery  tenderaess." 

It  is  not  possible  for  any  two  vmters  to  be  more  opposite  in 
this  respect.     Spenser  delighted  in  luxurious  enjoyment ;  Chau- 
ceTf  in  severe  activity  of  mind.     As  ^^xi^et  ^vi%  >2ckfc  \rtfi%t  to- 
mantic  and  visionary,  Cb-aucet  ^aa  xJaa  xaoisX  y^^^^^q^  ^'L  ^"^ 
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it  poets,  the  most  a  man  of  business  and  the  world.  His 
ry  reads  like  history.  Eveiything  has  a  downright  reality ; 
sast  in  the  relator's  mind.  A  simile,  or  a  sentiment,  is  as  if 
we  given  in  upon  evidence.  Thus  he  describes  Cressid's 
avowal  of  her  love : 

"  And  as  the  new  abashed  nightingale, 
That  stinteth  first  when  she  beginneth  sing, 
When  that  she  heareth  any  herde's  tale, 
Or  in  the  hedges  any  wight  stirring. 
And  after,  sicker,  doth  her  voice  outring ; 
Right  so  Cresseide,  when  that  her  dread  stent, 
Open'd  her  heart,  and  told  him  her  intent.'' 

s  is  so  true  and  natural,  and  beautifully  simple,  that  the  two 
igs  seem  identified  with  each  other.  Again,  it  is  said  in  the 
ighf  s  Tale — 

"  Thus  passeth  yere  by  yere,  and  day  by  day, 
Till  it  felle  ones  in  a  morwe  of  May, 
That  Emelie  that  fayrer  was  to  sene 
Than  is  the  lilie  upon  his  stalke  grene ; 
And  fresher  than  the  May  with  fioures  newe, 
For  with  the  rose-colour  strof  hire  hewe : 
I  n'ot  which  was  the  finer  of  hem  two."  # 

is  scrupulousness  about  the  literal  preference,  as  if  some  ques- 
i  of  matter  of  fact  was  at  issue,  is  remarkable.  I  might  men- 
i  that  other,  where  he  compares  the  meeting  between  Pala- 
a  and  Arcite  to  a  hunter  waiting  for  a  lion  in  a  gap ; — 

'*  That  stondeth  at  a  gap  with  a  spere, 
Whan  hunted  is  the  lion  or  the  here. 
And  hereth  him  come  rushing  in  the  greves. 
And  breking  bothe  the  boughes  and  the  leves  :"-— 

that  still  finer  one  of  Constance,  when  she  is  condemned  to 
ith: 

"  Have  yc  not  seen  sometime  a  pale  face 
(Among  a  prees)  of  him  that  hath  been  lad 
Toward  bis  delb,  whereas  he  geteth  no  grace, 
Andswicbe  a  colour  in  his  face  hath  liad, 

Men  wight  en  know  him  that  waa  so  beatod. 
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Amonges  all  the  faces  in  that  route. 

So  stant  Custance,  and  loketh  hire  aboute." 

The  beauty,  the  pathos  here  does  not  seem  to  be  of  the  poet's 
seeking,  but  a  part  of  the  necessary  texture  of  the  fable.    He 
speaks  of  what  he  wishes  to  describe  with  the  accuracy,  the  dis- 
crimination of  one  who  relates  what  has  happened  to  himsellj 
or  has  had  the  best  information  from  those  who  have  been  eve- 
witnesses  of  it.     The  strokes  of  his  pencil  always  telL    He 
dwells  only  on  the  essential,  on  that  which  would  be  interesting 
to  the  persons  really  concerned :  yet,  as  he  never  omits  any  ma- 
terial circumstance,  he  is  prolix  from  the  number  of  points  on  | 
which  he  touches,  without  being  diffuse  on  any  one ;  and  is  | 
sometimes  tedious  from  the  fidelity  with  which  he  adheres  to 
his  subject,  as  other  writers  are  from  the  frequency  of  their  di- 
gressions from  it.     The  chain  of  his  story  is  composed  of  a    L- 
number  of  fine  links,  closely  connected  together,  and  rivetted  by    ^' ; 
a  single  blow.     There  is  an  instance  of  the  minuteness  which 
he  introduces  into  his  most  serious  descriptions,  in  his  account  of    p 
Palamon  when  left  alone  in  his  cell :  \- 

"  Swiche  sorrow  he  maketh  that  the  grete  tour 
Resouned  of  his  yelling  and  clamour :  j 

The  pure  fetters  on  his  shinnes  grete 
Were  of  his  bitter  salte  teres  wete." 

The  mention  of  this  last  circumstance  looks  like  a  part  of  the     >^ 
instructions  he  had  to  follow,  which  he  had  no  discretionary     ^ 
power  to  leave  out  or  introduce  at  pleasure.     He  is  contented      ^ 
to  find  grace  and  beauty  in  truth.     He  exhibits  for  the  most     .^ 
part  the  naked  object,  with  little  drapery  thrown  over  it.    His      j 
metaphors,  which  are  few,  are  not  for  ornament,  but  use,  and 
as  like  as  possible  to  the  things  themselves.     He  does  not  affect 
to  shew  his  power  over  the  reader's  mind,  but  the  power  which 
his  subject  has  over  his  own.     The  readers  of  Chaucer's  poetry 
feel  more  nearly  what  the  persons  he  describes  must  have  feH 
than  perhaps  those  of  any  other  poet.     His  sentiments  are  not 
voluntary  effusions  of  the  poet's  fancy,  but  founded  on  the  natu- 
ral  impulses  and  habitual  pTe)\xA\ces  oi  ^^  OaKt^<i\.^'sa\kfc\52A<o 
represent     There  is  an  in^etexac^  o^  ^va^i^^^  ^  €cwyBP&^^ 
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feeling,  which  never  relaxes  or  grows  vapid,  in  whatever  they 
do  or  say.     There  is  no  artificial,  pompous  display,  but  a  strict 
parsimony  of  the  poet's  materials,  like  the  rude  simplicity  of  the 
age  in  which  he  lived.     His  poetry  resembles  the  root  just 
springing  from  the  ground  rather  than  the  full-blown  flower. 
His  muse  is  no  "  babbling  gossip  of  the  air,"  fluent  and  redun- 
dant ;  but,  like  a  stammerer,  or  a  dumb  person,  that  has  just 
found  the  use  of  speech,  crowds  many  things  together  with 
eager  haste,  with  anxious  pauses,  and  fond  repetitions,  to  pre- 
vent mistake.     His  words  point  as  an  index  to  the  objects,  Hke 
the  eye  or  finger.     There  were  none  of  the  common-places  of 
poetic  diction  in  our  author's  time,  no  reflected  lights  of  fancy, 
no  borrowed  roseate  tints  j  he  was  obliged  to  inspect  things  for 
himself,  to  look  narrowly,, and  almost  to  handle  the  object,  as  in 
the  obscurity  of  morning  we  partly  see  and  partly  grope  our 
way ;  so  that  his  descriptions  have  a  sort  of  tangible  character 
belongring  to  them,  and  produce  the  effect  of  sculpture  on  the 
mind.     Chaucer  had  an  equal  eye  for  truth  of  nature  and  dis- 
crimination of  character ;  and  his  interest  in  what  he  saw  gave 
new  distinctness  and  force  to  his  power  of  observation.     The 
picturesque  and  the  dramatic  are  in  him  closely  blended  togeth- 
er, and  hardly  distinguishable  ;  for  he  principally  describes  ex- 
ternal appearances  as  indicating  character,  as  symbols  of  internal 
sentiment     There  is  a  meaning  in  what  he  sees  ;  and  it  is  this 
"Which  catches  his  eye  by  sympathy.     Thus  the  costume  and 
dress  of  the  Canterbury  Pilgrims— of  the  Knight — the  Squire — 
the  Oxford  Scholar — the  Gap-toothed  Wife  of  Bath,  and  the 
rest,  speak  for  themselves.     To  take  one  or  two  of  these  at  ran- 
dom: 

"  There  was  also  a  Nonne,  a  Prioresse, 

That  of  hire  smiling  was  ful  simple  and  coj ; 

Hire  gretest  othe  n'as  but  by  seint  Eloy  : 

And  she  was  cleped  Madame  Eglentine. 

Ful  wel  she  sange  the  service  divine 

Entuned  in  hire  nose  ful  swetely ; 

And  Frenche  she  spake  ful  fayre  and  fe^\y, 

After  the  scole  of  Stratford  atte  Bowe, 
For  Frenche  ofPsuis  was  to  hire  unknovie. 
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At  mete  was  she  wel  ytaughte  withalle ; 
She  lette  no  morsel  from  hire  lippes  falle, 
Ne  wette  hire  fingres  in  hire  sauce  depe. 

And  sikerly  she  was  of  great  disport, 
And  ful  pleasant,  and  amiable  of  port, 
And  peined  hire  to  contrefeten  chere 
Of  court,  and  ben  estatelich  of  manere, 
And  to  ben  holden  digne  of  reverence. 

But  for  to  speken  of  hire  conscience. 
She  was  so  charitable  and  so  pitous. 
She  woldet  wepe  if  that  she  saw  a  mous 
Caughte  in  atrappe,  if  it  were  ded  or  bledde, 
Of  smale  houndes  hadde  she,  that  she  fedde 
With  rosted  flesh,  and  milk,  and  wastel  brede. 
But  sore  wept  she  if  on  of  hem  were  dede, 
Or  if  men  smote  it  with  a  yerde  smert : 
And  all  was  conscience  and  tendre  herte. 

Full  semely  hire  wimple  ypinched  was ; 
Hire  nose  tretis ;  hire  eyen  grey  as  glas ; 
Hire  mouth  ful  smale :  and  therto  soft  and  red ; 
But  sickerly  she  hadde  a  fayre  forehed. 
It  was  almost  a  spanne  brode,  I  trowe." 

"  A  Monk  there  was,  a  fayre  for  the  maistrie, 

An  out-rider,  that  loved  venerie : 

A  manly  man,  to  ben  an  Abbot  able. 

Ful  many  a  deinte  hors  hadde  he  in  stable : 

And  whan  he  rode,  men  mighte  his  bridel  here, 

Gingeling  in  a  whistling  wind  as  clere. 

And  eke  as  loude,  as  doth  the  chapell  belle, 

Ther  as  this  lord  was  keper  of  the  celle. 

The  reule  of  Seint  Maure  and  of  Seint  Beneit, 
Because  that  it  was  olde  and  somdele  streit, 
This  iike  monk  lette  olde  thinges  pace. 
And  held  after  the  newe  worlds  the  trace. 
He  yave  not  of  the  text  a  pulled  hen. 
That  saith,  that  hunters  ben  not  holy  men  j — 
Therefore  he  was  a  prickasoure  a  right: 
Greihoundes  he  hadde  as  swift  as  foul  of  flight : 
Of  pricking  and  of  hunting  for  the  hare 
Was  all  his  lust,  for  no  cost  wolde  he  spare. 

I  saw  his  sieves  purfiled  at  the  hond 
With  gris,  and  that  the  finest  of  the  lond. 
And  for  to  fasten  his  hood  under  his  chinne, 
He  had  of  gold  ywrought  a  curious  pinne: 
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A  love-knotte  in  the  greter  end  ther  was. 
.  His  hed  was  balled,  and  shone  as  anj  glas, 
And  eke  his  face,  as  it  hadde  ben  anoint. 
He  was  a  lord  ful  fat  and  in  good  point. 
His  eyen  stepe,  and  rolling  in  his  hed, 
That  stemed  as  a  fomeis  of  a  led. 
His  botes  souple,  his  hors  in  gret  estat, 
Now  certainly  he  was  a  fayre  prelat. 
He  was  not  pale  as  a  forpined  gost. 
A  fat  swan  loved  he  best  of  any  rost. 
His  palfrey  was  as  browne  as  is  a  berry." 

'he  Serjeant  at  law  is  the  same  identical  individual  as  Law- 
Dowling  in  Tom  Jones,  who  wished  to  divide  himself  into 
mdred  pieces,  to  be  in  a  hundred  places  at  once. 

"  No  wher  so  besy  a  man  as  he  ther  n'as, 
And  yet  he  scmed  besier  than  he  was.*' 

I  Frankelein,  in  "  whose  hous  it  snewed  of  mete  and  drinke ;" 
Shipman,  "  who  rode  upon  a  rouncie,  as  he  couthe ;"  the 
tour  of  Phisike,  "  whose  studie  was  but  litel  of  the  Bible ;" 
WifofBathjin 

"  All  whose  parish  ther  was  non. 
That  to  the  ofTring  before  hire  shulde  gon, 
And  if  ther  did,  certain  so  wroth  was  she, 
That  she  was  out  of  alle  charitee ;" 

16  poure  Persone  of  a  toun,  "  whose  parish  was  wide,  and 
ses  fer  asonder ;"  the  Miller,  and  the  reve,  "  a  slendre  cole- 
man,"  are  all  of  the  same  stamp.  They  are  every  one 
pies  of  a  kind  ;  abstract  definitions  of  a  species.  Chaucer, 
is  been  said,  numbered  the  classes  of  men,  as  Linnaeus  num- 
>d  the  plants.  Most  of  them  remain  to  this  day :  others,  that 
obsolete,  and  may  well  be  dispensed  with,  still  live  in  his 
options  of  them.     Such  is  the  Sompnoure : 

"  A  Sompnoure  was  ther  with  us  in  that  place, 
That  hadde  a  fire-red  cherubinnes  face, 
For  sausefleme  he  was,  with  eyen  narwe, 
As  bote  he  was,  and  likerous  as  a  sparwe. 
With  scalled  browes  blake,  and  pilled  beid 
Of  Ms  risage  cbildren  were  sore  aferd. 
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Ther  n'as  quicksilver,  litarge,  ne  biimston, 
Boras,  ceruse,  ne  oile  of  tartre  non, 
Ne  oinement  that  wolde  dense  or  bite, 
That  him  might  helpen  of  his  whelkes  white, 
Ne  of  the  knobbes  sitting  on  his  chekes. 
Wei  loved  he  garlike,  onions,  and  lekes, 
And  for  to  drinke  stronge  win  as  rede  as  blood. 
Than  wolde  he  speke,  and  crie  as  he  were  wood. 
And  whan  that  he  well  dronken  had  the  win, 
Than  wold  he  speken  no  word  but  Latin. 
A  fewe  termes  coude  he,  two  or  three, 
That  he  had  lemed  out  of  som  decree ; 
No  wonder  is,  he  heard  it  all  the  day. — 

In  danger  hadde  he  at  his  owen  gise 
The  yonge  girles  of  the  diocise. 
And  knew  hir  conseil,  and  was  of  hir  rede. 
A  gerlond  hadde  he  sette  upon  his  hede 
As  gret  as  it  were  for  an  alestake : 
A  bokeler  hadde  he  made  him  of  a  cake. 
With  him  ther  rode  a  gentil  Pardonere — 
That  hadde  a  vois  as  smale  as  hath  a  gote." 

It  would  be  a  curious  speculation  (at  least  for  those  who  th 
that  the  characters  of  men  never  change,  though  mann 
opinions,  and  institutions  may,)  to  know  what  has  become 
this  character  of  the  Sompnoure  in  the  present  day ;  whethe: 
not  it  has  any  technical  representative  in  existing  professic 
into  what  channels  and  conduits  it  has  withdrawn  itself,  wl 
it  lurks  unseen  in  cunning  obscurity,  or  else  shews  its  : 
boldly,  pampered  into  ail  the  insolence  of  office,  in  some  oi 
shape,  as  it  is  deterred  or  encouraged  by  circumstances.  Ci 
cer's  characters  modernized^  upon  this  principle  of  historic  dei 
tion,  would  be  an  useful  addition  to  our  knowledge  of  hui 
nature.     But  who  is  there  to  undertake  it? 

The  descriptions  of  the  equipage  and  accoutrements  of 
two  kings  of  Thrace  and  Inde,  in  the  Knight's  Tale,  ar< 
striking  and  grand  as  the  others  are  lively  and  natural : 

"  Ther  maist  thou  se  coming  with  Palamon 
Licurge  himself,  the  grete  king  of  Trace: 
Blake  was  his  herd,  and  manly  was  his  face, 
The  cercles  of  bis  eyen  m  ln\a  Vved 
They  gloweden  betwixea  yeVwe  wd^iiedi^ 
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And  like  a  griffon  loked  he  about. 

With  kemped  heres  on  his  browes  stout ; 

His  limmcs  gret,  his  braunes  hard  and  stronge, 

His  shouldres  brode,  his  armes  round  and  longe. 

And,  as  the  guise  was  in  his  contree, 

Ful  highe  upon  a  char  of  gold  stood  he, 

With  foure  white  holies  in  the  trais. 

Instede  of  cote-armure  on  his  harnais, 

With  nayles  yelwe,  and  bright  as  any  gold. 

He  hadde  a  beres  skin,  cole-blake  for  old. 

His  longe  here  was  kcnipte  behind  his  bak, 

As  any  ravenes  fether  it  shone  for  blake. 

A  wreth  of  gold  arm-gret,  of  huge  weight. 

Upon  his  hed  sate  full  of  stones  bright. 

Of  fine  rubins  and  of  diamants. 

About  his  char  ther  wenten  white  alauns, 

Twenty  and  mo,  as  gret  as  any  stere. 

To  hunten  at  the  leon  or  the  dere, 

And  folwed  him,  with  moeel  fast  ybound. — 

With  Arcite,  in  stories  as  men  find 
The  gretc  Emetrius,  the  king  of  Inde, 
Upon  a  stede  bay,  trapped  in  stele, 
Covered  with  cloth  of  gold  diapred  wele. 
Came  riding  like  the  go4  of  armes.  Mars. 
His  cote-armure  was  of  a  cloth  of  Tars, 
Couched  with  perles,  white,  and  round  and  grete. 
His  sadel  was  of  brent  gold  new  ybete ; 
A  mantelet  upon  his  shouldres  hanging 
Bret-ful  of  rubies  red,  as  fire  sparkling. 
His  crispe  here  like  ringes  was  yronne. 
And  that  was  yelwe,  and  glitered  as  the  Sonne. 
His  nose  was  high,  his  eycn  bright  citrin. 
His  lippes  round,  his  colour  was  sanguin, 
A  fewe  fraknes  in  his  face  yspreint, 
Betwixen  yelwe  and  blake  somdel  ymeint. 
And  as  a  leon  he  his  loking  caste. 
Of  five-and-twenty  yere  his  age  I  caste. 
His  herd  was  wel  bcgonnen  for  to  spring ; 
His  yoia  was  as  a  trompe  thundering. 
Upon  his  hed  he  wered  of  laurer  grene 
A  gerlond  freshe  and  lusty  for  to  sene. 
Upon  his  bond  he  bare,  for  his  deduit. 
An  egle  tame,  as  any  lily  whit. — 
About  this  king  there  ran  on  every  part 
Ful  many  a  tame  leon  and  leopait." 
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What  a  deal  of  terrible  beauty  there  is  contained  in  this  d( 
tion !  The  imagination  of  a  poet  brings  such  objects  befi 
as  when  we  look  at  wild  beasts  in  a  menagerie ;  their  clav 
pared,  their  eyes  glitter  like  harmless  lightning ;  but  we 
at  them  with  a  pleasing  awe,  clothed  in  beauty,  formida 
the  sense  of  abstract  power. 

Chaucer's  descriptions  of  natural  scenery  possess  the  sam 
of  characteristic  excellence,  or  what  might  be  termed  ^ 
They  have  a  local  truth  and  freshness,  which  gives  the 
feeling  of  the  air,  the  coolness  or  moisture  of  the  ground, 
animate  objects  are  thus  made  to  have  a  fellow-feeling  i 
interest  of  the  story,  and  render  back  the  sentiment  o: 
speaker's  mind.  One  of  the  finest  parts  of.  Chaucer  is  o 
mixed  kind.  It  is  the  beg^inning  of  the  Flower  and  the 
where  he  describes  the  delight  of  that  young  beauty,  shroi 
in  her  bower,  and  listening  in  the  morning  of  the  year  i 
singing  of  the  nightingale ;  while  her  joy  rises  with  the  r 
song,  and  gushes  out  afresh  at  every  pause,  and  is  borne  a 
with  the  full  tide  of  pleasure,  and  still  increases,  and  rep 
and  prolongs  itself,  and  knows  no  ebb.  The  coolness  of  th 
hour,  its  retirement,  the  early  time  of  the  day,  the  sudden  i 
ing  up  of  the  birds  in  the  neighbouring  bushes,  the  eager  de. 
with  which  -they  devour  and  rend  the  opening  buds  and  fioT 
are  expressed  with  a  truth  and  feeling  which  make  the  w 
appear  like  the  recollection  of  an  actual  scene : 

"  Which  as  me  thought  was  right  a  pleasing  sight, 
And  eke  the  briddes  song  for  to  here, 
Would  haue  repoyced  any  earthly  wight, 
And  I  that  couth  not  yet  in  no  manere 
Heare  the  nightingale  of  all  the  yeare, 
Ful  busily  herkened  with  herte  and  with  ear 
If  I  her  yoice  perceiue  coud  any  where. 

^  .         And  I  that  all  this  pleasaunt  sight  sie, 
Thought  sodainly  I  felt  so  sweet  an  aire 
Of  the  eglentere,  that  certainely 
There  is  no  herte  I  deme  in  such  dispaire, 
Ne  with  thoughts  froward  and  contraire, 
So  ouerlaid,  but  it  shovAd  «ooTie\i«NA\MAi^ 
If  it  had  ones  felt  ibiiB  m.No\a  wAe. 
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And  as  I  stood  and  cast  aside  mine  eie, 
I  was  ware  of  the  fairest  medler  tree 
That  ever  yet  in  all  my  life  I  sie 
As  full  of  blossomes  as  it  might  be, 
Therein  a  goldfinch  leaping  pretile 
Fro  bough  to  bough,  and  as  him  list  he  eek 
Here  and  there  of  buds  and  floures  sweet 

And  to  the  herber  side  was  jo3rning 
This  faire  tree,  of  which  I  haue  you  told, 
And  at  the  last  the  brid  began  to  sing. 
Whan  he  had  eaten  what  he  eat  wold. 
So  passing  sweetly,  that  by  manifold 
It  was  more  pleasaunt  than  I  coud  denise 
And  whan  his  song  was  ended  in  this  wise, 

The  nightingale  with  so  merry  a  note 

Answered  him  that  all  the  wood  rong 

So  sodainly,  that  as  it  were  a  sote, 

I  stood  astonied,  so  was  I  with  the  song 

Thorow  rauished,  that  til  late  and  long, 

I  ne  wist  in  what  place  I  was,  ne  where, 

And  ayen  me  thought  she  song  euen  by  mine  ere. 

Wherefore  I  waited  about  busily 
On  eUery  side,  if  I  her  might  see. 
And  at  the  last  I  gan  full  well  aspie 
Where  she  sat  in  a  fresh  grcne  laurer  tiree, 
On  the  further  side  euen  right  by  me. 
That  gaue  so  passing  a  delicious  smell, 
According  to  eglentere  full  well. 

Whereof  I  had  so  inly  great  pleasure, 
That  as  me  thought  I  surely  rauished  was 
Into  Paradice,  where  my  desire 
Was  fi)r  to  be,  and  no  ferther  passe 
As  for  that  day,  and  on  the  sote  grasse 
I  sat  itie  downe,  for  as  for  mine  entent, 
The  birds'  song  was  more  conuenient, 

And  more  pleasaunt  to  me,  by  manifold. 
Than  meat  or  drinke,  or  any  other  thing. 
Thereto  the  herber  was  so  fresh  and  cold, 
The  wholesome  sauours  eke  so  comforting. 
That,  as  I  demed,  sith  the  beginning 
Of  the  world  was  neuer  scene  or  than 
Sopleag^imt  a  ground  of  none  earthly  man* 
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And  ttfl  I  tat  tlia  birds  barkening  thus, 

Me  thougbt  that  I  beard  Toices  aodainly 

Tbe  most  aweeteat  and  moat  delicioiia 

That  euer  anj  wight  I  trow  truly 

Heard  in  tbebr  life,  for  the  armonj 

And  aweet  aceorde  waa  in  ao  good  musike, 

That  the  uoice  to  angds  was  most  like."  I  ^ 


There  is  here  no  affected  rapture,  no  flowery  sentiment:  the 
whole  is  an  ebullition  of  natural  delight  "welling  out  of  the 
heart,"  like  water  from  a  crystal  spring.     Natural  is  the  soul  of 
art :  there  is  a  strength  as  well  as  a  simplicity  in  the  imagi- 
nation, that  reposes  entirely  on  nature,  that  nothing  else  can 
supply.     It  was  the  same  trust  in  nature,  and  reliance  on  his 
subject,  which  enabled  Chaucer  to  describe  the  grief  and  pa- 
tience of  Griselda ;  the  faith  of  Constance ;  and  the  heroic  per- 
severance of  the  little  child,  who,  g^oing  to  school  through  the 
streets  of  Jewry, 

" Oh  Alma  Redemptoris maters  loudly  sang" 

and  who  afler  his  death  still  triumphed  in  his  song.  Chaucer 
'  has  more  of  this  deep,  internal,  sustained  sentiment,  than  any 
other  writer,  except  Boccaccio.  In  depth  of  simple  pathos,  and 
intensity  of  conception,  never  swerving  from  his  subject,  I  think 
no  other  writer  comes  near  him,  not  even  the  Greek  tragediana 
I  wish  to  be  allowed  to  give  one  or  two  instances  of  what  I  mean. 
I  will  take  the  following  from  the  Knight's  Tale.  The  distress 
of  Arcite,  in  consequence  of  his  banishment  from  his  love,  is  thus 
described : 

"  Whan  that  Ardte  to  Thebes  comen  was, 
Ful  oft  a  day  be  swelt  and  said  Alas, 
For  sene  his  lady  shall  he  never  mo. 
And  shortly  to  concluden  all  bis  wo, 
So  mochel  sorwe  hadde  never  creature, 
That  is  or  shall  be,  while  the  world  may  dure, 
His  slepe,  his  mete,  his  dnnke  is  him  byraft. 
That  lene  he  wex,  and  drie  as  is  a  shaft 
His  eyen  holwe,  and  grisly  to  behold, 
His  hewe  salwe,  and  pale  as  ashen  cold, 
And  solitary  be  waa,  and  e^ei  «\oti«^ 
And  wailing  all  t\ve  Bift^t,  TMiiin^>K»  moxub. 
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And  if  he  herde  song  or  inftniment, 
Than  wold  he  wepe,  he  mighte  not  he  stent. 
So  feble  were  his  spirites,  and  so  low, 
And  changed  so  that  no  man  coude  know 
EUs  speche,  ne  his  Yois,  though  men  it  herd." 

le  picture  of  the  sinking  of  the  heart,  of  the  wasting  away 
3  body  and  mind,  of  the  gradual  failure  of  all  the  faculties 
r  the  contagion  of  a  rankling  sorrow,  cannot  be  surpassed. 
lie  same  kind  is  his  farewell  to  his  mistress,  after  he  has 
id  her  hand  and  lost  his  life  in  the  combat : 

"  Alas  the  wo !  alas  the  peines  stronge. 
That  I  for  jou  have  suffered,  and  so  longe ! 
Alas  the  deth !  alas  min  Emilie ! 
Alas  departing  of  our  compagnie ; 
Alas  min  hertes  quene !  alas  my  wif ! 
Min  hertis  ladie,  ender  of  my  lif ! 
What  is  this  world  1  what  axen  men  to  have  1 
Now  with  his  love,  now  in  his  colde  grave 
Alone  withouten  any  compagnie." 

le  death  of  Arcite  is  the  \nore  afiecting  as  it  comes  after 
iph  and  victory,  after  the  pomp  of  sacrifice,  the  solemnities 
ayer,  the  celebration  of  the  gorgeous  rites  of  chivalry.  The 
iptions  of  the  three  temples  of  Mars,  of  Venus,  and  Diana, 
e  ornaments  and  ceremonies^  used  in  each,  with  the  recep- 
given  to  the  oflferings  of  the  lovers,  have  a  beauty  and 
deur,  much  of  which  is  lost  in  Dryden's  version.  For  in- 
!e,  such  linetf  as  the  following  are  not  rendered  with  their 
feeling : 

"  Why  shulde  I  not  as  well  eke  tell  you  all 
The  purtreiture  that  was  upon  the  wall 
Within  the  temple  of  mighty  Mars  the  rede — 
That  hight  the  gret  temple  of  Mars  in  Trace 
In  thilke  colde  and  frosty  region, 
Ther  as  Mars  ha^  his  sovereine  mansioin. 
First  on  the  wall  was  peinted  a  forest, 
In  which  ther  wonneth  neyther  man  ne  best, 
With  knotty  knarry  barrein  trees  old 
Of  stubbes  sharpe  and  hidous  to  behold ; 
In  which  ther  ran  a  romble  and  a  swough 
A§  though  A  aUam  ihnld  hreiten  every  YioxkgYi.** 
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And  agcun,  among  innumerable  terrific  images  of  deatl 
riaughter  painted  on  the  wall,  is  this  one : 

"  The  statue  of  Man  upon  a  carte  stood 
Anned,  and  looked  grim  as  he  were  wood. 
A  wolf  ther  stood  befome  him  at  his  fete 
With  eyen  red,  and  of  a  man  he  ete." 

The  story  of  Griselda  is  in  Boccaccio;  but  the  Clerk  of 
forde,  who  tells  it,  professes  to  have  learned  it  from  Pel 
This  story  has  gone  all  over  Europe,  and  has  passed 
proverb.     In  spite  of  the  barbarity  of  the  circumstances, 
are  abominable,  the  sentiment  remains  unimpaired  and  u 
able.     It  is  of  that  kind  "  that  heaves  no  sigh,  that  sh 
tear ;"  but  it  hangs  upon  the  beatings  of  the  heart ;  it  is 
of  the  very  being ;  it  is  as  inseparable  from  it  as  the  brec 
draw.     It  is  still  and  calm  as  the  face  of  death.     Nothin 
touch  it  in  its  etherial  purity :  tender  as  the  yielding  flo^ 
is  fixed  as  the  marble  firmament.     The  only  remonstrant 
makes,  the  only  complaint  she  utters  against  all  the  ill-tre£ 
she  receives,^  is  that  single  line  where,  when  turned  back 
to  her  father's  house,  she  says, 

"  Let  me  not  like  a  worm  go  by  the  way." 

* 

The  first  outline  given  of  the  character  is  inimitable ; 

"  Nouj^t  ftr  fxo  thilke  paleis  honourable, 
Wher  as  this  marlus  shope  his  marriage, 
Ther  stood  a  thorpe,  of  sight  delitable, 
In  which  that  poure  iblk  of  that  village 
Hadden  her  bestes  and  her  herbergage, 
And  of  hir  labour  toke  hir  sustenance, 
After  that  the  erthe  yave  hem  habundanee. 

Among  this  pour  folk  ther  dwelt  a  man, 
Which  that  was  holden  poureat  of  hem  all : 
But  highe  God  sometime  senden  can 
His  grace  unto  a  litel  oxes  stall : 
Janicola  men  of  that  thorpe  him  calL 
A  doQghtei  had  he,  iuxe  ynnra^Xo  iai^dI^ 
And  Giimldis  ikus  ^wsa^  jsa^vsiMit^ 
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But  for  to  speke  of  virtuous  beautee, 
Than  was  she  on  the  fairest  under  Sonne : 
Ful  pourely  yfostred  up  was  she : 
No  likerous  lust  was  in  hire  herte  yronne ; 
Ful  ofter  of  the  well  than  of  the  tonne 
She  dranke,  and  for  she  wolde  yertue  plese, 
She  knew  wel  labour,  but  non  idel  ese. 

But  though  this  mayden  tendre  were  of  age, 

Yet  in  the  brest  of  hire  virginitee 

Ther  was  enclosed  sad  and  ripe  corage : 

And  in  gret  reverence  and  charitee 

Hire  olde  poure  fader  fostred  she : 

A  few  sheep  spinning  on  the  feld  she  kept, 

She  wolde  not  ben  idel  til  she  slept. 

And  whan  she  homward  came  she  wolde  bring 

Wortes  and  other  herbes  times  oft, 

The  which  she  shred  and  sethe  for  hire  living, 

And  made  hire  bed  ful  hard,  and  nothing  soft : 

And  ay  she  kept  hire  fadres  lif  on  loft 

With  every  obeisance  and  diligence, 

That  child  may  don  to  fadres  reverence. 

Upon  Grisilde,  this  poure  creature, 
Ful  often  sithe  this  markis  sette  his  eye, 
As  he  on  hunting  rode  peraventure : 
And  whan  it  fell  that  he  might  hire  espie, 
He  not  with  wonton  loking  of  folic 
His  eyen  cast  on  hire,  but  in  sad  wise 
Upon  hire  chere  he  wold  him  oft  avise. 

Commending  in  his  herte  hire  womanhede, 
And  eke  hire  vertue,  passing  any  wight 
Of  so  yong  age,  as  wel  in  chere  as  dede. 
For  though  the  people  have  no  gret  insight 
In  vertue,  he  considered  ful  right 
Hire  bountee,  and  disposed  that  he  wold 
Wedde  hire  only,  if  ever  he  wedden  shold. 

Grisilde  of  this  (God  wot,)  ful  innocent, 
That  for  hire  shapen  was  all  this  array, 
To  fetchen  water  at  a  welle  is  went. 
And  cometh  home  as  sone  as  ever  she  may. 
For  wel  she  had  heard  say  that  thilke  day 
The  marlds  shulde  wedde,  and,  if  she  mig^t, 
8be  wolde  fayne  han  seen  som  of  that  n^\. 
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She  thought,  "  I  wol  with  other  maidemi  atond, 
That  hen  my  felawes,  in  our  dore,  and  see 
The  markiseue,  and  thereto  wd  I  fond 
To  don  at  home,  as  sone  as  it  mkj  he, 
The  labour  which  longeth  unto  me. 
And  than  I  may  at  leiser  hire  behold, 
If  she  this  way  unto  the  castel  hold/' 

And  she  wolde  over  the  threswold  gon 
The  markis  came  and  gan  hire  for  to  call, 
And  she  set  doun  her  water-pot  anon 
Beside  the  threswold  in  an  oxes  stall, 
And  doun  upon  hire  knees  she  gan  to  fall. 
And  with  sad  countenance  knefeth  still, 
Till  she  had  heard  what  was  the  lordes  will." 

The  story  of  the  little  child  slain  in  Jewry,  (which  is  told  by 
the  Prioress,  and  worthy  to  be  told  by  her  who  was  "  all  con- 
science and  tender  heart,")  is  not  less  touching  than  that  of 
Griselda.  It  is  simple  and  heroic  to  the  last  degree.  The  po- 
etry of  Chaucer  has  a  religious  sanctity  about  it,  connected  with 
the  manners  and  superstitions  of  the  age.  It  hasr  all  the  spirit 
of  martyrdom. 

It  has  also  all  the  extravagance  and  the  utmost  licentiousness 
of  comic  humour,  equally  arising  out  of  the  manners  of  the  time. 
In  this  too  Chaucer  resembled  Boccaccio,  that  he  excelled  in 
both  styles,  and  could  pass  at  will,  "  from  grave  to  gay,  from 
lively  to  severe  f  but  he  never  confounded  the  two  styles  together 
(except  from  that  involuntary  and  unconscious  mixture  of  the 
pathetic  and  humorous  which  is  almost  always  to  be  found  in 
nature,)  and  was  exclusively  taken  up  with  what  he  set  about, 
whether  it  was  jest  or  earnest.  The  Wife  of  Bath's  Prologue 
(which  Pope  has  very  admirably  modernised)  is,  perhaps,  une- 
qualled as  a  comic  story.  The  Cock  and  the  Fox  is  also  excel- 
lent for  lively  strokes  of  character  and  satire.  January  and  May 
is  not  so  good  as  some  of  the  others.  Chaucer's  versification, 
considering  the  time  at  which  he  wrote,  and  that  versification  is 
a  thing  in  a  great  degree  mechanical,  is  not  one  of  his  least 
merits.  It  has  considerable  strength  and  harmony,  and  its  ap- 
parent deficiency  in  the  latter  respect  arises  chiefly  firom  the 
alterstiona  which  have  sincQ  taken  ^\ucj&  m^S\^  i^toaunciation  or 
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mode  of  accenting  the  words  of  the  language.  The  best  general 
rule  for  reading  him  is  to  pronounce  the  final  e,  as  in  reading 
Italian. 

It  was  observed  in  the  last  Lecture,  that  painting  describes 
what  the  object  is  in  itself,  poetry  what  it  implies  or  suggests. 
Chaucer's  poetry  is  not,  in  general,  the  best  confirmation  of  the 
troth  of  this  distinction,  for  his  poetry  is  more  picturesque  and 
historical  than  almost  any  other.     But  there  is  one  instance  in 
point  which  I  cannot  help  giving  in  this  place.     It  is  the  story 
of  the  three  thieves  who  go  in  search  of  Death  to  kill  him,  and 
who,  meeting  with  him,  are  entangled  in  their  fate  by  his  words, 
without  knowing  him.     In  the  printed  catalogue  to  Mr.  West's 
(in  some  respects  very  admirable)  picture  of  Death  on  the  Pale 
Horse,  it  is  observed  that,  "  In  poetry  the  same  effect  is  produced 
by  a  few  abrupt  and  rapid  gleams  of  description,  touching,  as  it 
were  with  fire,  the  features  and  edges  of  a  general  mass  of  awful 
obscurity ;  but  in  painting,  such  indistinctness  would  be  a  defect, 
and  imply  that  the  artist  wanted  the  power  to  pourtray  the  con- 
ceptions of  his  fancy.     Mr.  West  was  of  opinion  that  to  delineate 
a  physical  form,  which  in  its  moral  impression  would  approxi- 
mate to  that  of  the  visionary  Death  of  Milton,  it  was  necessary  to 
endow  it,  if  possible,  with  the  appearance  of  super-human  strength 
and  energy.     He  has  therefore  exerted  the  utmost  force  and  per- 
spicuity of  his  pencil  on  the  central  figure." — ^One  might  sup- 
pose from  this,  that  the  way  to  represent  a  shadow  was  to  make 
it  as  substantial  as  possible.     Oh,  no !    Painting  has  its  preroga- 
tives (and  high  ones  they  are,)  but  they  lie  in  representing  the 
visible,  not  the  invisible.     The  moral  attributes  of  Death  are 
powers  and  effects  of  an  infinitely  wide  and  general  description, 
which  no  individual  or  physical  form  can  possibly  represent  but 
by  a  courtesy  of  speech,  or  by  a  distant  anaJogy.     The  moral 
impression  of  Death  is  essentially  visionary  ;  its  reality  is  in  the 
mind's  eye.     Words  are  here  the  only  things  ;  and  things,  physi- 
cal forms,  the  mere  mockeries  of  the  understanding.     The  less 
definite,  the  less  bodily  the  conception,  the  more  vast,  unformed, 
and  unsubstantial,  the  nearer  does  it  approach  to  some  resem- 
blance of  that  omnipresent,  lasting,  universal,  irresistible  prin- 
ciple, which  everywhere,  and  at  some  tuae  ot  o\!!cl^x^  ^^^iNs^  ^^& 
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power  over  all  things.     Death  is  a  mighty  abstraction,  like 
Night,  or  Space,  or  Time.     He  is  an  ugly  customer,  who  will 
not  be  invited  to  supper,  or  to  sit  for  his  picture.     He  is  with  us 
and  about  us,  but  we  do  not  see  him.     He  stalks  on  before  us, 
and  we  do  not  mind  him :  he  follows  us  close  behind,  and  we 
do  not  turn  to  look  back  at  him.     We  do  not  see  him  making 
faces  at  us  in  our  life-time,  nor  perceive  him  afterwards  sitting 
in  mock-majesty,  a  twin-skeleton,  beside  us,  tickling  our  bare 
ribs,  and  staring  into  our  hollow  eye-balls !    Chaucer  knew  thk 
He  makes  three  riotous  companions  go  in  search  of  Death  to 
kill  him,  they  meet  with  an  old  man  whom  they  reproach  with 
his  age,  and  ask  why  he  does  not  die,  to  which  he  answers  thus: 

"  Ne  Deth,  alas  I  ne  will  not  han  my  lif. 
Thus  waike  I  like  a  restless  caitiff, 
And  on  the  ground,  which  is  my  modres  gate, 
I  knocke  with  my  staf,  erlich  and  late. 
And  say  to  hire,  *  Leve  mother,  let  me  in. 
XfO,  how  I  vanish,  flesh  and  blood  and  skin, 
Alas  !  when  shall  my  bones  ben  at  reste  1 
Mother,  with  you  wolde  I  changen  my  cheste. 
That  in  my  chambre  longe  time  hath  be, 
Ye,  for  an  heren  cloute  to  wrap  in  me.' 
But  yet  to  me  she  will  not  don  that  grace 
For  which  ful  pale  and  welked  is  my  face." 

They  then  ask  the  old  man  where  they  shall  find  out  Death 
to  kill  him,  and  he  sends  them  on  an  errand  which  ends  in  the 
death  of  all  three.  We  bear  no  more  of  him,  but  it  is  Death 
that  they  have  encountered. 

The  interval  between  Chaucer  and  Spenser  is  long  and  dreary. 
There  is  nothing  to  fill  up  the  chasm  but  the  names  of  Occleve, 
"  ancient  Gower,"  Lydgate,  Wyatt,  Surry,  and  Sackville.  Spen- 
ser flourished  in  the  reign  of  Glueen  Elizabeth,  and  was  sent 
with  Sir  John  Davies  into  Ireland,  of  which  he  has  left  behind 
him  some  tender  recollections  in  his  description  of  the  bog  of 
Allan,  and  a  record  in  an  ably  written  paper,  containing  ohser- 
vations  on  the  state  of  that  country  and  the  means  of  improving 
it,  which  remain  in  full  force  to  the  present  day.  Spenser  died 
at  an  obscure  inn  in  London,  it  is  supposed  in  distressed  circum- 
stances.     The  treatment'  he  leedved  from  Burleigh  is  well 
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known.     Spencer,  as  well  as  Chaucer,  was  engaged  in  active 
life ;  but  the  genius  of  his  poetry  was  not  active :  it  is  inspired 
by  the  love  of  ease,  and  relaxation  from  all  the  cares  and  business 
of  life.     Of  all  the  poets,  he  is  the  most  poetical.     Though  much 
later  than  Chaucer,  his  obligations  to  preceding  writers  were 
less.     He  has  in  some  measure  borrowed  the  plan  of  his  poem 
(as  a  number  of  distinct  narratives)  from  Ariosto ;  but  he  has 
engrafted  upon  it  an  exuberance  of  fancy,  and  an  endless  volup- 
tuousness of  sentiment,  which  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  Italian 
writer.     Farther,  Spencer  is  even  more  of  an  inventor  in  the 
subject-matter.     There  is  an  originality,  richness,  and  variety  in 
his  allegorical  personages  and  fictions,  which  almost  vies  with 
the  splendour  of  the  ancient  mythology.     If  Ariosto  transports 
us  into  the  regions  of  romance,  Spenser's  poetry  is  all  fairy-land. 
In  Ariosto,  we  walk  upon  the  ground,  in  company,  gay,  fantas- 
tic, and  adventurous  enough.     In  Spenser,  we  wander  in  another 
world,  among  ided  beings.     The  poet  takes  and  lays  us  in  the 
lap  of  a  lovelier  nature,  by  the  sound  of  softer  streams,  among 
greener  hills  and  fairer  valleys.     He  paints  nature,  not  as  we 
find  it,  but  as  we  expected  to  find  it ;  and  fulfils  the  delightful 
promise  of  our  youth.     He  waves  his  wand  of  enchantment — 
and  at  once  embodies  airy  beings,  and  throws  a  delicious  veil 
over  all  actual  objects.     The  two  worlds  of  reality  and  of  fiction 
are  poised  on  the  wings  of  his  imagination.     His  ideas,  indeed, 
seem  more  distinct  than  his  perceptions.     He  is  the  painter  of 
abstractions,  and  describes  them  with  dazzling  minuteness.     In 
the  mask  of  Cupid  he  makes  the  god  of  love  "  clap  on  high  his 
coloured  winges  twain :"  and  it  is  said  of  Gluttony,  in  the  Pro- 
cession of  the  Passions, 

"  In  green  vine  leaves  he  was  right  fitly  clad." 

At  times  he  becomes  picturesque  from  his  intense  love  of  beauty ; 
as  where  he  compares  Prince  Arthur^s  crest  to  the  appearance 
of  the  almond  tree : 

"  Upon  the  top  of  all  his  lofty  crest, 

A  bunch  of  hairs  discoloured  diTeisely 
With  sprinkled  pearl  and  gold  full  ncMy  dxeil) 
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Did  shake  and  seem'd  to  daunce  for  jolfitj; 
like  to  an  almond  tree  ymounted  high 

On  top  of  green  Selenis  all  alone, 
With  bloflsoms  brave  bedecked  daintily ; 

Her  tender  locks  do  tremble  every  one 
At  every  little  breath  that  under  heav'n  is  blown." 

The  love  of  beauty,  however,  and  not  of  truth,  is  the  moving 
principle  of  his  mind ;  and  he  is  guided  in  his,  fantastic  delinea- 
tions by  no  rule  but  the  impulse  of  an  inexhaustible  imagination. 
He  luxuriates  equally  in  scenes  of  Eastern  magnificence,  oi  the 
still  solitude  of  a  hermit's  cell — in  the  extremes  of  sensuality,  or 
refinement 

In  reading  the  Faery  Clueen,  you  see  a  little  withered  old 
man  by  a  wood-side  opening  a  wicket,  a  giant,  and  a  dwarf  lag- 
ging far  behind,  a  damsel  in  a  boat  upon  an  enchanted  lake, 
wood-nymphs,  and  satyrs ;  and  all  of  a  sudden  you  are  transport- 
ed into  a  lofty  palace,  with  tapers  burning,  amidst  knights  and 
ladies,  with  dance  and  revelry,  and  song,  "  and  mask,  and  an- 
tique pageantry."  What  can  be  more  solitary,  more  shut  up  in 
itself,  than  his  description  of  the  house  of  Sleep,  to  which  Arclu- 
mago  sends  for  a  dream: 

"  And,  more  to  lull  him  in  his  slumber  soft, 

A  trickling  stream  from  high  rock  tumbling  down, 
And  ever-drizzling  rain  upon  the  loft, 

Mix'd  with  a  murmuring  wind,  much  like  the  sound 
Of  swarming  bees,  did  cast  him  in  a  swound. 
No  other  noise,  nor  people's  troublous  cries, 
That  still  are  wont  t'  annoy  the  walled  town, 
Might  there  be  heard ;  but  careless  quiet  lies 
Wrapt  in  eternal  silence,  fkr  from  enemies." 

It  is  as  if  "  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber  "  had  settled  on  hi^ 
pen  in  writing  these  lines.  How  different  in  the  subject  (and 
yet  how  like  in  beauty)  is  the  following  description  of  the  Bower 
of  Bliss : 

"  Eftsoones  they  heard  a  most  melodious  sound 
Of  all  that  mote  delight  a  dainty  ear ; 
Such  as  at  once  might  not  on  living  ground, 
Save  in  this  Pax«!dABe)\M  \M«xd.  c^mhet« : 
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Right  hard  it  was  for  wight  which  did  it  hear 
To  tell  what  maimer  musicke  that  mote  be 

For  all  that  pleasing  i»  to  living  eare 
Was  there  consorted  in  one  harmonie ; 
Birds,  voices,  instruments,  windes,  waters,  all  agree. 

The  joyous  birdes  shrouded  in  chearefull  shade 

Their  notes  unto  the  voice  attempred  sweet : 
The  angelical  soft  trembling  voices  made 

To  th'  instruments  divine  respondence  meet. 
The  silver  sounding  instruments  did  meet 

"With  the  base  murmur  of  the  water's  fidl ; 
The  water's  fidl  vnth  difference  discreet, 

Now  soft,  now  loud,  unto  the  wind  did  call ; 
The  gentle  warbling  wind  low  answered  to  all." 

le  remainder  of  the  passage  has  all  that  voluptuous  pathos, 
d  languid  brilliancy  of  fancy,  in  which  this  writer  excelled : 

"  The  whiles  some  one  did  chaunt  this  lovely  lay ; 
Ah !  see,  whoso  fayre  thing  dost  fain  to  see, 
In  springing  flower  the  image  of  thy  day  I 

Ah !  see  the  virgin  rose,  how  sweetly  she 
Doth  first  peep  forth  vnth  bashful  modesty, 

That  fairer  seems  the  less  ye  seelier  may ! 
Lo !  see  soon  after  how  more  bold  and  free 
Her  bared  bosom  she  doth  broad  display ; 
Lo  I  see  soon  after,  how  she  fades  and  &Us  away ! 

So  passeth  in  the  passing  of  a  day 

Of  mortal  life  the  leaf,  the  bud,  the  flower ; 
Ne  more  doth  flourish  after  first  decay, 

That  erst  was  sought,  to  deck  both  bed  and  Itower 
Of  many  a  lady  and  many  a  paramour ! 

Gather  therefore  the  rose  whilst  yet  is  prime, 
For  soon  comes  age  that  will  her  pride  deflower ; 

Gather  the  rose  of  love  whilst  yet  is  time, 
Whilst  loving  thou  mayest  loved  be  with  equal  crime.* 

He  ceased ;  and  then  gan  all  the  quire  of  birds 

Their  divers  notes  to  attune  unto  his  lay. 
As  in  approvance  of  his  pleasing  wordes. 

The  constant  pair  heard  all  that  he  did  say. 
Yet  swerved  not,  but  kept  their  forward  way 

*  Taken  from  Taaso. 
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Through  many  covert  groves  and  thickets  dose, 
In  which  thej  creeping  did  at  last  display* 
That  wanton  lady  with  her  lover  loose, 
Whose  sleepy  head  she  in  her  lap  did  soft  dispose. 

Upon  a  hed  of  roses  she  was  laid, 

As  £unt  through  heat,  or  dight  to  pleasant  sin ; 
And  was  arrayed  or  rather  disarrayed, 

All  in  a  veil  of  silk  and  silver  thin. 
That  hid  no  whit  her  alabaster  skin,  ' 

But  rather  shewed  more  white,  if  more  might  be : 
More  subtle  web  Arachne  cannot  spin ; 

Nor  the  fine  nets,  which  oft  we  woven  see 
Of  scorched  dew,  do  not  in  the  air  more  lightly  flee. 

Her  snowy  breast  was  bare  to  greedy  spoil, 

Of  hungry  eyes  which  n'  ote  therewith  be  fill'd, 
And  yet  through  languor  of  her  late  sweet  toil 

Few  drops  more  clear  than  nectar  forth  distUl'd, 
That  like  pure  Orient  perles  adown  it  trilPd ; 

And  her  fkir  eyes  sweet  smiling  in  delight 
Moisten'd  their  fiery  beams,  with  which  she  thrill'd  1 

Frail  hearts,  yet  quenched  not ;  like  starry  light,  j 

Which,  sparkling  on  the  silent  waves,  does  seem  more  bright" 

The  finest  things  in  Spenser  are,  the  character  of  Una,  in  the    > 
first  book ;  the  House  of  Pride ;  the  Cave  of  Mammon,  and  the 
Cave  of  Despair ;  the  account  of  Memory,  of  whom  it  is  said,    ^ 
among  other  things, 

"  The  wars  he  well  remember'd  of  King  Nine, 
Of  old  Assaracus  and  Inachus  divine ;"  , 

the  description  of  Belphcebe ;  the  story  of  Florimel  and  the 
Witch's  son ;  the  Gardens  of  Adonis,  and-  the  Bower  of  Bliss; 
the  Mask  of  Cupid  ;  and  Colin  Clout's  vision,  in  the  last  book. 
But  some  people  will  say  that  all  this  may  be  very  fine,  but 
that  they  cannot  understand  it  on  account  of  the  allegory.  They 
are  afiraid  of  the  allegory  as  if  they  thought  it  would  bite  them', 
they  look  at  it  as  a  child  looks  at  a  painted  dragon,  and  think 
it  will  strangle  them  in  its  shining  folds.     This  is  very  idle. 

*  This  word  is  an  instance  of  l\ioae  \mw»itwcA»X^*tt«sA.«i^ 
Ber  Mometimea  took  with  langoage. 
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If  they  do  not  meddle  with  the  allegory,  the  allegory  will  not 
meddle  with  them.     Without  minding  it  at  all,  the  whole  is  as 
plain  as  a  pike-staff     It  might  as  well  be  pretended  that  we 
cannot  see  Poussin's  pictures  for  the  allegory,  as  that  the  allego- 
ry prevents  us  from  understanding  Spenser.      For  instance, 
w-hen  Britomart,  seated  amidst  the  young  warriors,  lets  fall  her 
hair  and  discovers  her  sex,  is  it  necessai^  to  know  the  part  she 
plays  in  the  allegory,  to  understand  the  beauty  of  the  following 
stanza? 

"And  eke  that  stranger  knight  amongst  the  rest 

Was  for  like  need  enforced  to  disarraji 
Tho*  when  as  vailed  was  her  lofty  crest, 

Her  golden  locks  that  were  in  trammels  gay 
Upbounden,  did  themselves  adown  display, 

And  raught  unto  her  heels  like  sunny  beams 
That  in  a  cloud  their  light  did  long  time  stay; 

Their  vapour  faded,  shew  their  golden  gleams, 
And  through  the  persant  air  shoot  forth  their  azure  streams." 

Or  is  there  any  mystery  in  what  is  said  of  Belphcebe,  that  her 
Iiair  was  sprinkled  with  flowers  and  blossoms  which  had  been 
entangled  in  it  as  she  fled  through  the  woods?  Or  is  it  neces- 
sary to  have  a  more  distinct  idea  of  Proteus  than  that  which  is 
given  of  him  in  his  boat,  with  the  frighted  Florimel  at  his  feet, 
while 


''  —         the  cold  icicles  from  his  rough  beard 
Dropped  adown  upon  her  snowy  breast !" 

Or  is  it  not  a  sufficient  account  of  one  of  the  sea-gods,  that  pass 
by  them,  to  say— 

"  That  was  Arion  crowned : — 
So  went  he  playing  on  the  watexy  plain." 

Or  to  take  the  Procession  of  the  Passions  that  draw  the  coach 
of  Pride,  in  which  the  figures  of  Idleness,  of  Gluttony,  of  Lech- 
ery, of  Avarice,  of  Envy,  and.  of  Wrath  speak,  one  should  think, 
plain  enough  for  themselves ;  such  as  this  of  Gluttony : 

"  And  by  his  side  rode  loathsome  GluUony , 
Deformed  cieature,  on  a  filthy  «viine\ 
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His  belly  was  up  blown  with  luxury ; 

And  eke  with  fatness  swollen  were  his  eyne; 
And  like  a  crane  his  neck  was  long  and  finei 

With  which  he  swallowed  up  excessive  feast, 
For  want  whereof  poor  people  oft  did  pine. 

In  green  vine  l^ves  he  was  right  fitly  clad : 
i  For  other  clothes  he  could  not  wear  for  heat ; 

And  on  his  head  an  ivy  garland  had, 

From  under  which  fast  trickled  down  the  sweat: 
Still,  as  he  rode,  he  somewhat  still  did  eat. 
And  in  his  hand  did  bear  a  boozing  can, 
Of  which  he  supt  so  oft  that  on  his  seat 
His  drunken  corse  he  scarce  upholden  can; 
In  shape  and  size  more  like  a  monster  than  a  man." 

Or  this  of  Lechery : 

"  And  next  to  him  rode  lustfull  Lechery 
Upon  a  bearded  goat,  whose  rugged  hair 
And  whaly  eyes  (the  sign  of  jealousy) 

Was  like  the  person's  self  whom  he  did  bear: 
Who  rough  and  black  and  filthy  did  appear. 

Unseemly  man  to  please  fair  lady's  eye : 
Yet  he  of  ladies  ofl  was  loved  dear, 
When  fairer  faces  were  bid  standen  by: 
O !  who  does  know  the  bent  of  woman's  fantasy  7 

bi  a  green  gown  he  clothed  was  full  &ir, 

Which  underneath  did  hide  his  filthiness; 
And  in  his  hand  a  burning  heart  he  bare, 

Full  of  vain  follies  and  new  fangleness ; 
For  he  was  false  and  fraught  with  fickleness ; 

And  learned  had  to  love  with  secret  looks ; 
And  well  could  dance ;  and  sing  with  ruefulness; 

And  fortunes  tell ;  and  read  in  loving  books ; 
And  thousand  other  ways  to  bait  his  fleshly  hooks. 

Inconstant  man  that  loved  all  he  saw, 
And  lusted  after  all  that  he  did  love; 

Ne  would  his  looser  lifb  be  tied  to  law ; 
But  joyed  weak  women's  hearts  to  tempt  and  prove, 

If  from  tbeir  loyal  loves  \ie  txa^X  iVvem  xnav^." 

I      This  is  pretty  plain-spoken.    'Mi.  ^u\iaRl  «k5^^^^V^^ 
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-"  Yet  not  more  gyreet 


Than  pore  was  he,  and  not  more  pure  than  wiie ; 
High  prieet  of  all  the  Mines'  mysteries !" 

the  contrary,  no  one  was  more  apt  to  pry  into  mysteries 
ch.  do  not  strictly  belong  to  the  Muses. 
tf  the  same  kind  with  the  Procession  of  the  Passions,  as  little 
:ure,  and  still  more  beautiful,  is  the  Mask  of  Cupid,  with  his 
1  of  votaries : 

"  The  first  was  Fancy,  like  a  lovely  boy 
Of  rare  aspect,  and  beauty  without  peer; 

His  garment  ndther  was  of  silk  nor  say, 

But  painted  plumes  in  goodly  order  dight, 
Like  as  the  sun-burnt  Indians  do  array 

Their  tawny  bodies  in  their  proudest  plight : 
As  those  same  plumes  so  seem'd  he  Tain  and  light, 

That  by  his  gait  might  easily  appear; 
For  still  he  far'd  as  dancing  in  delight, 

And  in  his  hand  a  windy  fan  did  bear 
That  in  the  idle  air  he  mov'd  still  here  and  there. 

And  him  beside  march'd  amorous  Desire, 

Who  seem'd  of  riper  years  than  the  other  swain, 
Yet  was  that  other  swain  this  elder's  sire, 

And  gave  him  being,  common  to  them  twain : 
His  garment  was  disguised  very  vain. 

And  his  embroidered  bonnet  sat  awiy ; 
^wixt  both  his' hands  few  sparks  he  close  did  strain, 

Which  still  he  blew,  and  kindled  busily. 
That  soon  they  life  conceiv'd  and  forth  in  flames  did  fly. 

Next  after  him  went  Doubt,  who  was  yclad 

In  a  discolour'd  coat  of  strange  disguise, 
That  at  his  back  a  broad  capuccio  had, 

And  sleeves  dependant  Aliwnese^tnse ; 
He  lookt  askew  with  his  mistrustful  eyes. 

And  nicely  trod,  as  thorns  lay  in  his  way, 
Or  that  the  floor  to  shrink  he  did  avise ; 

And  on  a  broken  reed  he  still  did  stay 
His  feeble  steps,  which  shrunk  when  haxd  t\ieTeoii\L«\KS. 

With  bim  went  Daunger,  cloth'd  in  Tagged  "weed, 
-Mwfo  of  bear's  skin,  that  him  moie  dreaAtoV  ii»Ae\ 
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Yet  his  own  face  was  dreadfull,  ne  did  need 
Strange  horror  to  deform  his  grisly  shade ; 

A  net  in  th'  one  hand,  and  a  rusty  blade 
In  th'  other  was ;  this  Mischiefe,  that  Mishap ; 

With  th'  one  his  foes  he  threatened  to  invade, 
With  th'  other  he  his  friends  meant  to  enwrap; 
For  whom  he  could  not  kill  he  practiz'd  to  entrap. 

Next  him  was  Fear,  all  arm'd  from  top  to  toe, 

Yet  thought  himselfe  not  safe  enough  thereby, 
But  fear'd  each  shadow  moving  to  and  fro ; 

And  his  own  arms  when  glittering  he  did  spy 
Or  clashing  heard,  he  fast  away  did  fly. 

As  ashes  pale  of  hue,  and  winged-heel'd ; 
And  evermore  on  Daunger  fixt  his  eye,        r 

'Gainst  whom  he  always  bent  a  brazen  shield, 
Which  his  right  hand  unarmed  fearfully  did  wield. 

With  him  went  Hope,  in  rank  a  handsome  maid, 

Of  chearfull  look  and  lovely  to  behold ; 
In  silken  samite  she  was  light  array'd. 

And  her  fair  locks  were  woven  up  in  gold ; 
She  always  smil'd,  and  in  her  hand  did  hold 

An  holy-water  sprinkled  dipt  in  dew, 
With  which  she  sprinkled  favours  manifold 

On  whom  she  list,  and  did  great  liking  shew, 
Great  liking  unto  many,  but  true  love  to  few. 

Next  after  them,  the  winged  Grod  himself 

Came  riding  on  a  lion  ravenous. 
Taught  to  obey  the  menage  of  that  elfe 

That  man  and  beast  with  power  imperious 
Subdueth  to  his  kingdom  tyrannous : 

His  blindfold  eyes  he  bade  awhile  unbind ; 
'  That  his  proud  spoil  of  that  same  dolorous 

Fair  dame  he  might  behold  in  perfect  kind ; 
Which  seen,  he  much  rejoiced  in  his  cruel  mind. 

Of  which  full  proud,  himself  uprearing  high, 

He  looked  round  about  with  stem  disdain. 
And  did  survey  his  goodly  company : 

And,  marshalling  the  cTil-ordered  train. 
With  that  the  darts  which  his  right  hand  did  strain, 

Full  dreadfully  he  shook,  that  all  did  quake, 
And  clapt  on  high  Yas  co\o\K'A.'w«^|^«a  Vwwsi^ 

That  all  bis  many  it  a.ti»id  di^  ia»kft\ 
Tho'  blinding  bim  afi«in,  be  b»  ^«j  i«ti^  ^^Xaka^^ 
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description  of  ^Hope,  in  this  series  of  hktoriceil  portraits,  is 
f  the  most  beautiful  in  Spenser:  and  the  triumph  bf  Cupid, 
\  mischief  he  has  made,  is  worthy  of  the  malioious  urchin 
In  reading  these  d6scviptions,'one  can  hardly.ayoid  being 
ided  of  Rubens's  allegorical  pictures ;  but  the  account  of 
ane's  taming  the  lion's  whelps  and  lugging  the  bear's  cubs 
;  in  his  arms  while  yet  an  infant,  whom  his  mother  so 
ally  advises  to  "go  ^ek  some  other  play-fell awg,"  has  even 
of  this  high  picturesque  character.  Nobody  but  Rubens 
.  have  painted  the  fancy  of  Spenser ;  and  he  coilld  not  have 

I  the  sentiment,  the  airy  dream  that  hovers  over  it ! 

ilh  all  this,  Spenser  neither  makes  us  laugh  nor  weep, 
only  jest  in  his  poem  is  an  allegorical  play  upon  words, 
e  he  describes  Malbecco*  as  escaping  in  the  herd  of  goats, 
the  help  of  his  fayre  horns  on  hight."  But  he  has  been 
jtly  charged  with  a  want  of  passion  and  of  strength.  He 
oth  in  an  immense  degree.  He  has  not  indeed  the  pathos 
imediate  action  or  suffering,  which  is  more  properly  the 
atic ;  but  he  has  all  the  pathos  of  sentiment  and  romance — 
lat  belongs  to  distant  objects  of  terror,  and  uncertain,  ima- 
y  distress.     His  strength,  in  like  manner,  is  not  strength 

II  or  action,  of  bone  and  muscle,  nor  is  it  coarse  and  palpa- 
-but  it  assumes  a  character  of  vastness  and  sublimity  seen 
gh  the  same  visionary  medium,  and  blended  with  the  ap- 
ig  associations  of  preternatural  agency.  We  n^ed  only 
in  proof  of  this,  to  the  Cave  of  Despair,  or  the  Cave  of 
.mon,  or  to  the  account  of  the  change  of  Malbecco  into 
usy.  The  following  stanzas,  in  the  description  of  the  Cava 
ammon,  the  grisly  house  of  Plutus,  are  unrivalled  for  the 
ntous  massiness  of  the  forms,  the  splendid  chiaro-scuro,  and 
Dwy  horror. 

"  That  house's  fonn  within  was  rude  and  strong, 
Like  an  huge  cave  hewn  out  of  rocky  clift, 
From  whose  rough  vault  the  ragged  breaches  hung, 

Embossed  with  massy  gold  of  gloilouB  giSt, 
AdJ  with  neb  metal  loaded  every  rift, 
That  heavy  ruin  they  did  seem  to  threat ; 
-And  ovar  them  Arachne  high  did  lift 
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Her  canning  web,  and  spread  her  subtle  net, 
Einwrapped  in  foul  smoke,  and  clouds  more  black  than  jet 

Both  roof  and  floor,  and  walls  were  all  of  gold, 

But  overgrown  with  dust  and  old  decay,* 
And  hid  in  darkness  that  none  could  behold 

The  hue  thereof:  for  view  of  cheerful  day 
Did  never  in  that  house  itself  display, 

But  a  faint  shadow  of-  uncertain  light ; 
Such  as  a  lamp  whose  light  doth  fade  away ; 

Or  as  the  moon  clothed  with  cloudy  night 
Does  show  to  him  that  walks  in  fear  and  sad  affright. 

And  over  all  sad  Horror  with  grim  hue 

Did  always  soar,  beating  his  iron  wings ; 
And  after  him  owls  and  night-ravens  flew. 

The  hateful  messengers  of  heavy  things, 
Of  death  and  dolour  telling  sad  tidings ; 

Whiles  sad  Celleno,  sitting  on  a  clifi, 
A  song  of  bitter  bale  and  sorrow  sings. 

That  heart  of  flint  asunder  could  have  rift ;  - 

Which  having  ended,  after  him  she  flieth  swift." 

The  Cave  of  Despair  is  described  with  equal  gloominess  and 
power  of  fancy ;  and  the  fine  moral  declamation  of  the  owner  of 
it,  on  the  evils  of  life,  almost  makes  one  in  love  with  death.  In 
the  story  of  Malb'ecco,  who  is  hunted  by  Jealousy,  and  in  vain 
strives  to  run  away  from  his  own  thoughts — 

"  High  over  hill  and  over  dale  he  flies  " — 

the  truth  of  human  passion  and  the  preternatural  ending  are 
equally  striking. — It  is  not  fair  to  compare  Spenser  with  Shak- 
speare,  in  point  of  interest.  A  fairer  comparison  would  be  with 
Comus ;  and  the  result  would  not  be  unfavourable  to  Spenser. 
There  is  only  one  work  of  the  same  allegorical  kind,  which 
has  more  interest  than  Spenser  (with  scarcely  less  imagination:) 
and  that  is  the  Pilgrim's  Progress.  The  three  first  books  of 
the  Faery  Clueen  are  very  superior  to  the  three  last.    One 

*  "  That  all  with  one  consent  praise  new-bom  gauds, 
Tho'  they  ate  made  axvd  moulded  of  things  past, 
And  give  to  IhiBtt\i«l\Btt.^\^fe  ^gSX^ 
More  laud  thwv  ao\d  c?«-A\tfft«i'' 
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would  think  that  Pope,  who  used  to  ask  if  any  one  had  ever 
read  the  Faery  dueen  through,  had  only  dipped  into  these  last 
The  only  things  in  them  equal  to  the  former  are  the  account 
of  Talus,  the  Iron  Man,  and  the  delightful  episode  of  Pastorella. 
The  language  of  Spenser  is  full,  and  copious,  to  overflowing : 
it  is  less  pure  and  idiomatic  than  Chaucer's,  and  is  enriched 
and  adorned  with  phrases  horrowed  from  the  different  languages 
of  Europe,  both  ancient  and  modem.     He  was,  probably,  se- 
duced into  a  certain  license  of  expression  by  the  difliculty  of 
filling  up  the  moulds  of  his  complicated  rhymed  stanza  form 
fte  limited  resources  of  his  native  language.     This  stanza 
With  alternate  and  repeatedly  recurring  rhymes,  is  borrowed 
from  the  Italians.     It  was  peculiarly  fitted  to  their  langauge> 
"Which  abounds  in  similar  vowel  terminations,  and  is  as  little 
adapted  to  ours,  from  the  stubborn,  unaccommodating  resistance 
Which  the  consonant  endings  of  the  northern  languages  make 
to  this  sort  of  endless  sing-song. — Not  that  I  would  on  that  ac- 
count part  with  the  stanza  of  Spencer.     We  are,  perhaps, 
indebted  to  this  very  necessity  of  finding  out  new  forms  of  ex- 
pression, and  to  the  occasional  faults  to  which  it  led,  for  a  po- 
etical language,  rich  and  varied  and  magnificent  beyond  all 
former,  and  almost  all  later,  example.     His  versification  is,  at 
once,  the  most  smooth  and  the  most  sounding  in  the  language. 
It  is  a  labyrinth  of  sweet  sounds,  "  in  many  a  winding  bout  of 
linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out," — that  would  cloy  by  their 
very  sweetness,  but  that  the  ear  is  constantly  relieved  and  en- 
chanted by  their  continued  variety  of  modulation— dwelling  on 
the  pauses  of  the  action,  or  flowing  on  in  a  fuller  tide  of  harmo- 
ny with  the  movement  of  the  sentiment     It  has  not  the  bold 
dramatic  transitions  of  Shakspeare's  blank  verse,  nor  the  high- 
raised  tone  of  Milton's ;  but  it  is  the  perfection  of  melting  har- 
mony, dissolving  the  soul  in  pleasure,  or  holding  it  captive  in 
the  chains  of  suspense.     Spenser  was  the  poet  of  our  waking 
dreams ;  and  he  has  invented  not  only  a  language,  but  a  music 
of  his  own  for  them.     The  undulations  are  infinite,  like  those 
of  the  waves  of  the  sea :  but  the  effect  is  still  the  same,  lulling 
the  senses  into  a  deep  oblivion  of  the  ^aiimg  iio\^^^  ^i  "^^ 
worJdj  from  which  we  have  no  wish  to  \)e  e^et  x^a^^iu 
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LECTURE  IIL 

ON  BHAKSPEAEE  AND  HILTON. 

In  looking  back  to  the  great  works  of  genius  in  fonner  times, 
we  axe  sometimes  disposed  to  wonder  at  the  little  progress 
which  has  since  been  made  in  poetry,  and  in  the  arts  of  imita- 
tion in  general.  But  this  is  perhaps  a  foolish  wonder.  No- 
Ihing  can  be  more  contrary  to  the  fact,  than  the  supposition  that 
in  what  we  understand  by  the  fine  arts,  as  painting,  and  poetry, 
relative  perfection  is  only  the  result  of  repeated  efforts  in  suc- 
cessive periods,  and  that  what  has  been  once  weU  done,  con- 
ifitantly  leads  to  something  better.  What  is  mechanical,  reduci- 
Jde  to  rule,  or  capable  of  demonstration,  is  progressive,  and 
.admits  of  gradual  improvement:  what  is  not  mechanical,  or 
definite,  but  depends  on  feeling,  taste,  and  genius,  very  soon  be- 
i^omes  stationary,  or  retrograde,  and  loses  more  than  it  gains  by 
Ixansfusion.  The  contrary  opinion  is  a  vulgar  error,  which  has 
Igrown  up,  like  many  others,  from  transferring  an  analogy  of 
jfme  kind  to  something  quite  distinct,  without  taking  into  th^ 
Account  the  difference  in  the  nature  of  the  things,  or  attendin|f 
to  the  difference  of  the  results.  For  most  persons,  finding  what 
wonderful  advances  have  been  made  in  biblical  criticism,  in 
^chemistry,  in  mechanics,  in  geometry,  astronomy,  '&c.,  i.  e,  in 
things  depending  on  mere  enquiry  and  experiment,  or  on  ab- 
fisAuie  demonstration,,  have  been  led  hastily  to  conclude  that 
fliere  was  a  general  tendency  in  the  efforts  of  the  human  in- 
lellect  to  improve  by  repetition,  and,  in  all  other  arts  and  institu- 
tions, to  grow  perfect  and  mature  by  time.  We  look  back 
Jlipon  the  theological  creed  of  our  ancestors,  and  their  discove- 
Ties  in  natural  philosophy,  wivV  a  ^mvV^  q{  ^jity :  science,  and 
Ae  art3  connected  with.  \l,  YvaN^  ^\>a.^  ^^vt  \\&asNR.^^^^ 
youth,  and  manhood,  and  seem  \o  c«Ti\»:mm  ^^m  \tfi^\«v^\i 
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of  limitation  or  decay:  and,  enquiring  no  farther  about  thtf- 
mattier,  we  infer,  in  the  intoxication  of  our  pride,  and  the  height; 
of  our  self-congratulation,  that  the  same  progress  has  been? 
made,  and  will  continue  to  be  made,  in  all  other  things  whichi^ 
Bxe  die  work  of  man.     The  fact,  however,  stares  us  so  plainly 
in  the  face  that  one  would  think  the  smallest  reflection  must 
suggest  the  truth,  and  overturn  our  sanguine  theories.     The- 
greatest  poets,  the  ablest  orators,  the  best  painters,  a^id  the  finesij- 
sculptors  that  die  world  ever  saw,  appeared  soon  after  the  birtit 
of  these  arts,  and  lived  in  a  state  of  society  which  was,  in  other 
respects,  comparatively  barbarous.     Those  arts,  which  depend 
on  individual  genius  and  incommunicable  power,  have  always 
leaped  at  once  from  infancy  to  manhood,  from  the  first  rude 
dawn  of  invention  to  their  meridian  height  and  dazzling  lustre, 
and  have  in  general  declined  ever  after.     This  is  the  peculiar 
distinction  and  privilege  of  each,  of  science  and  of  art : — of  the- 
one,  never  to  attain  its  utmost  limit  of  perfection ;  and  of  the 
other,  to  arrive  at  it  almost  at  once.     Homer,  Chaucer,  Spenser^. 
Shakspeare,-  Dante,  and  Ariosto,  (Milton  alone  was  of  a  later 
age,  and  not  the  worse  for  it) — Raphael,  Titian,  Michael  An^- 
gelo,  Correggio,  Cervantes,  and  Boccaccio,  the  Greek  sculptor* 
and  tragedians, — all  lived  near  the  beginning  of  their  arts — 
perfected,  and  all  but  created,  them.     These  giant-sons  of  genius- 
stand  indeed  upon  die  earth,  but  they  tower  above  their  fellows | 
and  the  long  line  of  their  successors,  in  different  ages,  does  not 
interpose  any  object  to  obstruct  their  view,  or  lessen  their  bright- 
ness.    In  strength  and  stature  they  are  unrivalled ;  in  grace 
and  beauty  they  have  not  been  surpassed.     In  after  ages  and 
more  refined  periods  (as  they  are  called,)  great  men  have  arisen 
one  by  one,  as  it  were  by  throes  and  at  intervals ;  though  m 
general,  the  best  of  these  cultivated  and  artificial  minds  wer© 
of  an  inferior  order ;  as  Tasso  and  Pope,  among  poets;  Guido 
and  Vandyke,  among  painters.     But  in  the  earlier  stages  of 
the  arts,  as  soon  as  the  first  mechanical  difficulties  had  been  got 
over,  and  the  language  was  sufficiently  acquired,  they  ro8ft  \v^ 
clusters,  and  in  constellations^  never  so  to  rise  agaSikX 

The  arts  of  painting  and  poetry  are  conveTsant  vjVOQl  \kft  ^«^^ 
€  thought  within  us,  and  with  the  world  o£  setwB^  «towxAxv» — 
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with  what  we  know,  and  see,  and  feel  intimately.  They 
flow  from  the  sacred  shrine  of  our  own  breasts,  and  are  kindled 
at  the  living  lamp  of  nature.  But  the  pulse  of  the  passions  as- 
suredly beat  as  high,  the  depths  and  soundings  of  the  human 
heart  were  as  well  understood,  three  thousand  or  three  hundred 
years  ago  as  they  are  at  present :  the  face  of  nature  and  "  the 
human  face  divine"  shone  as  bright  then  as  they  have  ever  done. 
But  it  is  their  light,  reflected  by  true  genius  on  art,  that  marks 
out  its  path  before  it,  and  sheds  a  glory  round  the  Muses'  feet 
like  that  which 

"  Circled  Una's  angel  face, 
And  made  a  sunshine  in  the  shady  place." 

The  four  greatest  names  in  English  poetry,  are  ahnost  the 
four  first  we  come  to — Chaucer,  Spenser,  Shakspeare,  and  Mil- 
ton. There  are  no  others  that  can  really  be  put  in  competitio 
with  these.  The  two  last  have  had  justice  done  them  by  the 
voice  of  common  fame.  Their  names  are  blazoned  in  the  very 
firmament  of  reputation  ;  while  the  two  first,  (though  "  the  fauh 
has  been  more  in  their  stars  than  in  themselves,  that  they  are 
underlings")  either  never  emerged  far  above  the  horizon,  or 
were  too  soon  involved  in  the  obscurity  of  time.  The  three  first 
of  these  are  excluded  from  Dr.  Johnson's  Lives  of  the  Poets 
(Shakspeare  indeed  is  so  from  the  dramatic  form  of  his  composi- 
tions :)  and  the  fourth,  Milton,  is  admitted  with  a  reluctant  and 
churlish  welcome. 

In  comparing  these  four  writers  together,  it  might  be  said  that 
Chaucer  excels  as  the  poet  of  manners,  or  of  real  life ;  Spenser, 
as  the  poet  of  romance ;  Shakspeare,  as  the  poet  of  nature  (in 
the  largest  use  of  the  term ;)  and  Milton,  as  the  poet  of  morality. 
Chaucer  most  frequently  describes  things  as  they  are ;  Spenser, 
as  we  wish  them  to  be ;  Shakspeare,  as  they  would  be ;  and 
Milton,  as  they  ought  to  be.     As  poets,  and  as  great  poets,*  ima- 
gination, that  is,  the  power  of  feigning  things  according  to  na- 
ture, was  common  to  them  all:  but  the  principle  or  moving 
power,  to  which  this  facuVly  vfaa  icvo?x  svsfe^xwwt  in  Chaucer, 
was  habit,  or  inveterate  ptep^ee-,  Va^^xva«t.jXtfs^^\?3^^\v^'5sft 
lore  of  ike  marvellons-,  in  Shakspei^t^,  Vt  ^Nt^a^^Vst^^^^^^^ 
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ion,  combined  with  every  variety  of  possible  circumstances ; 
ind  in  Milton,  only  with  the  highest.  The  characteristic  of 
Dhaucer  is  intensity ;  of  Spenser,  remoteness ;  of  Milton,  eleva- 
tion ;  of  Shakspeare,  everything.  It  has  been  said,  by  some 
critic,  that  Shakspeare  was  distinguished  from  the  other  drama- 
tic writers  of  his  day  only  by  his  wit ;  that  they  had  all  his  other 
qualities  but  that  i  that  one  writer  had  as  much  sense,  another 
as  much  fancy,  another  as  much  knowledge  of  character,  an- 
other the  same  depth  of  passion,  and  another  as  great  a  power 
of  language.  This  statement  is  not  true ;  nor  is  the  inference 
from  it  well-founded,  even  if  it  were.  This  person  does  not 
aeem  to  have  been  aware  that,  upon  his  own  showing,  the  great 
distinction  of  Shakspeare's  genius  was  its  virtually  including  the 
genius  of  all  the  great  men  of  his  age,  and  not  his  differing  from 
them  in  one  accidental  particular.  But  to  have  done  with  such 
minute  and  literal  trifling. 

The  striking  peculiarity  of  Shakspeare's  mind  was  its  generic 
quality,  its  power  of  communication  with  all  other  minds — so 
that  it  contained  a  universe  of  thought  and  feeling  within  itself, 
and  had  no  one  peculiar  bias,  ot  exclusive  excellence  more  than 
another.  He  was  just  like  any  other  man,  but  that  he  was  like 
all  other  men.  He  was  the  least  of  an  egotist  that  it  was  possi- 
ble to  be.  He  was  nothing  in  himself;  but  he  was  all  that 
others  were,  or  that  they  could  become.  He  not  only  had  in 
himself  the  germs  of  every  faculty  and  feeling,  but  he  could  fol- 
low them  by  anticipation,  intuitively,  into  all  their  conceivable 
ramifications,  through  every  change  of  fortune  or  conflict  of 
passion,  or  turn  of  thought  He  ^\  had  a  mind  reflecting  ages 
past,"  and  present : — all  the  people  that  ever  lived  are  there. 
There  was  no  respect  of  persons  with  him.  His  genius  shone 
equally  on  the  evil  and  on  the  good,  on  the  wise  and  on  the 
foolish,  the  monarch  and  the  beggar :  '^  All  comers  of  the  earth, 
kings,  queens,  and  states,  maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  secrets  of  the 
grave,"  are  hardly  hid  from  his  searching  glance.  He  was  like 
the  genius  of  humanity,  changing  places  with  all  of  us  at  plea- 
sure, and  playing  with  our  purposes  as  with  his  own.  He 
turned  the  globe  round  for  his  amusement^  andcnnc^-^^^Suib 
generations  of.  men,  and  the  individuals  aa  lilickfi^  '^gasa^^^^nS^ 
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their  different  concerns,  passions,  follies,  vices,  mtues,  actions^ 
and  motives — as  well  those  that  they  knew,  as  those  which  thef 
did' not  know  or  acknowledge  to  themselves.  The  dreams^  of' 
diildhood,  the  ravings  of  despair,  were  the  toys  of  his  fancy.  Aiiy 
beings  waited  at  his  call,  and  came  at  his  biddings  Harmless 
fliiries  "nodded  to  him,  and  did  him  curtesies:"  and  the  nig^t' 
hag  bestrode  the  blast  at  the  command  of  "his  so  potent  ait" 
The  world^if  spirits  lay  open  to  him,  like  the  worid  of  real  men 
and  women  :  and  there  is  the  same  truth  in  his  delineations  of 
the  one  as  of  the  other;  for  if  the  preternatural  characters  he 
describes  could  be  supposed  to  exist,  they  would  s^eak,  and  feel 
and  act,  as  he  makes  them.  He  had  only  to  think  of:  anything' 
in  order  to  become  that  thing,  with  all  the  circumstances  he^ 
longing  to  it.  When  he  conceived  of  a  character^  whetherreal 
or  imaginary,  he  not  only  entered  into  alL  its  thoughts  and  feelr 
ings,  but  seemed  instantly,  and  as  if  by  touching  a  secret  spring, 
to  be  surrounded  with  all  the  same  objects;  "subject  to  the  same 
fidcyey  influences,"  the  same  local,  outward,  andi  unforeseen  acci^ 
dents- which  would  occur  in  reality.  Thus  the  character  of 
Caliban  not  only  stands  before  us  with  a»  language  and  manners 
of  its  own,  but  the  scenery  and  situation  of  the  enchanted  island 
he  inhabits,  the  traditions  of  the  place,  its  strange  noises,  its  hidden 
recesses,  "his  frequent  haunts  and  ancient,  neighborhood,"  are 
given  with  a  miraculous  truth  of  nature,  and  wqth- all  the  famil- 
iarity of  an'  old  recollection.  The  whole  "coheres  semblably 
together"  in  time,  place,  and*  circumstanca  In;  iBading  this 
author,  y^u  do  not  merely  learn  what  his  characters^  say^ — yoo 
see  their  persons.  By  something  expressed  or  understood^  you 
are  at  no  loss  to  decipher  their  peculiar  physiognomy^  tfae  mean^ 
ing  of  a<look,  the  grouping,  the  by^play,  as- we  might,  see  it  on 
the  stage.  A  word,  an  epithet  paints  a  whole  scene^  or  throws 
us  back  whole  years^  in  the  history  of  the  person  represented. 
So  (as  it  has  been  ingeniously  remarked)'  when.  Prospero  d6* 
scribes  himself  as  leil  alone  in  the  boat  with  his  daughter,  the 
epithet  which  he  applies  to  her,  "Me  andithy  crjrm^self^"  flings 
ttie  imagination  instantly  backftoxa  x\te  ^;rowci  woman  to  the  help* 
less  condition  of  infancy,  and:p\aee»\\i^  ^T^«a^ma%\\\TNf\Tv^^^^ 
of  Ms  mirfortunes  befoxe  \i&,  w\k  «1V  \\isxV^m\j^\is«f^«iffia 
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in  the  interval.     How  well  the  silent  anguish  of  Mbcduff  is  con- 
veyed to  the  reader,  by  the  fHendly  expostulation  of  Malcolm — 
"What!  man,  ne'er  puJl  your  hat  upon  your  brows!"     Again, 
Hamlet,  in  the  scene  with  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern,  some- 
what abruptly  conclude*  his  fine  soliloquy  on  life  by  saying, 
"Man  delights  not  me,  nor  woman  neither, — though  by  your 
smiles  you  seem  to  say  so."     Which  is  explained  by  their  an- 
swer— "  My  lord,  we  had  no  such  stuff  in  our  thoughts.     But 
we  smiled  to  think,  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  what  lenten  en- 
tertainment the  players  shall  receive  from  you  whom  we  met  on 
the  way:" — as  if  while  Hamlet  was  making  this  speech,  his 
two  old  schoolfellows  from  Wittenburg  had  been  really  standing 
by,  and  he  had  seen  them  smiling  by  stealth,  at  the  idea  of  the 
players  crossing  their  minds.     It  is  not  "  a  combination  and  a 
form"  of  words,  a  set  speech  or  two,  a  preconcerted  theory  of  a 
character,  that  will  do  this :  but  all  the  persons  concerned  must 
have  been  present  in  the  poet's  imagination,  as  at  a  kind  of  re- 
hearsal ;  and  whatever  would  have  passed  through  their  minds 
on  the  occasion,  and  have  been  observed  by  others,  passed  through 
his,  and  is  made  known  to  the  reader. — I  may  add  in  passing, 
that  Shakspeare  always  gives  the  best  directions  for  the  costume 
and  carriage  of  his  heroes.     Thus,  to  take  one  example,  Ophelia 
gives  the  following  account  of  Hamlet;  and  as  Ophelia  had 
seen  Hamlet,  I  should  think  her  word  ought  to  be  taken  against 
that  of  any  modem  authority. 

"  Ophelia.    My  lord,  as  I  was  reading  in  my  closeti 
Prince  Hamlet,  with  his  doublet  all  unbrac'd, 
No  hat  upon  his  head,  his  stockings  loose, 
Ungartered,  and  down-g3rved  to  bis  ancl^, 
Pale  aff  his  shirty  his  knees  knocking  e«ch>other, 
And  with  &  look  so  piteous, 
As  if  he  had  been  sent  from  hell 
To  speak  of  horrors,  thus  he  comes  before  m|B. 

PoUmius.    Mad  fbr  thy  love!' 

O^A»    My  lord;  I  do  not'  know, 
But  truly  I  do<fbar  it. 

Pd.  What  said  he 'I 

OpA.    He  took  me  by  the  wrist,  and  heML  m»  \i«A. 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  atm  •, 
And  with  hiB  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  bto\v, 
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He  ftllfl  to  fluch  perusal  of  my  face, 

As  he  would  draw  it :  long  staid  he  so; 

At  last  a  little  shaking  of  my  arm, 

And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down. 

He  rais'd  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound, 

As  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  hulk, 

And  end  his  being.    That  done,  he  lets  me  go, 

And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  tum'd. 

He  seem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes; 

For  out  of  doors  he  went  without  their  help. 

And  to  the  last  bended  their  light  on  me." 

Act  n.,  Sotnit  1. 

i'low,  after  this  airy,  fantastic  idea  of  irregular  grace  and  bewil- 
dered melancholy,  any  one  can  play  Hamlet,  as  we  have  seen  it 
played,  with  strut,  and  stare  and  antic  right-angled  sharp-pointed 
gestures,  it  is  difficult  to  say,  unless  it  be  that  Hamlet  is  not 
bound,  by  the  prompter's  cue,  to  study  the  part  of  Ophelia.  The 
account  of  Ophelia's  death  begins  thus : 

'*  There  is  a  willow  hanging  o'er  a  brook. 
That  shows  its  hoary  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream." — 

Now  this  is  an  instance  of  the  same  unconscious  power  of  mind 
.  which  is  as  true  to  nature  as  itself  The  leaves  of  the  willow 
are,  in  fact,  white  underneath,  and  it  is  this  part  of  them  which 
would  appear  "  hoary"  in  the  reflection  in  the  brook.  The  same 
sort  of  intuitive  power,  the  same  faculty  of  bringing  every  object 
in  nature,  whether  present  or  absent,  before  the  mind^s  eye,  is 
observable  in  the  speech  of  Cleopatra,  when  conjecturing  what 
were  the  employments  of  Antony  in  his  absence : — "  He's  speak- 
ing now,  or  murmuring,  Where's  my  serpent  of  old  Nile  ?"  How 
fine  to  make  Cleopatra  have  this  consciousness  of  her  own  cba^ 
acter,  and  to  make  her  feel  that  it  is  this  for  which  Antony  is  in 
love  with  her !  She  says,  after  the  battle  of  Actium,  when  An- 
tony has  resolved  to  risk  another  fight,  "  It  is  my  birth-day ;  I 
had  thought  to  have  held  it  poor :  but  since  my  lord  is  Antony 
again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra."  What  other  poet  would  have 
tfaought  of  such  a  casual  Tesovnt^e^  oi  ^<^  xTc^^xvation.^  or  would 
iave  dared  to  avail  liimsel£  oi  Vx'l  ^V^  ^Oi3mi%\l«^^x&\s3l"^ 
play  as  it  might  have  hapipeneei  m  ia.cx,   ^>M»x^\as2j^^iM0^ 
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more  than  anything  else  distinguishes  the  dramatic  productions 
of  Shakspeare  from  all  others,  is  this  wonderful  trudi  and  indi- 
viduality of  conception.     Each  of  his  characters  is  as  much  itself, 
and  as  absolutely  independent  of  the  rest,  as  well  as  of  the  au- 
thor, as  if  they  were  living  persons,  not  fictions  of  the  mind. 
The  poet  may  be  said,  for  the  time,  to  identify  himself  with  the 
character  he  wishes  to  represent,  and  to  pass  from  one  to  another, 
like  the  same  soul  successively  animating  different  bodies.     By 
an  art  like  that  of  the  ventriloquist,  he  throws  his  imagination 
out  of  himself,  and  makes  every  word  appear  to  proceed  from 
the  mouth  of  the  person  in  whose  name  it  is  given.     His  plays 
alone  are  properly  expressions  of  the  passions,  not  descriptions 
of  them.     His  characters  are  real  beings  of  flesh  and  blood ;  they 
speak  like  men,  not  like  authors.     One  might  suppose  that  he 
had  stood  by  at  the  time,  and  overheard  what  passed.    As  in  our 
dreams  we  hold  conversations  with  ourselves,  make  remarks,  or 
communicate  intelligence,  and  have  no  idea  of  the  answer  which 
^v/e  shall  receive,  and  which  we  ourselves  make,  till  we  hear  it 
* — so  the  dialogues  in  Shakspeare  are  carried  on  without  any 
consciousness  of  what  is  to  follow,  without  any  appearance  of 
preparation  or  premeditation.     The  gusts  of  passion  come  and 
go  like  sounds  of  music  borne  on  the  wind.     Nothing  is  made 
out  by  formal  inference  and  analogy,  by  climax  and  antithesis : 
all  comes,  or  seems  to  come,  immediately  from  nature.     Each 
object  and  circumstance  exists  in  his  mind,  as  it  would  have  ex- 
isted in  reality't  each  several  train  of  thought  and  feeling  goes 
on  of  itself,  without  confusion  or  effort     In  the  world  of  his  im- 
agination, everything  has  a  life,  a  place,  and  being  of  its  own  1 

Chaucer's  characters  are  sufficiently  distinct  from  one  another, 
but  they  are  too  little  varied  in  themselves,  too  much  like  identi- 
cal propositions.  They  are  consistent,  but  uniform ;  we  get  no 
new  idea  of  them  from  first  to  last ;  they  are  not  placed  in  dif- 
ferent lights,  nor  are  their  subordinate  traUs  brought  out  in  new 
situations ;  they  are  like  portraits  or  physiognomical  studies,  with 
the  distinguishing  features  marked  with  inconceivable  truth  and 
precision,  but  that  preserve  the  same  imaltered  air  and  attitude. 
Shakspeare's  are  historical  figures,  equally  true  oxkii  cotl^^\V()X 
put  Into  action^  where  every  nerve  and  niUBcVe  Sa  d[\g^^'^^V^xj^ 
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'the  struggle  with  dthers.  with  all  the  effect  of  collision  and  coih 
traBt,  with  every  variety  of  light  and  shade.  Chaucer^s  charac- 
tetts  are  narrative,  Shakspeare's  dramatic,  Miltdn's  epic.  That  is, 
Chaucer  told  only  as  much  of  his  story  as  he  pleased,  as  was  re^ 
quired  for  a  particular  purpose.  He  answered  for  his  charactera 
himself.  In  Shakspeare  they  are  introduced  upon  the  stage,  are 
liahle  to  he  asked  all  sorts  of  questions,  and  are  forced  to  answer 
for  themselves.  In  Chaucer  we  perceive  a  fixed  essence  of  char- 
acter. In  Shakspeare  there  is  a  continual  composition  and  de- 
composition of  its  elements,  a  fermentation  of  every  particle  in 
the  whole  mass,  by  its  alternate  affinity  or  antipathy  to  other 
principles  which  are  brought  in  contact  wit  it.  Till  the  experi* 
ment  is  tried,  we  do  not  know  the  result,  the  turn  which  the 
character  will  take  in  its  new  circumstances.  Milton  tbok  only 
a  few  simple  principles  of  character,  and  raised  them  to  the  ut- 
most conceivable  grandeur,  and  refined  them  from  every  base 
alloy.  His  imagination,  "nigh  sphered  in  Heaven,"  claimed 
kindred  only  with  what  he  saw  from  that  height,  and  could  raise 
to  the  same  elevation  with  itself.  He  sat  retired  and  kept  his 
state  alone,  "playing  with  wisdom ;"  while  Shakspeare  mingled 
with  the  crowd,  and  played  the  host,  "to  make  society  the  sweet- 
er welcome." 

The  passion  in  Shakspeare  is  of  the  same  nature  as  his  de- 
lineation of  character.  It  is  not  some  one  habitual  feeling,  or 
sentiment,  preying  upon.it&elf,  growing  out  of  itself,  and  mould- 
ing everything  tt)  itself;  it  is  passion  modified  by  passion,  by 
all'  the  other  feelings  to  which  the  individual  is  liable,  and  to 
which  others  are  liable  with  him ;  subject  to  all  the  fluctuations 
of  caprice  and  accident ;  calling  into  play  all  the  resources  of 
the  understanding  and  all  the  energies  of  the  will ;  irritated  by  ^ 
obstacles,  or  yielding  to  them ;  rising  fVom  small  beginnings  tb 
its  utmost  height ;  now  drunk  with  hope,  now  stung  to  mad- 
ness, now  sunk  in  despair,  now  blown  to  air  with  a  breath,  now 
raging  like  a  torrent.  The  human  soul  is  made  tiie  sport  of 
fortune,  the  prey  of  adversity :  it  is  stretched  on  the  wheel  of 
destiny,  in  restless  ecstasy     TVia  ^^"sisvoxis^x^Vcv^  ^tio^te  of  pro-     ; 

jection.     Years  are  melted  doviu  \o  motivsrox^^^tv^  «^«r^  K^^ssss. 

teems  with  fate.     We  knovr  \!^e  x^«a\\s,^^  ^  ^^  ^^'^^ 
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Tho^  after  lago  has  been  boasting  to  himself  of  the  effect  of 
iiis  poisonous  suggestions  on  the  mind  of  Othello,  '^  which,  with 
(a  little  act  upon  the  bloo4,  will  work  like  mines  of  sulphui:," 
kaddi 


"  Look  where  he  comes !  not  poppy,  nor  mandragora, 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  S3nrups  of  the  East, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  .thou  owfdst  yeiteiday." — 

And  he  enters  at  this  moment,  like  the  crested  serpent,  crown- 
ed with  his  wrongs  and  raging  for  revenge!     The  whole  ex- 
pends upon  the  turn  of  a  thought.     A  word,  a  look,  blows 
die  spark  of  jealousy  into  a  flame ;  and  the  explosion  is  immedi- 
ate and  terrible  as  a  volcano.     The  dialogues  in  Lear,  in  Mac- 
ieth,  that  between  Brutus  and  Cassius,  and  nearly  all  those  in 
Shakspeare,  where  the  interest  is  wrought  up  to  its  highest 
pitch,  aflford  examples  of  this  dramatic  fluctuation  of  passion. 
The  interest  in  Chaucer  is  quite  different ;  it  is  like  the  course 
of  a  river,  strong,  and  full,  and  increasing.     In  Shakspeare,  on 
the  contrary,  it  is  like  the  sea,  agitated  this  way  and  that,  and 
loud-lashed  by  furious  storms ;  while,  in  the  still  pauses  of  the 
blast,  we  distinguish  only  the  cries  of  despair,  or  the  silence  of 
death !     Milton,  on  the  other  hand,  takes  the  imaginative  part 
of  passion — that  which  remains  after  the  event,  which  the  mind 
feposes  on  when  all  is  over,  which  looks  upon  circumstances 
from  the  remotest  elevation  of  thought  and  fancy,  and  abstracts 
thena  from  the  world  of  action  to  that  of  contemplation.     The 
objects  of  dramatic  poetry  affect  us  by  sympathy,  by  their  near- 
ness to  ourselves,  as  they  take  us  by  surprise,  or  force  us  upon 
Action,  "  while  rage  with  rage  doth  sympathise :"  the  objects  of 
^pic  poetry  affect  us  through  the  medium  of  the  imagination, 
by   magnitude  and  distance,  by  their  permanence  and  uni- 
rearsality.    The  one  fill  us  with  terror  and  pity,  the  other  with 
^dnairation  and  delight.     There  are  certain  objects  that  strike 
the  imagination,  and  inspire  awe  in  the  very  idea  of  tjieixv.^  vql- 
4ependently  of  any  dramatic  interest,  that  ia,  oi  onj  c,c»ffiftRSssss>. 
with  the  vicissitudes  of  human  life.     For  iua\axlCt^^^^^  c»5sm;*. 
biak  ofJbe  fjmmids  of  Egypx^  of  a  Gatlusi  i3cuixv,^x»  v^wx  ^^ 
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Roman  encampment,  without  a  certain  emotion,  a  sense  of 
power  and  sublimity  coming  over  the  mind.  The  heavenly 
bodies  that  hang  over  our  heads  wherever  we  go,  and  "  in  their 
untroubled  element  shall  shine  when  we  are  laid  in  dust, 
and  all  our  cares  forgotten,"  affect  us  in  the  same  way.  Thus 
Satan's  address  to  the  Sun  has  an  epic,  not  a  dramatic  interest; 
for  though  the  second  person  in  the  dialogue  makes  no  answer 
and  feels  no  concern,  yet  the  eye  of  that  vast  luminary  is  upon 
him,  like  the  eye  of  Heaven,  and  seems  conscious  of  what  he 
says,  like  an  universal  presence.  Dramatic  poetry  and  epic,  in 
their  perfection,  indeed,  approximate  to  and  strengthen  one  an- 
other. Dramatic  poetry  borrows  aid  from  the  dignity  of  persons 
and  things,  as  the  heroic  does  from  human  passion,  ^ut  in 
theory  they  are  distinct.  When  Richard  II.  calls  for  the  look- 
ing-glass to  contemplate  his  faded  majesty  in  it,  and  bursts  into 
that  affecting  exclamation :  "  Oh,  that  I  were  a  mockery-king 
of  snow,  to  melt  away  before  the  sun  of  Bolingbroke,"  we  hare 
here  the  utmost  force  of  human  passion,  combined  with  the 
ideas  of  regal  splendour  and  fallen  power.  When  Milton  says 
of  Satan : 


tt 


His  form  had  not  yet  lost 


All  her  original  brightnera,  nor  appear'd 
Less  than  archangel  ruin'd,  and  th'  excess 
Of  gloiy  obscur'd ;" — 

the  mixture  of  beauty,  of  grandeur,  and  pathos,  from  the  sense 
of  irreparable  loss,  of  never-ending,  unavailing  regret,  is  perfect  ^ 
The  great  fault  of  a  modem  school  of  poetry  is  that  it  is  an  "^ 
experiment  to  reduce  poetry  to  a  mere  effusion  of  natural  sensi- 
bility ;  or,  what  is  worse,  to  divest  it  both  of  imaginary  splcn-  ^ 
dour  and  human  passion,  to  surround  the  meanest  objects  with  ^ 
the  morbid  feelings  and  devouring  egotism  of  the  writers'  own  ^ 
minds.     Milton  and  Shakspeare  did  not  so  understand  poetry.  *■ 
They  gave  a  more  liberal  interpretation  both  to  nature  and  art  ^ 
They  did  not  do  all  they  could  to  get  rid  of  the  one  and  Ae 
other,  to  fill  up  the  dieaty  ^o\dL  "wVCtv  ^^  "^^aw^^-C  thftir  own  ^ 
Minds,     They  owe  theii  ^po^ex  o^«t  ^^V\vm^TLTKav\>a^s^ 
huring  had  a  deepei  Bent»  ^wi  o\^w^oi^\»x-«^^«sA.\s^^^ 
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objects  of  nature,  or  affecting  in  the  events  of  hum^n  life.  But 
to  the  men  I  speak  of  there  is  nothing  interesting,  nothing  heroi* 
cal,  but  themselves.  To  them  the  fall  of  gods  or  of  great  men 
is  the  same.  They  do  not  enter  into  the  feeling.  They  cannot 
understand  the  terms.  They  are  even  debarred  from  the  last 
poor,  paltry  consolation  of  an  unmanly  triumph  over  fallen 
greatness ;  for  their  minds  reject,  with  a  convulsive  effort  and 
intolerable  loathing,  the  very  idea  that  there  ever  was,  or  was 
thought  to  be,  anything  superior  to  themselves.  All  that  has 
ever  excited  the  attention  or  admiration  of  the  world  they  look 
upon  with  the  most  perfect  indifference ;  and  they  are  surprised 
to  find  that  the  world  repays  their  indifference  with  scorn. 
^  With  what  measure  they  mete,  it  has  been  meted  to  them 
again." — 

Shakspeare's  imagination  is  of  the  same  plastic  kind  as  his 
conception  of  character  or  passion.  '^  It  glances  from  heaven  in 
earth,  from  earth  to  heaven."  Its  movement  is  rapid  and  de- 
vious. It  unites  the  most  opposite  extremes ;  or,  as  Puck  says, 
in  boasting  of  his  own  feats,  ''  puts  a  girdle  round  about  the 
earth  in  forty  minutes."  He  seems  always  hurrying  from  his 
subject,  even  while  describing  it ;  but  the  stroke,  like  the  light- 
lung's,  is  sure  as  it  is  sudden.  He  takes  the  widest  possible 
range,  but  from  that  very  range  he  has  his  choice  of  the  greatest 
Variety  and  aptitude  of  materials.  He  brings  together  images 
the  most  aUke,  but  placed  at  the  greatest  distance  from  each 
other ;  that  is,  found  in  circumstances  of  the  greatest  dissimili- 
tude. From  the  remoteness  of  his  combinations,  and  the  celerity 
with  which  they  are  effected,  they  coalesce  the  more  indissolu- 
bly  together.  The  more  the  thoughts  are  strangers  to  each 
other,  and  the  longer  they  have  been  kept  asunder,  the  more 
intimate  does  their  union  seem  to  become.  Their  felicity  is 
equal  to  their  force.  Their  likeness  is  made  more  dazzling  by 
their  novelty.  They  startle,  and  take  the  fancy  prisoner  in  the 
8aine  instant  I  will  mention  one  or  two  which  are  very  strik- 
ing, and  not  much  known,  out  of  Troilus  and  Cresaidau  ^i&L<^«& 
aays  to  AgvanenmoBf 
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'M  ask  that  I  may  waken  raverenc^, 
And  on  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blush, 
Modest  as  morning,  when  she  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus." 

IfJlysaes,  urging  Achilles  to  show  himself  in  ^e  ^eldj^ys— 

"  No  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing, 
Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others : 
Nor  doth  he  of  himself  know  them  for  aught, 
Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  the  applause, 
Where  they're  extended !  which  like  an  arch  reverberates 
The  voice  again,  or  like  a  gate  of  steel, 
JF^ronting  the  sun,  receives  and  renders  back 
Its  figure  and  its  heat." 

Patrocius  gives  the  indolent  warrior  the  same  advice. 

"  Rouse  yourself ;  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloose  his  amorous  fold, 
And  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  lion's  mane 
Be  shook  to  air." 

'Shakspeare's  language  and  versification  are  like  ^  rest  of  him. 
He  has  a  magic  power  over  words :  they  come  winged  at  his 
ibidding;  and  seem  to  know  their  places.  They  are  struck  out 
rat  a  heat,  on  the  spur  of  the  occasion,  and  have  all  the  truth  and 
-vividness  which  arise  from  an  actual  impression  of  the  dbjecte. 
His  epithets  and  single  phrases  are  like  sparkles,  thrown  cff 
from  an  imagination  fired  by  the  whirling  rapidity  of  its  own 
jnotion.  His  language  is  hierogl  yphical.  It  translates  thoughts 
into  visihle  images.  It  abounds  in  sudden  transitions  and  ellip- 
itical  expressions.  This  is  the  source  of  his  mixed  metaphoxs^ 
'^hich  are  only  abhreviated  forms  of  speech.  These,  howeyer, 
^ive  no  pain  from  long  custom.  They  have,  in  ifect,  become 
idioms  in  the  language.  They  are  the  huiiding,  ^nd  not  the 
tK»fiblding  to  thought.  We  take  the  meaning  and  effect  of « 
well-known  passage  entire,  and  no  more  stop  to  scan  and  spdl 
(imt  ithe  particular  words  and  phrases,  than  the  syllables  of  which 
they  are  composed.  In  trying  to  recollect  any  otheriauthor, one 
sometimes  stumbles,  in  case  oC  feilvxie,  otv  a  word  as  good.  In 
Shakspeaie^  any  othei  word  Wx  \ltka  Nxwa  atkfe^*S&  mx&  \a\fc 
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'Wrcmg.     If  any  body,  for  instance,  could  not  recollect  the  words 
of  the  following  description, 


C( 


Light  thickens, 


And  the  crow  makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood," 

b.e  would  be  greatly  at  a  loss  to  substitute  others  for  them  equal- 
ly expressive  of  the  feeling.  These  remarks,  however,  are 
strictly  applicable  only  to  the  impassioned  parts  of  Shakspeare's 
language,  which  flowed  from  the  warmth  and  originality  of  his 
imagination,  and  were  his  own.  The  language  used  for  prose 
conversation  and  ordinary  business  is  sometimes  technical,  and 
involved  in  the  affectation  of  the  time.  Compare,  for  example, 
Othello's  apology  to  the  senate,  relating  "  his  whole  course  of 
love,"  with  some  of  the  preceding  parts  relating  to  his  appoint- 
ment, and  the  official  dispatches  from  Cyprus.  In  this  respect, 
^  the  business  of  the  state  does  him  offence."  His  versification 
is  no  less  powerful,  sweet,  and  varied.  It  has  every  occasional 
excellence,  of  sullen  intricacy,  crabbed  and  perplexed,  or  of  the 
smoothest  and  loftiest  expansion — ^from  the  ease  and  familiarity 
of  measured  conversation  to  the  lyrical  sounds 


" Of  ditties  highly  penned, 

Sung  by  a  fair  queen  in  a  summer's  bower, 
With  ravishing  division  to  her  lute." 

It  is  the  only  blank  verse  in  the  language,  except  Milton's,  that 
for  itself  is  readable.  It  is  not  stately  and  uniformly  swelling 
like  his,  but  varied  and  broken  by  thb  inequalities  of  the  ground 
it  has  to  pass  over  in  its  uncertain  course, 

"  And  so  by  many  winding  nooks  it  strays, 
"With  willing  sport  to  the  wild  ocean." 

It  remains  to  speak  of  the  faults  of  Shakspeare.  They  are 
not  so  many  or  so  great  as  they  have  been  represented ;  what 
there  are  are  chiefly  owing  to  the  following  causes : — The  imi- 
Tersality  of  his  genius  was,  perhaps,  a  disadvantage  to  his  single 
works ;  the  variety  of  his  resources,  sometimes  diverting  him 
firom  applying  them  to  the  most  effectual  purposes.  ^^  xKi!^ 
he  said  to  combine  the  powers  oi  .^schyloa  and  ^jnsEto^S^tsAX^^ 
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of  Dante  and  RabelaiB,  in  his  own  mind.  If  he  had  been  only 
half  what  he  was,  he  would  perhaps  have  appeared  greater. 
The  natural  ease  and  indifference  of  his  temper  made  him 
sometimes  less  scrupulous  than  he  might  have  been.  He  is  re- 
laxed and  careless  in  critical  places ;  he  is  in  earnest  throughout 
only  in  Timon,  Macbeth,  and  Lear.  Again,  he  had  no  models 
of  acknowledged  excellence  constantly  in  view  to  stimulate  his 
efforts,  and,  by  all  that  appears,  no  love  of  &me.  He  wrdte  for 
the  '^  great,  Fulgar  and  the  small,"  in  his  time,  not  for  posterity. 
If  Clueen  Elizabeth  and  the  maids  of  honour  laughed  heartily 
at  his  worst  jokes,  and  the  catcalls  in  the  gallery  were  silent  at 
his  best  passages,  he  went  home  satisfied,  and  slept  the  n^ 
night  well.  He  did  not  trouble  himself  about  Voltaire's  criti- 
cisms. He  was  willing  to  take  advantage  of  the  ignorance  of 
the  age  in  many  things ;  and  if  his  plays  pleased  others,  not  to 
quarrel  with  them  himself.  His  very  &cility  of  production 
would  make  him  set  less  value  on  his  own  excellences,  and  not 
care  to  distinguish  nicely  between  what  he  did  well  or  UL  His 
blunders  in  chronology  and  geography  do  not  amoimt  to  ahove 
half  a  dozen,  and  they  are  offences  against  chronology  and 
geography,  not  against  poetry.  As  to  the  unities,  he  was  right 
in  setting  them  at  defiance.  He  was  fonder  of  puns  than  he- 
came  so  great  a  man.  His  barbarisms  were  those  of  his  age. 
His  genius  was  his  own.  He  had  no  objection  to  float  down 
with  the  stream  of  common  taste  and  opinion :  he  rose  above  it 
by  his  own  buoyancy,  and  an  impulse  which  he  could  not  keep 
under,  in  spite  of  himself  or  others,  and  '<  his  delights  did  show 
most  dolphin-like." 

He  had  an  equal  genius  for  comedy  and  tragedy ;  and  his  tra- 
gedies are  better  than  his  comedies,  because  tragedy  is  hetter 
than  comedy.  His  female  characters,  which  have  been  found 
&ttlt  with  as  insipid,  are  the  finest  in  the  world.  Lastly,  Shak- 
epeaiQ  was  the  least  of  a  coxcomb  of  any  one  that  ever  lived, 
and  much  of  a  gentleman. 

Shakspeare  discovers  in  his  writings  little  religious  enthui- 

asm,  and  an  indifference  to  personal  reputation  ]  he  had  none 

cf  the  bigotry  of  his  age,  and  his  ^litical  prejudices  were  not 

vaiy  Jtfiosg.    la  these  ies|^c;\»)  aa^^  %a  m  «^^t]  ^:i^GlS5l^H^ 
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.ed  a  direct  contrast  to  Milton.  Milton's  works  are  a  per- 
al  invocation  to  the  Muses ;  a  hymn  to  Fame.  He  had  his 
ghts  constantly  fixed  on  the  contemplation  of  the  Hebrew 
cracy,  and  of  a  perfect  commonwealth ;  and  he  seized  the 
with  a  hand  just  warm  from  the  touch  of  the  ark  of  faith, 
religious  zeal  infused  its  character  into  his  imagination ;  so 
he  devotes  himself  with  the  same  sense  of  duty  to  the  cul* 
ion  of  his  genius,  as  he  did  to  the  exercise  of  virtue,  or  the 
L  of  his  country.  The  spirit  of  the  ^t,  the  patriot,  and  the 
het,  vied  with  each  other  in  his  breast  His  mind  appears 
sive  held  equal  communion  with  the  inspired  writers,  and 
I  the  bards  and  sages  of  ancient  Greece  and  Rome ; —  * 

"  Blind  Thamyrifl,  and  blind  Moeonides, 
And  Tiresias,  and  Phineus,  prophets  old.** 

bad  a  high  standard,  with  which  he  was  always  comparing 
self,  nothing  short  of  which  could  satisfy  his  jealous  ambitic 


" Sad  task,  yet  argument 

Not  less,  but  more  heroic,  than  the  wrath 
Of  stem  Achilles  on  his  foe  pursued, 
If  answerable  still,  I  can  obtain. 

Unless  an  age  too  late,  or  cold 

Climate,  or  years,  damp  my  extended  wing." 

thought  of  nobler  forms  and  nobler  things  than  those  he 
id  about  him.  He  lived  apart,  in  the  solitude  of  his  own 
Lghts,  carefully  excluding  from  his  mind  whatever  might 
"act  its  purposes  or  alloy  its  purity,  or  damp  its  zeal.  '^  With 
cness  and  with  dangers  compassed  round,''  he  had  the  mighty 
[els  of  antiquity  always  present  to  his  thoughts,  and  deter- 
ed  to  raise  a  monument  of  equal  height  and  glory,  '^  piling 
ivery  stone  of  lustre  from  the  brook,"  for  the  delight  and 
ider  of  posterity.  He  had  girded  himself  up,  and,  as  it 
e,  sanctified  his  genius  to  this  service  from  his  youth.  ^'  For 
r,''  he  says,  "  I  had  from  my  first  years,  by  the  Ceaseless  dili- 
ze  and  care  of  my  father,  been  exercised  to  the  tongues,  and 
e  sciences^  as  my  age  could  suffer,  by  sunAr^  xxvas^jsr^  vxA 
her^  It  was  found  that  whether  aught  waa  YEaposedi  \r^TL  tcl^ 
\em,  or  betaken  to  of  my  own  choice,  t\ie  «*Y^^  Vf  c«twaa 
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idtal  signs  it  had,  was  likely  to  live ;  but  much  latelier,  in  the 
private  academies  of  Italy,  perceiving  that  some  trifles  which  I 
had  in  memory,  composed  at  under  twenty  or  thereabout,  met 
with  acceptance  above  what  was  looked  for ;  I  began  thus  far 
to  assent  both  to  them  and  divers  of  my  friends  here  at  home, 
and  not  less  to  an  inward  prompting  which  now  grew  daily 
upon  me,  that  by  labour  and  intense  study  (which  I  take  to  be 
my  portion  in  this  life,)  joined  with  the  strong  propensity  of  na- 
ture, I  might  perhaps  leave  something  so  written  to  after-times 
as  they  should  not  willingly  let  it  die.  The  accomplishment 
of  these  intentions,  which  have  lived  within  me  ever  since  I 
could  conceive  myself  anything  worth  to  my  country,  lies  not 
but  in  a  power  above  man's  to  promise  ;  but  that  none  hath  by 
more  studious  ways  endeavoured,  and  with  more  unwearied 
spirit  that  none  shall,  that  I  dare  almost  aver  of  myself,  as  far  as 
life  and  free  leisure  will  extend.  Neither  do  I  think  it  shame  to 
covenant  with  any  knowing  reader,  that  for  some  few  years  yet, 
I  may  go  on  trust  with  him  toward  the  payment  of  what  I  am 
now  indebted,  as  being  a  work  not  to  be  raised  from  the  heat  of 
youth  or  the  vapours  of  wine ;  like  that  which  flows  at  waste 
from  the  pen  of  some  vulgar  amourist,  or  the  trencher  fury  of  a 
rhyming  parasite,  nor  to  be  obtained  by  the  invocation  of  Dame 
Memory  and  her  Siren  daughters,  but  by  devout  prayer  to  that 
eternal  Spirit  who  can  enrich  with  all  utterance  and  knowledge, 
and  sends  out  his  Seraphim  with  the  haHowed  fire  of  his  altar, 
to  touch  and  purify  the  lips  of  whom  he  pleases :  to  this  must 
be  added  industrious  and  select  reading,  steady  observation,  and 
insight  ihto  all  seemly  and  generous  arts  and  afllairs.  Although 
it  nothing  content  me  to  have  disclosed  thus  much  beforehand; 
but  that  I  trust  hereby  to  make  it  manifest  with  what  small 
willingness  I  endured  to  interrupt  the  pursuit  of  no  less  hopes 
than  these,  and  leave  a  calm  and  pleasing  solitariness,  fed  with 
cheerful  and  confident  thoughts,  to  embark  in  a  troubled  sea  of 
noises  and  hoarse  disputes,  from  beholding  the  bright  counte- 
nance of  truth  in  the  quiet  and  still  air  of  delightful  studies." 
So  that  of  Spenser: 

**  The  noble  heart  tYvat  Ywci^joxxta  votoiav^  ^a>a^^ 
And  is  with  cYiM  of  g\oTv.w»  ^e8X.mVsri\., 
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Can  never  rest  until  it  forth  have  brought 
The  eternal  brood  of  glory  excellent." 

Milton,  therefore,  did  not  write  from  casual  impulse,  but  after 
a  severe  examination  of  his  own  strength,  and  with  a  resolution 
to  leave  nothing  undone  which  it  was  in  his  power  to  do.     He 
always  labours,  and  almost  always  succeeds.     He  strives  hard 
to  say  the  finest  things  in  the  world,  and  he  does  say  them. 
He  adorns  and  dignifies  his  subject  to  the  utmost :  he  surrounds 
it  with  every  possible  association  of  beauty  or  grandeur,  whether 
moral,  intellectual,  or  physical.     He  refines  on  his  descriptions 
of  beauty;  loading  sweets  on  sweets,  till  the  sense  aches  at 
them  ]  and  raises  his  images  of  terror  to  a  gigantic  elevation,  that 
"  makes  Ossa  like  a  wart."     In  Milton,  there  is  always  an  ap- 
pearance of  effort :  in  Shakspeare,  scarcely  any. 

Milton  has  borrowed  more  than  any  other  writer,  and  exhaust- 
ed every  source  of  imitation,  sacred  or  profane  ;  yet  he  is  per- 
fectly distinct  from  every  other  writer.  He  is  a  writer  of  centos, 
and  yet  in  originality  scarcely  inferior  to  Homer.  The  power 
of  his  mind  is  stamped  on  every  line.  The  fervour  of  his  imagi- 
nation melts  down  and  renders  malleable,  as  in  a  furnace,  the 
most  contradictory  materials.  In  reading  his  works,  we  feel 
ourselves  under  the  influence  of  a  mighty  intellect,  that  the 
nearer  it  approaches  to  others,  becomes  more  distinct  from  them. 
The  quantity  of  art  in  him  shows  the  strength  of  his  genius :  the 
weight  of  his  intellectual  obligations  would  have  oppressed  any 
other  writer.  Milton's  learning  has  all  the  effect  of  intuition. 
He  describes  objects,  of  which  he  could  only  have  read  in  books, 
with  the  vividness  of  actual  observation.  His  imagination  has 
the  force  of  nature.     He  makes  words  tell  as  pictures. 

"  Him  followed  Rimmon,  whose  delightful  seat 
Was  fair  Damascus,  on  the  fertile  banks 
Of  Abbana  and  Pharphar,  lucid  streams." 

The  word  lucid  here  gives  to  the  idea  all  the  sparkling  effect  of 
the  most  perfect  landscape. 
And  again : 

"As  when  a  vulture  on  Imaus  bred, 
Whose  snowy  ridge  the  roving  Tartar  \>o\md». 
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Diilodging  ftmn  a  regkm  scaxce  of  prey, 

To  gorge  the  flesh  of  lambs  and  yeanling  kids 

On  hills  where  flocks  are  M^/Ues  towards  the  springs 

Of  Ganges  cr  HydaspeSj  Indian  strearns; 

But  in  his  way  lights  on  the  barren  plains 

CfSericana,  where  CHneses  drive 

With  sails  and  wind  their  can/y  wagom  light,^ 

Milton  had  taken  a  journey  for  the  express  purpose,  he  could 
not  have  described  this  scenery  and  mode  of  life  better.  Such 
passages  are  like  demonstrations  of  natural  history.  Instances 
might  be  multiplied  without  end. 

There  is  also  a  decided  tone  in  his  descriptions,  an  eloquent 
dogmatism,  as  if  the  poet  spoke  from  thorough  conviction,  which 
Milton  probably  derived  from  his  spirit  of  partisanship,  or  else 
his  spirit  of  partisanship  from  the  natural  firmness  and  vehe 
mence  of  his  mind.  In  this  Milton  resembles  Dante  (the  only 
one  of  the  modems  with  whom  he  has  anything  in  common,) 
and  it  is  remarkable  that  Dante,  as  well  as  Milton,  was  a  politi- 
cal partisan.  That  approximation  to  the  severity  of  impassioned 
prose,  which  has  been  made  an  objection  to  Milton's  poetry,  is 
one  of  its  chief  excellencies. 

We  might  be  tempted  to  suppose  that  the  vividness  with 
which  he  describes  visible  objects  was  owing  to  their  having  ac- 
quired an  unusual  degree  of  strength  in  his  mind,  after  the  pri- 
vation of  his  sight ;  but  we  find  the  same  palpableness  and  truth 
in  the  descriptions  which  occur  in  his  early  poems.  In  Lycidas 
he  speaks  of  "  the  great  vision  of  the  guarded  mount,"  with  that 
preternatural  weight  of  impression  with  which  it  would  present 
itself  suddenly  to  "  the  pilot  of  some  small  night-foundered  skiff:" 
and  the  lines  in  the  Penseroso,  describing  ''the  wandering 


moon," 


"  Riding  near  her  highest  noon, 
Like  one  that  had  heen  led  astray 

Through  the  heaven's  wide  pathless  way," 

i 

are  as  if  he  had  gazed  himself  blind  in  looking  at  her.     There 
is  also  the  same  depth  oi  impx^BisioTi  mVS^  ^'^'^^^v^tlons  of  the  ob- 
jecis  of  all  the  differenl  senses,  N«i\i<fc\)!afit  e^wxt^^  at  ^xsxs^v,^^ 
smells — the  same  a\)Sorp\iotv  oi  VHa  xmxA  Vsv  ^V^\^^«t  ^i^sg^s^ 
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liis  attention  at  the  time.  Milton  had  as  much  of  what  is  meant 
tj  gusto  as  any  poet*  He  forms  the  most  intense  conception  of 
things,  and  then  embodies  them  by  a  single  stroke  of  his  pen. 
He  has  an  inveterate  attachment,  to  the  objects  he  describes  and 
to  the  words  describing  them : 

"  Wild  above  rule  or  ait,  enemums  bliM." 

It  has  been  indeed  objected  to  Milton,  by  a  common  perver- 
sity of  criticism,  that  his  ideas  were  musical  rather  than  pic- 
turesque, as  if^  because  they  were  in  the  highest  degree  musical, 
they  must  be  (to  keep  the  sage  critical  balance  even,  and  to  allow 
no  one  man  to  possess  two  qualities  at  the  same  time)  proportion- 
ably  deficient  in  other  respects. — But  Milton's  poetry  is  not  cast 
in  any  such  narrow,  common-place  mould ;  it  is  not  so  barren  of 
resources.  His  worship  of  the  Muse  was  not  so  simple  or  con- 
fined. A  sound  arises  '^  like  a  steam  of  rich  distilled  perfumei^ ;" 
we  hear  the  pealing  organ,  but  the  incense  on  the  altars  is  also 
there,  and  the  statues  of  the  gods  are  ranged  around !  The  ear 
indeed  predominates  over  the  eye,  because  it  is  more  immedi- 
ately affected,  and  because  the  language  of  music  blends  more 
immediately  with,  and  forms  a  more  natural  accompaniment  to, 
the  variable  and  indefinite  associations  of  ideas  conveyed  by 
words.  But  where  the  associations  of  the  imagination  are  not 
the  principal  thing,  the  individual  object  is  given  by  Milton  with 
equal  force  and  beauty.  The  strongest  and  best  proof  of  this, 
as  a  characteristic  power  of  his  mind,  is,  that  the  persons  of  Ad- 
am and  Eve,  of  Satan,  &c.,  are  always  accompanied,  in  our  im- 
agination, with  the  grandeur  of  the  naked  figure  ;  they  convey 
to  us  the  idea  of  sculpture.     As  an  instance,  take  the  following : 


CI 
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Saw  within  ken  a  glorious  Angel  stand, 
The  same  whom  John  saw  also  in  the  sun : 
His  back  was  turned,  but  not  his  brightness  Hid ; 
Of  beaming  sunny  rays  a  golden  tiar 
Circled  his  head,  nor  less  his  locks  behind 

*Thein£mte  quantity  of  dramatic  invention  in  BYuBkt^tAXftXskksAlKSiSL 
Jutgu^.    The  power  be  delighta  to  show  is  not  intenae,\sWt  fiaacoasKS^.  ^^Ss^ 
never  iaauita  on  anything  aa  much  as  he  might,  exce^  •.  <^>t^"&i 
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Illustrious  on  his  shoulders  fledge  with  wings 

Lay  waving  round ;  on  some  great  charge  employ 'd 

He  seem'd,  or  fix'd  in  cogitation  deep. 

Glad  was  the  spirit  impure,  as  now  in  hope 

To  find  who  might  direct  his  wand'ring  flight 

To  Paradise,  the  happy  seat  of  man 

His  journey's  end,  and  our  beginning  woe. 

But  flrst  he  casts  to  change  his  proper  shape, 

Which  else  might  work  him  danger  or  delay : 

And  now  a  stripling  cherub  he  appears, 

Not  of  the  prime,  yet  such  as  in  his  face 

Youth  smiled  celestial,  and  to  every  limb 

Suitable  grace  diffus'd,  so  well  he  feign'd : 

Under  a  coronet  his  flowing  hair 

In  curls  on  either  cheek  play'd ;  wings  he  wore 

Of  many  a  colour'd  plume  sprinkled  with  gold. 

His  habit  fit  for  speed  succinct,  and  held 

Before  his  decent  steps  a  silver  wand." 

The  figures  introduced  here  have  all  the  elegance  and  precis- 
ion of  a  Greek  statue ;  glossy  and  impurpled,  tinged  with  gold- 
en light,  and  musical  as  the  strings  of  Memnon's  harp! 

Again,  nothing  can  be  more  magnificent  than  the  portrait  of 
Beelzebub : 

"  With  Atlantean  shoulders  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  mightiest  monarchies :'' 

Or  the  comparison  of  Satan,  as  he  "  lay  floating  many  a  rood," 
to  "  that  sea  beast,"     * 

"  Leviathan,  which  Qod  of  all  his  works 
Created  hugest  that  swim  the  ocean-stream !" 

What  a  force  of  imagination  is  there  in  this  last  expression  I 
What  an  idea  it  conveys  of  the  size  of  that  hugest  of  created  be- 
ings, as  if  it  shrunk  up  the  ocean  to  a  stream,  and  took  up  the 
sea  in  its  nostrils  as  a  very  little  thing !  Force  of  style  is  one 
of  Milton's  greatest  excellences.  Hence,  perhaps,  he  stimulates 
us  more  in  the  reading,  and  les3  afterwards.  The  way  to  de- 
fend Milton  against  all  impugners  is  to  take  down  the  book  and 
Head  it. 

Milton's  blank  verse  i8\\ieoT^-Y\^'Kc^^^"t^^^'c^'^'i\^a^^ 
(except  Shakspeare's)  tSaal  de^xv^^  \)cvft  xi^twi  ^l  -«^:^.  ^« 
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ison,  who  had  modelled  his  ideas  of  vendfication  on  the 
liar  sing-song  of  Pope,  condemns  the  Paradise  Lost  as  harsh 
unequal.  I  shall  not  pretend  to  say  that  this  is  not  some- 
8  the  case ;  for  where  a  degree  of  excellence  beyond  the 
hanical  rules  of  art  is  attempted,  the  poet  must  sometimes 
But  I  imagine  that  there  are  more  perfect  examples  in 
on  of  musical  expression,  or  of  an  adaptation  of  the  sound 
movement  of  the  verse  to  the  meaning  of  the  passage,  than 
Jl  our  other  writers,  whether  qf  rhyme  or  blank  verse,  put 
ither  (with  the  exception  already  mentioned.)  Spenser  is 
most  harmonious  of  our  stanza  writers,  as  Dryden  is  the 
t  sounding  and  varied  of  our  rh3rmists.  But  in  neither  is 
e  any  thing  like  the  same  ear  for  music,  the  same  power  of 
roximating  the  varieties  of  poetical,  to  those  of  musical, 
thm,  as  there  is  in  our  great  epic  poei  The  sound  of  his 
s  is  moulded  into  the  expression  of  the  sentiment,  almost  of 
very  image.  They  rise  or  fall,  pause  or  hurry  rapidly  on, 
1  exquisite  art,  but  without  the  least  trick  or  affectation,  as 
occasion  seems  to  require, 
^he  following  are  some  of  the  finest  instances : 

« His  hand  was  known 

In  heaven  by  many  a  tower'd  structure  high ; — 

Nor  was  his  name  unheard  or  unador'd 

In  ancient  Greece :  and  in  the  Ausonian  land 

Men  called  him  Mulciber :  and  how  he  fell 

From  Heaven,  they  fabled,  thrown  by  angry  Jove 

Sheer  o'er  the  crystal  battlements ;  from  morn 

To  noon  he  fell,  from  noon  to  dewy  eve, 

A  sunmier's  day ;  and  with  the  setting  sun 

Dropt  from  the  zenith  like  a  falling  star 

On  Lemnos,  the  ^gean  isle :  thus  they  relate, 

Erring."— 

" But  chief  the  spacious  hall 

Thick  swarm'd,  both  on  the  ground  and  in  the  air, 
Brush'd  with  the  hiss  of  rustling  wings.    As  bees 
In  spring  time,  when  the  sun  with  Taurus  rides. 
Pour  forth  their  populous  youth  about  the  hive 
In  clusters ;  they  among  fr^h  dews  and  fLoWtft 
Fljr  to  and  fro :  or  on  the  smoothed  plank, 
The  suburb  of  their  straw-built  citadel, 
Newrubb'd  with  balm,  expatiate  and  conieac 
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Their  ftete  ftffain .    80  thick  the  any  aowd 
Swann'd  and  were  straitened ;  till  the  signal  giVn, 
Behold  a  wonder !    They  but  now  who  seem'd 
In  bigness  to  surpass  earth's  giant  sons, 
Now  less  than  smallest  dwarfsj  in  narrow  room 
Throng  ntunberiess,  like  that  Pygmean  race 
Beyond  the  Indian  mount,  or  faiiy  ehres, 
Whose  midnight  revels  by  a  forest  side 
>r  fountain,  some  belated  peasant  sees, 
Jt  dreams  he  sees,  while  over-head  the  moon 
Sits  arbitress,  and  nearer  to  the  earth 
Wheels  her  pale  course :  they  on  thdr  mirth  and  dance 
Intent,  with  jocund  music  chann  his  ear ; 
At  once  with  joy  and  fear  his  heart  rebounds/' 

I  can  only  give  another  instance,  though  I  have  some  diffi- 
culty in  leaving  off 

*^  Round  he  surveys  (and  well  might,  where  he  stood 
So  high  above  the  circling  canopy 
Of  night's  extended  shade)  from  th'  eastern  point 
Oriibra  to  the  fleecy  star  that  bears 
Andromeda  &r  off  Atlantic  seas 
Beyond  the  horizon :  then  from  pole  to  pole 
He  views  in  breadth,  and  without  longer  pause 
Down  right  into  the  world's  first  region  throws 
His  flight  precipitant,  and  winds  with  ease 
Through  the  pure  marble  air  his  oblique  way 
Amongst  innumerable  stars  that  shone 
Stars  distant,  but  nigh  hand  seem'd  other  worlds ; 
Or  other  worlds  they  seem'd  or  happy  isles,"  dec. 

The  verse,  in  this  exquisitely  modulated  passage,  floats  up 
and  down  as  if  it  had  itself  wings.  Milton  has  himself  given 
us  the  theory  of  his  versification — 

'*  Such  as  the  meeting  soul  may  perce 
In  notes  with  many  a  winding  bout 
Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out" 

Dr.  Johnson  and  Pope  would  have  converted  his  vaulting 

Pegasus  into  a  rocking-horse.    Read  any  other  blank  verse  but 

Milton% — Thomson^s,  Yowivgfs^  Ck^^^t's^  Wordsworth^s,— 

and  it  will  be  found,  from  \ke  ^«»X  oS.  ^^  ^mel^  Vjms^Ns^ 

« the  bidden  soul  of  harmoiiyj^  \o  >t»  m«^ Vass^Ta%\^«!i^ 


i 
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To  proceed  to  a  consideratioa  of  the  merits  of  Paradise  Lost, 
in  the  most  essential  point  of  view,!  mean  as  to  the  poetry  of 
character  and  passion.  I  shall  say  nothing  of  the  fable,  or  of 
dker  technical  objections  or  excellences ;  but  I  shall  try  to  ex* 
plain  at  once  the  foundation  of  the  interest  belonging  to  the 
poem.  I  am  ready  to  give  up  the  dialogues  in  Heaven,  where, 
as  Pope  justly  observes,  "  God  the  Father  turns  a  school-divine ;" 
nor  do  I  consider  the  battle  of  the  angels  as  the  climax  of  sub- 
limity, or  the  most  successful  effort  of  Milton's  pen.  In  a  word, 
the  interest  of  the  poem  arises  from  the  daring  ambition  and 
fierce  passions  of  Satan,  and  from  the  account  of  the  paradisaical 
happiness,  and  the  loss  of  it  by  our  first  parents.  Three-fourths 
of  the  work  are  taken  up  with  these  characters,  and  nearly  all 
that  relates  to  them  is  unmixed  sublimity  and  beauty.  The 
two  first  books  alone  are  like  two  massy  pillars  of  solid  gold. 

Satan  is  the  most  heroic  subject  that  ever  was  chosen  for  a 
poem ;  and  the  execution  is  as  perfect  as  the  design  is  lofty.  He 
^'wis  the  first  of  created  beings,  who,  for  endeavouring  to  be  equal 
"*nA  the  highest,  and  to  divide  the  empire  of  heaven  with  the 
Almighty,  was  hurled  down  to  helL  His  aim  was  no  less  than 
the  throne  of  the  universe;  his  means,  myriads  of  angelic 
armies  bright,  the  third  part  of  the  heavens,  whom  he  lured 
'ifter  him  with  his  countenance,  and  who  durst  defy  the  Omni-  % 
potent  in  arms  His  ambition  was  the  greatest,  and  his  punish- 
ment was  the  greatest ;  but  not  so  his  despair,  for  his  fortitude 
'vns  as  great  as  his  sufiTerings.  His  strength  of  mind  was 
matchless  as  his  strength  of  body;  the  vastness  of  his  de* 
signs  did  not  surpass  the  firm,  inflexible  determination  with 
which  he  submitted  to  his  irreversible  doom,  and  final  loss  of  all 
good.  His  power  of  action  and  of  sufiering  was  equal.  He 
was  the  greatest  power  that  was  ever  overthrown,  with  the 
strongest  will  left  to  resist  or  to  endure.  He  was  baffled,  not 
confounded.    He  stood  like  a  tower ;  or 

" As  when  Heaven's  fire 

Hath  scathed  the  forest  oaks  or  mountain  ^vasA." 

Hie  is  still  surrouDded  with  hosts  of  rebel  ange\%,«im'&ftL'^R«cnss«^ 
fha  own  Mm  as  their  sovereign  leader,  and  vAioafe  ia3ife\ift  «f«»? 
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pathises  as  he  views  them  round,  far  as  the  eye  can  reach; 
though  he  keeps  aloof  from  them  in  his  own  mind,  and  holds 
supreme  counsel  only  with  his  own  breast  An  outcast  from 
Heaven,  Hell  trembles  beneath  his  feet,  Sin  and  Death  are  at 
his  heels,  and  mankind  are  his  easy  prey. 

"  AH  is  not  lost ;  th'  unconquerable  will, 
And  study  of  revenge,  immortal  hate, 
And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield, 
And  what  else  is  not  to  be  overcome/' 

are  still  his.  The  sense  of  his  punishment  seems  lost  in  the 
magnit;ide  of  it ;  the  fierceness  of  tormenting  flames  is  qualified 
and  made  innoxious  by  the  greater  fierceness  of  his  pride ;  the 
loss  of  infinite  happiness  to  himself  is  compensated  in  thought 
by  the  power  of  inflicting  infinite  misery  on  others.  Yet  Satan 
is  not  the  principle  of  malignity,  or  of  the  abstract  love  of  evil, 
but  of  the  abstract  love  of  power,  of  pride,  of  self-will  personi- 
fied, to  which  last  principle  all  other  good  and  evil,  and  even  his 
own,  are  subordinate.  From  this  principle  he  never  once 
flinches.  His  love  of  power  and  contempt  for  sufifering  are 
never  once  relaxed  from  the  highest  pitch  of  intensity.  His 
thoughts  burn  like  a  hell  within  him  ;  but  the  power  of  thought 
iholds  dominion  in  his  mind  over  every  other  consideration.  The 
consciousness  of  a  determined  purpose,  of  "  that  intellectual  be- 
ing, those  thoughts  that  wander  through  eternity,"  though 
accompanied  with  endless  pain,  he  prefers  to  nonentity,  to  "  be- 
ing swallowed  up  and  lost  in  the  \vide  womb  of  uncreated 
night."  He  expresses  the  sum  and  substance  of  all  ambition  in 
one  line.  "  Fallen  cherub,  to  be  weak  is  miserable,  doing  or 
sufifering !"  After  such  a  conflict  as  his,  and  such  a  defeat,  to 
retreat  in  order,  to  rally,  to  make  terms,  to  exist  at  all,  is  some- 
thing ;  but  he  does  more  than  this — he  founds  a  new  empire  in 
hell,  and  from  it  conquers  this  new  world,  whither  he  bends  his 
undaunted  flight,  forcing  his  way  through  nether  and  surround- 
ing fires.  The  poet  has  not  in  all  this  given  us  a  mere  shadowy 
outline ;  the  strength,  is  ec\]aa.lto  the  magnitude  of  the  conception. 
The  Achilles  of  Homer  is  not.  mot^  ^^sXYaRX\  ^^  ^\\sv.\>a  ^«fc 
lot  more  vast ;  Prometheus,  c\iame^vo\jc^TQ^^^^^N.^Ts^^ 
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terrific  example  of  suffering  and  of  crime.  Wherever  the  figure 
of  Satan  is  introduced,  whether  he  walks  or  flies,  "  rising  aloft 
incumbent  on  the  dusky  air,  it  is  illustrated  with  the  most  stri- 
Idng  and  appropriate  images :  so  that  we  see  it  always  before 
lis,  gigantic,  irregular,  portentous,  uneasy  and  disturbed — ^but 
dazzling  in  its  faded  splendour,  the  clouded  ruins  of  a  god.  The 
deformity  of  Satan  is  only  in  the  depravity  of  his  will ;  he  has 
DO  bodily  deformity  to  excite  our  loathing  or  disgust.  The 
Lorns  and  tail  are  not  there,  poor  emblems  of  the  unbending, 
unconquered  spirit,  of  the  writhing  agonies  within.  Milton  was 
too  magnanimous  and  open  an  antagonist  to  support  his  argu- 
ment by  the  by-tricks  of  a  hump  and  cloven  foot ;  to  bring  into 
the  fair  field  of  controversy  the  good  old  catholic  prejudices  of 
which  Tasso  and  Dante  have  availed  themselves,  and  which  the 
mystic  German  critics  would  restore.  He  relied  on  the  justice 
of  his  cause,  and  did  not  scruple  to  give  the  devil  his  due. 
Some  persons  may  think  that  he  has  carried  his  liberality  too 
far,  and  injured  the  cause  he  professed  to  espouse  by  making 
him  the  chief  person  in  his  poem.  Considering  the  nature  of 
his  subject,  he  would  be  equally  in  danger  of  running  into  this 
fault,  from  his  faith  in  religion,  and  his  love  of  rebellion  ;  and 
perhaps  each  of  these  motives  had  its  full  share  in  determining 
the  choice  of  his  subject. 

Not  only  the  figure  of  Satan,  but  his  speeches  in  council,  his 
soliloquies,  his  address  to  Eve,  his  share  in  the  war  in  heaven, 
or, in  the  fall  of  man,  show  the  same  decided  superiority  of  char- 
acter. To  give  only  one  instance,  alniost  the  first  speech  he 
makes: 

"  Is  this  the  region,  this  the  soil,  the  clime, 
Said  then  the  lost  archangel,  this  the  seat 
That  we  must  change  for  Heaven ;  this  mournful  gloom 
For  that  celestial  light  1    Be  it  so,  since  he 
fVlio  now  is  sov'rain  can  dispose  and  bid 
What  shall  he  right :  farthest  from  him  is  best 
Whom  reason  hath  equal'd,  force  hath  made  supreme  ^ 

Above  his  equals.    Farewell  happy  fields, 
Where  joy  for  ever  dwells  I    ttail  horrotB,  liwl. 
ufemal  world !  and  thou,  profoimdedt  HeW, 
ldeeiv0thjr  new  possessor ;  <me  wh6  Ijiinga 
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A  mind  not  to  be  chuig'd  by  pUce  or  time. 
The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  a  Heav'n  of  Hell,  a  Hell  of  HeaVn. 
What  matter  where,  if  I  be  still  the  same, 
And  what  I  should  be,  all  but  less  than  he 
Whom  thunder  hath  made  greater  1    Here  at  least 
We  shall  be  free;  th'  Ahoighty  hath  not  buiH 
Here  for  His  envy,  will  not  drive  us  hence : 
Here  we  may  reign  secure,  and  in  my  choice 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  Hell : 
Better  to  reign  in  Hell  than  serve  in  Heaven." 

The  whole  of  the  speeches  and  debates  in  Pandemonlhm  aie 
well  worthy  of  the  place  and  the  occasion — ^with  gods  for  speak- 
ers, and  angels  and  archangels  for  hearers.  There  is  a  decided 
manly  tone  in  the  arguments  and  sentiments,  an  eloquent  dog' 
^atism,  as  if  each  person  spoke  from  thorough  conviction.  The 
author  might  here  turn  his  philippics  against  Salmasius  to  good 
account  The  rout  in  Heaven  is  like  the  fall  of  some  mighty 
structure,  nodding  to  its  base,  "  with  hideous  ruin  and  combus- 
tion down."  But,  perhaps,  of  all  the  passages  in  Paradise  Lost^ 
the  description  of  the  employments  of  the  angels  during  the  ab- 
sence of  Satan,  some  of  whom  "  retreated  in  a  silent  valley,  sing 
with  notes  angelical  to  many  a  harp  their  own  heroic  deeds  and 
hapless  fall  by  doom  of  battle,"  is  the  most  perfect  example  of 
mingled  pathos  and  sublimity. — What  proves  the  truth  of  this 
noble  picture  in  every  part,  and  that  the  frequent  complaint  of 
want  of  interest  in  it  is  the  &ult  of  the  reader,  not  of  the  poet,  is 
that  when  any  interest  of  a  practical  kind  takes  a  shape  that  can 
be  at  all  turned  into  this  (and  there  is  little  doubt  that  Milton 
had  some  such  in  his  eye  in  writing  it,)  each  party  converts  it 
to  its  own  purposes,  feels  the  absolute  identity  of  these  abstracted 
and  high  speculations ;  and  that,  in  fact,  a  noted  political  writer 
of  the  present  day  has  exhausted  nearly  the  whole  account  of 
Satan  in  the  Paradise  Lost,  by  applying  it  to  a  character  whom 
he  considered  as,  af^er  the  devil,  (though  I  do  not  know  whether 
he  w«uld  make  even  that  exception)  the  greatest  enemy  of  the 
human  race.  This  may  serve  to  show  that  Milton's  Satan  is 
not  a  very  insipid  personage. 
Of  Adam  and  Eve  it  lnaa  ^)eesl  «»A!i  ^Cidax  ^^  ^^^^^iSKr|isft£ssL 
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caa  feel  little  interest  in  them,  because  they  haye  none  of  th# 
passums,  pursuits,  or  even  relations  of  human  life,  except  thai 
of  man  and  wife,  the  least  interesting  of  all  others,  if  not  to  the 
parties  concerned,  at  least  to  the  by-standers.  The  preference 
has  on  this  account  been  given  to  Homer,  who,  it  is  said,  has 
left  very  vivid  and  infinitely  diversified  pictures  of  all  the  paa- 
sioQS  and  affections,  public  and  private,  incident  to  human  ; 
nature — the  relations  of  son,  of  brother,  parent,  friend,  citizen, 
and  many  others. — Longinus  preferred  the  Iliad  to  the  Odyssey, 
on  account  of  the  greater  number  of  battles  it  contains;  but  I 
can  neither  agree  to  his  criticism,  nor  assent  to  the  present  ob- 
jection. It  is  true  there  is  little  action  in  this  part  of  Milton's 
poem ;  but  there  is  much  repose,  and  more  enjoyment  There 
are  none  of  the  every-day  occurrences,  contentions,  disputes, 
wars,  fightings,  feuds,  jealousies,  trades,  professions,  liveries,  and 
common  handicrafts  of  life ;  "no  kind  of  traffic ;  letters  are  not 
known ;  no  use  of  servicle,  of  riches,  poverty,  contract,  succession, 
bourne,  bound  of  land,  tilth,  vineyard,  none ;  no  occupation,  no 
treason,  felony,  sword,  pike,  knife,  gun,  nor  need  of  any  engine." 
So  much  the  better ;  thank  Heaven,  all  these  were  yet  to  come. 
But  still  the  die  was  cast,  and  in  them  our  doom  was  sealed. 
In  them 

**  The  generations  were  prepared ;  the  pangs, 
The  internal  pangs,  were  ready,  the  dread  strife 
O£poor  humanity's  afflicted  will, 
Struggling  in  Yain  with  ruthless  destiny." 

in  their  first  false  step  we  trace  all  our  future  woe,  with  loss 
of  Eden.  But  there  was  a  short  and  precious  interval  between, 
b'ke  the  first  blush  of  morning  before  the  day  is  overcast  with 
tempest,  the  dawn  of  the  world,  the  birth  of  nature  firom  "  the 
unapparent  deep,"  with  its  first  dews  and  freshness  on  its  cheek, 
breathing  odours.  Theirs  was  the  first  delicious  taste  of  life, 
and  on  them  depended  all  that  was  to  come  of  it  In  them 
hung  trembling  all  our  hopes  and  fears.  They  were  as  yet 
alone  in  the  world,  in  the  eye  of  nature,  wondeting  «.\.  \SckSAi  xv^^'vi 
being)  fuJi  of  enjoyment,  and  enraptared  with,  one  «Lii.o\3!aaT^^^ 
the  voice  of  their  Maker  walking  in  the  gaideu,  au^  tomsm^x- 
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ing  angels  attendant  on  their  steps,  winged  messengers  from 
heaven  like  rosy  clouds  descending  in  their  sight  Natnie 
played  around  them  her  virgin  fancies  wild ;  and  spread  for 
them  a  repast  "  where  no  crude  surfeit  reigned."  Was  there 
nothing  in  this  scene,  which  God  and  nature  alone  witnessed, 
to  interest  a  modem  critic  ?  What  need  was  there  of  action, 
where  the  heart  was  full  of  bliss  and  innocence  without  it? 
They  had  nothing  to  do  but  feel  their  own  happiness,  and 
"  know  to  know  no  more."  "  They  toiled  not,  neither  did  they 
spin ;  yet  Solomon  ii^  all  his  glory  was  not  arrayed  like  one  of 
these."  All  things  seem  to  acquire  fresh  sweetness,  and  to  be 
clothed  with  fresh  beauty  in  their  sight.  They  tasted  as  it  were 
for  themselves  and  us,  of  all  that  there  ever  was  pure  in  human 
bliss.  "  In  them  the  burthen  of  the  mystery,  the  heavy  and  the 
weary  weight  of  all  this 'unintelligible  world,  is  lightened." 
They  stood  awhile  perfect,  but  they  a^erwards  fell,  and  were 
driven  out  of  Paradise,  tasting  the  first  fruits  of  bitterness  as  they 
had  done  of  bliss.  But  their  pangs  were  such  as  a  pure  spirit 
might  feel  at  the  sight — ^their  tears  "such  as  angels  weep." 
The  pathos  is  of  that  mild  contemplative  kind  which  arises  from 
iregret  for  the  loss  of  unspeakable  happiness,  and  resignation  to 
inevitable  fate.  There  is  none  of  the  fierceness  of  intemperate 
passion,  none  of  the  agony  of  mind  and  turbulence  of  action, 
which  is  the  result  of  the  habitual  struggle  of  the  will  with  cir- 
cumstances, irritated  by  repeated  disappointment,  and  constantly 
setting  its  desires  most  eagerly  on  that  which  there  is  an  impos- 
sibility of  attaining.  This  would  have  destroyed  the  beauty  of 
the  whole  picture. — They  had  received  their  unlooked-for  hap- 
piness as  a  free  gift  from  their  Creator's  hands,  and  they  submit- 
ted to  its  loss,  not  without  sorrow,  but  without  impious  and  stub- 
born repining. 

"  In  either  hand  the  KajBt'ning  angel  caught 
Our  ling'ring  parents,  and  to  th'  eastern  gate 
Led  them  direct,  and  down  the  clifl*  as  fast 
To  the  subjected  plain ;  then  disappeared. 
They,  looldng  back,  aV\  1\il  etfitoni  ^«\MSb&Vi 
Of  Parage,  so  \aXe  theVt  \i«.YCT  ««*^ 
WaVd  over  by  thsdt  flwinBaXjiMi^^^sSaft  ^^ 
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With  dreadftil  faces  throng'd,  and  fieiy  amis: 
Some  natural  tears  they  dropt,  hut  wip'd  them  soon ; 
The  world  was  all  hefore  them,  where  to  choose 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  their  guide."  * 

*  In  the  Appendix  will  be  found  the  Author's  criticisms  on  Milton's 
«ETe"and"Lycidas.» 
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LECTURE  IV. 

ON   DRypEN  AND   POPE. 

Detden  and  "Pope  are  the  great  masters  of  the  artificial  style  of 
poetry  in  our  language,  as  jthe  poets  of  whom  I  have  already 
treated,  Chaucer,  Spenser,  ^hakspeare,  and  MiltoQ,  were  of  the 
natural ;  and  though  this  artificial  style  is  genera^y  and  yery 
justly  acknowledged  to  be  inferior  to  the  other,  yet  those  who 
stand  at  the  head  of  that  class  ought,  perhaps,  to  rank  higher 
than  those  who  occupy  an  inferior  place  in  a  superior  classi 
They  have  a  clear  and  indepei^dent  claim  upon  oijir  gratitude, 
as  having  produced  a  kind  an4  degree  of  excellenc^  which  ex- 
isted equally  nowhere  else.  What  has  been  done  well  by  some 
later  writers  of  the  highest  styjis  of  poetry,  is  included  in,  and  ob- 
scured by,  a  greater  degree  of  power  and  genius  in  those  before 
them :  what  has  been  done  best  by  poets  of  an  entirely  distinct 
turn  of  mind,  stands  by  itself,  and  tei/s  for  its  whole  amount, 
Young,  for  instance.  Gray,  or  Akenside,  only  foljow  in  jthe  tram 
of  Milton  and  Shakspeare:  Popp  and  Dryden  walk  by  their  side, 
though  of  an  unequal  stature,  a^d  are  entitled  to  a  first  place  in 
the  lists  of  fame.  This  seems  to  be  not  only  the  reason  of  the 
thing,  but  the  common  sense  of  ^lankind,  who,  without  any  leg^ 
ular  process  of  reflection,  judge  of  the  merit  of  ^.  work  not  more 
by  its  inherent  and  absolute  vorth  than  by  its  priginality  and 
capacity  of  gratifying  a  dififerent  faculty  of  the  ^ind,  or  a  differ- 
ent class  of  readers ;  for  it  should  be  recollected  that  there  may 
be  readers  (as  well  as  poets)  not  of  the  highest  class,  though  very 
good  sort  of  people,  and  not  altogether  to  be  despised. 

The  question,  whether  Pope  was  a  poet,  has  hardly  yet  been 
settled,  and  is  hardly  worth  settling ;  for,  if  he  was  not  a  g^^ 
poety  he  most  have  \>eeu  a  ^^«X  Y^os^wiiter^  that  is,  he  was  a 
^eat  writer  of  some  sott    He  ^%a  ^  tcoxl  q\  «njc^s!&ft.  Ws^Jsss^ 
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and  of  the  most  refined  taste ;  and  as  he  chose  verse  (the  most 
obvious  distinction  of  poetry)  as  the  vehicle  to  express  his  ideasi 
he  has  ^nerally  passed  for  a  poet,  and  a  good  one.  If,  indeed, 
by  a  great  poet,  we  mean  one  who  gives  the  utmost  grandeur  to 
our  conceptions  of  nature,  or  the  utmost  force  to  the  passions  of 
the  heart.  Pope  was  not  in  this  sense  a  great  poet ;  for  the  bent, 
the  characteristic  power  of  his  mind,  lay  the  clean  contrary  way ; 
namely,  in  representing  things  as  they  appear  to  the  indifferent 
observer,  stripped  of  prejudice  and  passion,  as  in  his  Critical  Es- 
says ;  or  in  representing  them  in  the  most  contemptible  and  in- 
^gnificant  point  of  view,  as  in  his  Satires ;  or  in  clothing  the 
little  with  mock-dignity,  as  in  his  poems  of  Fancy ;  or  in  adorn- 
ing the  trivial  incidents  and  familiar  relations  of  life  with  the 
utmost  elegance  of  expression,  and  all  the  flattering  illusions  of 
friendship  or  self-love,  as  in  his  Epistles.  He  was  not  then  dis- 
tinguished as  a  poet  of  lofty  enthusiasm,  of  strong  imagination^ 
with  a  passionate  sense  of  the  beauties  of  nature,  or  a  deep  in- 
sight into  the  workings  of  the  heart ;  but  he  was  a  wit,  and  a 
critic,  a  man  of  sense,  of  observation,  and  the  world,  with  a  keen 
relish  for  the  elegances  of  art,  or  of  nature  when  embellished  by 
art,  a  quick  tact  for  propriety  of  thought  and  manners  as  estab- 
lished by  the  forms  and  customs  of  society,  refined  sympathy 
with  the  sentiments  and  habitudes  of  human  life,  as  he  felt  them 
within  the  little  circle  of  his  family  and  friends.  He  was,  in  a 
word,  the  poet,  not  of  nature,  but  of  art ;  and  the  distinction  be- 
tween the  two,  as  well  as  I  can  make  it  out,  is  this : — The  poet 
of  nature  is  one  who,  from  the  elements  of  beauty,  of  power,  and 
of  passion  in  his  own  breast,  sympathises  with  whatever  is  beau- 
tiful, and  grand,  and  impassioned  in  nature,  in  its  simple  majesty, 
in  its  immediate  appeal  to  the  senses,  to  the  thoughts  and  hearts 
of  all  men ;  so  that  the  poet  of  nature,  by  the  truth,  and  depth, 
and  harmony  of  his  mind,  may  be  said  to  hold  communion  with 
the  very  soul  of  nature  ;  to  be  identified  with,  and  to  foreknow, 
and  to  record,  the  feelingis  of  all  men,  at  all  times  and  places,  as 
they  are  liable  to  the  same  impressions ;  and  to  exert  the  same 
power  over  the  minds  of  his  readers  that  nature  does.  He  sees 
things  in  their  eternal  beauty,  for  he  sees  them,  aa  tb^^j  «x^\  V^ 
Ms  them  in  their  universal  interest,  foi  Yie  &^\a\k^isi^&'^K:^ 
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affect  the  first  principles  of  his  and  our  common  nature.  Such 
was  Homer,  such  was  Shakspeare,  whose  works  will  last  as  long 
as  nature,  because  they  are  a  copy  of  the  indestructible  wros  and 
everlasting  impulses  of  nature,  welling  out  from  the  bosom  as 
from  a  perennial  spring,  or  stamped  upon  the  senses  by  the  hand 

I  of  their  Maker.  The  power  of  the  imagination  in  them  is  tk 
representative  power  of  all  nature.  It  has  its  centre  in  the  hu- 
man sou],  and  makes  the  circuit  of  the  universe. 

Pope  was  not  assuredly  a  poet  of  this  class,  or  in  the  first  rank 
of  it.  He  saw  nature  only  dressed  by  art ;  he  judged  of  beauty 
by  fashion ;  he  sought  for  truth  in  the  opinions  of  th^  world ;  he 
judged  of  the  feelings  of  others  by  his  own.  The  capacious  soul 
of  Shakspeare  had  an  intuitive  and  mighty  sympathy  with  what- 
ever could  enter  into  the  heart  of  man  in  all  possible  circum- 
stances :  Pope  had  an  exact  knowledge  of  all  that  he  himself 
loved  or  hated,  wished  or  wanted.  Milton  has  winged  his  darinf 
flight  from  heaven  to  earth,  through  Chaos  and  old  Night 
Pope's  Muse  never  wandered  with  safety,  but  from  his  library 
to  his  grotto,  or  from  his  grotto  into  his  library  back  agaia  His 
mind  dwelt  with  greater  pleasure  on  his  own  garden  than  on  the 
garden  of  Eden ;  he  could  describe  the  faultless  whole-leugth 
mirror  that  reflected  his  own  person  better  than  the  smooth  sur- 
face of  the  lake  that  reflects  the  face  of  heaven — a  piece  of  cut 
glass  or  a  pair  of  paste  buckles  with  more  brilliance  and  eflfect 
than  a  thousand  dew-drops  glittering  in  the  sun.  He  would  he 
more  delighted  with  a  patent  lamp  than  with  '^  the  pale  reflex 
of  Cynthia's  brow,"  that  fills  the  skies  with  its  soft  silent  lustre, 
that  trembles  through  the  cottage  window,  and  cheers  the  watch- 
ful mariner  on  the  lonely  wave.     In  short,  he  was  the  poet  d 

\  personality  and  of  polished  life.  That  which  was  nearest  to  him 
was  the  greatest ;  the  fashion  of  the  day  bore  sway  in  his  mind 
over  the  immutable  laws  of  nature.  He  preferred  the  artificial 
to  the  natural  in  external  objects,  because  he  had  a  stronger 
fellow-feeling  with  the  self-love  of  the  maker  or  proprietor  of  a  \ 
gewgaw  than  admiration  of  that  which  was  interesting  to  all 
mankind.  He  pxeferted.  tke,  «x\i^d^l  lo  the  natural  in  passion, 
because  the  involuntary  aiiA.  xxT\cAc.\3\a<Ycv^  \\m^\s\s«5^  ^^-^^^^^  ' 
liurried  him  away  witk  a  ioice  axA  ^^VOTv«i^^^S5B.^\si^^^ 
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doold  not  grapple ;  while  he  could  trifle  with  the  conventional 
and  superficial  modifications  of  mere  sentiment  at  will,  laugh  at 
or  admire,  put  them  on  or  ofiT  like  a  masquerade-dress,  make 
much  or  little  of  them,  indulge  them  for  a  longer  or  a  shorter 
time,  as  he  pleased ;  and  hecause,  while  they  amused  his  fancy 
and  exercised  his  ingenuity,  they  never  once  disturbed  his  vani- 
ty, his  levity,  or  indifierence.  His  mind  was  the  antithesis  of 
strength  and  grandeur ;  its  power  was  the  power  of  indifierence. 
He  had  none  of  the  enthusiasm  of  poetry ;  he  was  in  poetry 
what  the  sceptic  is  in  religion. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  his  chief  excellence  lay  more  in 
diminishing  than  in  aggrandizing  objects ;  in  checking,  not  in 
encouraging,  our  enthusiasm ;  in  sneering  at  the  extravagances 
of  fancy  or  passion,  instead  of  giving  a  loose  to  them ;  in  de- 
scribing a  row  of  pins  and  needles  rather  than  the  embattled 
spears  of  Greeks  and  Trojans ;  in  penning  a  lampoon  or  a  com- 
pliment, and  in  praising  Martha  Blount  ^ 

Shakspeare  says. 


" In  Fortune's  ray  and  brightness 

The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize 
Than  by  the  tyger :  but  when  the  splitting  wind 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks, 
And  flics  fled  under  shade,  why  then 
The  thing  of  courage, 

As  roused  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  sympathise ; 
And,  with  an  accent  tuned  in  the  self-same  key, 
Replies  to  chiding  Fortune." 

There  is  none  of  this  rough  work  in  Pope.  His  Muse  was  on 
a  peace-establishment,  and  grew  somewhat  effeminate  by  long 
ease  and  indulgence.  He  lived  in  the  smiles  of  fortune,  and 
basked  in  the  favour  of  the  great.  In  his  smooth  and  polished 
verse  we  meet  with  no  prodigies  of  nature,  but  with  miracles  of 
wit ;  the  thunders  of  his  pen  are  whispered  flatteries ;  its  forked 
lightnings  pointed  sarcasms ;  for  "  the  gnarled  oak,"  he  gives  us 
"  the  soft  myrtle :"  for  rocks,  and  seas,  and  mountains,  artificial 
grass-plats,  gravel-walks,  and  tinkling  rills  ;  for  earthquakes  and 
tempests,  the  breaking  of  a  flower-pot,  ox  tihe  iatW.  ol  ^  OcLYCkaw\«x.\ 
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for  the  tug  and  war  of  the  elements,  or  the  deadly  strife  of  the 
passions,  we  have 

"  Calm  contemplation  and  poetic  ease/' 

Yet  within  this  retired  and  narrow  circle  how  much,  and  that 
how  exquisite,  was  contained !  What  discrimination,  what  wit, 
what  delicacy,  what  fancy,  what  lurking  spleen,  what  elegance 
of  thought,  what  pampered  refinement  of  sentiment !  It  is  like 
looking  at  the  world  through  a  microscope,  where  every  thing 
assumes  a  new  character  and  a  new  consequence,  where  things 
are  seen  in  their  minutest  circumstances  and  slightest  shades  of 
difference;  where  the  little  becomes  gigantic,  the  deformed 
beautiful,  and  the  beautiful  deformed.  The  wrong  end  of  the 
magnifier  is,  to  be  sure,  held  to  every  thing,  but  still  the  exhi- 
bition, is  highly  curious,  and  we  know  not  whether  to  be  most 
pleased  or  surprised.  Such,  at  least,  is  the  best  account  I  am 
able  to  give  of  this  extraordinary  man,  without  doing  injustice 
to  him  or  others.  It  is  time  to  refer  to  particular  instances  in 
his  works. — The  Rape  of  the  Lock  is  the  best  or  most  inge- 
nious of  these.  It  is  the  most  exquisite  specimen  of.fiUagru 
work  ever  invented.  It  is  admirable  in  proportion  as  it  is  made 
of  nothing. 

"  More  subtle  web  Arachne  cannot  spin, 
Nor  the  fine  nets,  which  oft  we  woven  see 
Of  scorched  dew,  do  not  in  th'  air  more  lightly  flee." 

It  is  made  of  gauze  and  silver  spangles.  The  most  gUttering 
appearance  is  given  to  every  thing,  to  paste,  pomatum,  billet- 
doux,  and  patches.  Airs,  languid  airs,  breathe  around;  the 
atmosphere  is  perfumed  with  aflfectation.  A  toilette  is  described 
with  the  solemnity  of  an  altar  raised  to  the  goddess  of  vanity, 
and  the  history  of  a  silver  bodkin  is  given  with  all  the  pomp  of 
heraldry.  No  pains  are  spared,  no  profusion  of  ornament,  no 
splendour  of  poetic  diction,  to  set  off*  the  meanest  things.  The 
balance  between  the  concealed  irony  and  the  assumed  gravity  is 
as  nicely  trimmed  as  the  balance  of  power  in  Europe.  The 
little  is  made  great,  and  the  great  little.  You  hardly  know 
whether  to  laugh,  oi  weep.    \X  la  ^e  Xtvxvsk^  q^  YCk&v^aificance, 
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ipotheosis  of  foppery  and  folly.  It  is  the  perfection  of  the 
-heroic !  I  will  give  only  the  two  following  passages  in 
ration  of  these  remarks.  Can  any  thing  be  more  elegant 
^aceful  than  the  description  of  Belinda,  in  the  beginning 
B  second  canto  ? 

"  Not  with  more  glories,  in  the  ethereal  plain, 
The  sun  first  rises  o'er  the  purpled  main, 
Than,  issuing  forth,  the  rival  of  his  beams 
Xjaunch'd  on  the  bottom  of  the  silver  Thames. 
Fair  nymphs,  and  well-drest  youths  around  her  shone, 
But  ev'ry  eye  was  fix'd  on  her  alone. 
On  her  white  breast  a  sparkling  cross  dbe  wore. 
Which  Jews  might  kiss  and  infidels  adoVe. 
Her  lively  looks  a  sprightly  mind  disclose, 
Ctuick  as  her  eyes,  and  as  unfix'd  as  those ; 
Favours  to  none,  to  all  she  smiles  extends  \ 
Oft  she  rejects,  but  never  once  offends. 
Bright  aH  the  sun,  her  eyes  the  gazers  ^rike ;    « 
And,  like  the  sun,  they  shine  on  all  alike. 
Yet  grstceful  ease,  and  sweetness  void  df  pride, 
Might  hide  her  faults,  if  belles  had  faults  to  hid6 : 
If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall. 
Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  'em  all. 

This  nymph,  to  the  destruction  of  mankind, 
Nourish'd  two  locks,  which  graceful  hung  behind 
In  equal  curls,  and  ^ell  conspir'd  to  deck 
With  shining  ringlets  the  smooth  iv'ry  neck." 

le  following  is  the  introduction  to  the  account  of  Belinda's 
It  upon  the  baron  bold,  who  had  dissevered  one  of  these 
"from  her  fair  head  for  ever  and  for  ever." 

"  Now  meet  thy  fate,  incensM  Belinda  cry'd, 
And  drew  a  deadly  bodkin  from  her  side. 
(The  same  his  ancient  personage  to  deck, 
Her  great,  great  grandsire  wore  about  his  neck, 
In  three  seal-rings ;  which  after,  melted  down, 
Form'd  a  vast  buckle  for  his  widow's  gown : 
Her  in&nt  grandame's  whistle  next  it  grew, 
The  bells  she  jingled,  and  the  whiMle  blew ; 
Then  in  a  bodkin  grac'd  her  mother's  hairs 
Which  long  she  wore,  and  now  Belinda  wean.") 

^  not  know  bow  fax  Pope  was  iotdebled.  ioi  ^^  otvg 
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idea,  or  the  delightful  execution  of  this  poem,  to  the  Lutiin 
of  Boileau. 

The  Rape  of  the  Lock  is  a  double-refined  essence  of  wit  and 
fancy,  as  the  Essay  on  Criticism  is  of  wit  and  sense.  The 
quantity  of  thought  and  observation  in  this  work,  for  so  young 
a  man  as  Pope  was  when  he  wrote  it,  is  wonderful :  unless  we 
adopt  the  supposition  that  most  men  of  genius  spend  the  rest  of 
their  lives  in  teachings  others  what  they  themselves  have  learned 
under  twenty.  The  conciseness  and  felicity  of  the  expression 
are  equally  remarkable^  Thus,  on  reasoning  on  the  variety  of 
men's  opinion,  be  says— r 

"  Tis  with  our  judgments,  as  our  watches ;  none 
Go  just  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own." 

Nothing  can  be  more  original  and  happy  than  the  general  re- 
marks and  illustrations  in  the  Essay:  the  critical  rules  laid 
down  are  too  much "  those  of  a  school,  and  of  a  confined  one. 
There  is  one  passage  in  the  Essay  on  Criticism  in  which  the 
author  speaks  with  that  eloquent  enthusiasm  of  the  fame  of 
ancient  writers,  \vhich  those  will  always  feel  who  have  them- 
selves any  hope  or  chance  of  immortality.  I  have  quoted  the 
passage  elsewhere,  but  I  will  repeat  it  here. 

"  Still  green  with  bays  each  ancient  altar  stands, 
Above  the  reach  of  sacrilegious  hands ;  ! 

Secure  from  flames,  from  envy's  fiercer  rage. 
Destructive  war,  and  all-involving  age. 
Hail,  bards  triumphant,  bom  in  happier  days, 
Immortal  heirs  of  universal  praise! 
"Whose  honoqrs  with  increase  of  ages  grow. 
As  strieams  roll  down,  enlarging  as  they  flow.'' 

These  lines  come  with  double  force  and  beauty  on  the  reader,  as 
they  were  dictated  by  the  writer^s  despair  of  ever  attaining  that 
lasting  glory  which  he  celebrates  with  such  disinterested  enthu- 
siasm in  others,  from  the  lateness  of  the  age  in  which  he  lived, 
and  from  his  writing  in  a  tongue  not  understood  by  other 
natjonSy  and  that  grows  obsoVel^  ^.xAAixivatelU^ible  to  ourselves 
at  the  end  of  every  second,  cetvtor^.    'Bmx.V^  t\^^\^\  \v^\.\iss'^ 
thus  antedated   his  owix  ipo^\ic»\.  ^ocyoi— Nk^  Xosa  ^^  «issA 
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jblivion  of  that  which  can  never  die.  If  he  had  known,  he 
ooight  have  boasted  that  <'  his  little  bark "  wafted  down  the 
stream  of  time, 


(( 


With  theirs  should  sail, 


Pursue  the  triumph  and  partake  the  gale  " — 

if-  those  who  know  how  to  set  a  due  value  on  the  blessing  were 
not  the  last  to  decide  confidently  on  their  own  pretensions  to  it. 
There  is  a  cant  in  the  present  day  about  genius,  as  every 
thing  in  poetry :  there  was  a  cant  in  the  time  of  Pope  about 
sense,  as  performing  all  sorts  of  wonders.  It  was  a  kind  of 
watch wcfrd,  the  shibboleth  of  a  critical  party  of  the  day.  As  a 
,  proof  of  the  exclusive  attention  which  it  occupied  in  their 
minds,  it  is  remarkable  that  in  the  Essay  on  Criticism  (not  a 
very  long  poem)  there  are  no  less  than  half  a  score  successive 
couplets  rhyming  to  the  word  sense.  This  appears  almost  in- 
credible without  giving  the  instances,  and  no  less  so  when  they 
are  given. 

"  But  of  the  two,  less  dangerous  is  the  offence 

To  tire  our  patience  than  mislead  our  sense." — lines  3,  4. 
"  In  search  of  wit  these  lose  their  common  sense, 

And  then  turns  critics  in  their  own  defence." — I.  28,  29. 
"  Pride,  where  wit  fails,  steps  in  to  our  defence, 

An4  fills  up  all  the  mighty  void  of  sense." — I.  209, 10. 
"  Some  by  old  words  to  fame  have  made  pretence, 

Ancients  in  phrase,  mere  moderns  in  their  sense." — I.  324,  5. 
"  'Tis  not  enough  no  harshness  gives  offence ; 

The  sound  must  seem  an  echo  to  the  sense." — I.  364,  5. 
•"  At  every  trifle  scorn  to  take  offence ; 

That  always  shows  great  pride  or  little  sense." — I.  386,  7. 
"  Be  silent  always,  when  you  doubt  your  sense. 

And  speak,  though  sure,  with  seeming  diffidence." — I.  366,  7. 
*^  Be  niggards  of  advice  on  no  pretence. 

For  the  worst  avarice  is  that  of  sense." — I.  578,  9. 
^^  Strain  out  the  last  dull  dropping  of  their  sense. 

And  rhyme  with  all  the  rage  of  impotence." — I.  608,  9. 
"  Horace  still  charms  with  graceful  negligence, 

And  without  method  talks  us  into  sense." — I.  653,  4. 

I  have  mentioned  this  the  more  fox  tihe  ^\l^  o^  ^o%<^  ^t^«^ 
who  are  bigotted  idoUsers  of  our  author,  daiveft.^  oxv  ^^  ^a^t^  ^ 
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his  correctneas.  These  persons  seem  to  be  of  opmion  that  '^  there 
is  but  one  perfect  writer,  even  Pope."  This  is,  however,  a  mis- 
take :  his  excellence  is  by  no  means  faultlessness.  If  he  had  do 
great  faults,  he  is  fulJ  of  little  errors.  His  grammatical  construc- 
tion is  often  lame  and  imperfect.  In  the  Abelard  and  Eioise,  he 
says — 

"  There  died  the  best  of  passions,  Love  and  Fame.'' 

This  is  not  a  legitimate  ellipsis.  Fame  is  not  a  passion,  though 
love  is :  but  his  ear  was  evidently  confused  by  the  meeting  of 
the  sounds  ^^  love  and  ikme,"  as  if  they  of  themselves  immedi- 
ately implied,  "  love,  and  love  of  fame."  Pope's  rhymes  are 
constantly  defective,  being  rhymes  to  the  eye  instead  of  the  ear; 
and  this  to  a  greater  degree,  not  only  than  in  later,  but  than  in 
preceding,  writers.  The  praise  of  his  versification  must  be  con- 
fined to  its  uniform  smoothness  and  harmony.  In  the  transla- 
tion of  the  Iliad,  which  has  been  considered  as  his  masterpiece 
in  style  and  execution,  he  continually  changes  the  tenses  in  the 
same  sentence  for  the  purpose  of  the  rhyme,  which  shows  either 
a  want  of  technical  resources,  or  great  inattention  to  punctilious 
exactness.     But  to  have  done  with  this. 

The  epistle  of  Eioise  to  Abelard  is  the  only  exception,  I  can 
think  of,  to  the  general  spirit  of  the  foregoing  remarks ;  and  I 
should  be  disingenuous  not  to  acknowledge  that  it  is  an  excep- 
tion. The  foundation  is  in  the  letters  themselves  of  Abelard  and 
Eioise,  which  are  quite  as  impressive,  but  still  in  a  different  way. 
It  is  fine  as  a  poem :  it  is  finer  as  a  piece  of  high- wrought  elo- 
quence. No  woman  could  be  supposed  to  write  a  better  lore- 
letter  in  verse.  Besides  the  richness  of  the  historical  materials, 
the  high  gusto  of  the  original  sentiments  which  Pope  had  to 
work  upon,  there  were  perhaps  circumstances  in  his  own  situa- 
tion which  made  him  enter  into  the  subject  with  even  more  than 
a  poet's  feeling.  The  tears  shed  are  drops  gushing  firom  the 
heart :  the  words  are  burning  sighs  breathed  from  the  soul  of 
love.  Perhaps  the  poem  to  which  it  bears  the  greatest  similarity 
in  our  language  is  DiydeiOs  Tatvct^^  ^ti^  ^l^ismunda,  taken 
&om  Boccaccio.  Pope's  "EAoSsfe  \«i\\!l\i^x  >Jks&  ^^TK^^3c^aR«i^^sS^ 
after  such  a  test,  wilU  Boccacdo  iot  xV^  ^tv^««^  «i>5assi,«i^ 
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len  for  the  translator,  it  need  shrink  from  no  other.  There 
nething  exceedingly  tender  and  beautiful  in  the  sound  of 
oncluding  lines : 

"  If  ever  chance  two  wandering  lovers  brings 
To  Paraclete's  white  walls  and  silver  springs/'  &c. 

le  Essay  on  Man  is  not  Pope's  best  work  It  is  a  theory 
h  Bolingbroke  is  supposed  to  have  given  him,  and  which  he 
nded  into  verse.  But  '^  he  spins  the  thread  of  his  verbosity 
than  the  staple  of  his  argument.''  All  that  he  says,  ^'  the 
words,  and  to  the  self-same  tune,"  would  prove  just  as  well 
whatever  is  is  wrongs  as  that  whatever  is  is  right.  The 
ciad  has  splendid  passages,  but  in  general  it  is  dull,  heavy, 
mechanical.  The  sarcasm  already  quoted  on  Settle,  the 
.  Mayor's  poet  (for  at  that  time  there  was  a  city,  as  well  as 
irt,  poet,) 

"  Now  night  descending,  the  proud  scene  is  o'er, 
But  lives  in  Settle's  numbers  one  day  more/' — 

B  finest  inversion  of  immortality  conceivable.  It  is  even 
r  than  his  serious  apostrophe  to  the  great  heirs  of  glory,  the 
dphant  bards  of  antiquity! 

he  finest  burst  of  severe  moral  invective  in  all  Pope  is  the 
hetical  conclusion  of  the  epilogue  to  the  Satires : 

"  Virtue  may  chuse  the  high  or  low  degree, 

Tis  just  alike  to  virtue,  and  to  me; 

Dwell  in  a  monk,  or  light  upon  a  king, 

She's  still  the  same  belov'd,  contented  thing. 

Vice  is  undone,  if  she  forgets  her  birth, 

And  stoops  from  angels  to  the  dregs  of  earth. 

But  'tis  the  fall  degrades  her  to  a  whore : 

Let  greatness  own  her,  and  she's  mean  no  more. 

Her  birth,  her  beauty,  crowds  and  courts  confess. 

Chaste  matrons  praise  her,  and  grave  bishops  bless ; 

In  golden  chains  the  willing  world  she  draws, 

And  hers  the  gospel  is,  and  hers  the  laws  \ 

Mounts  the  tribunal,  lifts  her  scarlet  head, 

And  sees  pale  Virtue  carted  in  her  stead. 
Lo!  attbe  wheels  of  her  triumphal  car, 
OJdEngland'M  Genius,  rough  with  many  a  wimi. 
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Dragg'd  in  the  dust !  his  anns  hang  idly  round, 

His  flag  inverted  trains  along  the  ground ! 

Our  youth,  all  livery'd  o'er  with  foreign  gold, 

Before  her  dance ;  behind  her  crawl  the  old ! 

See  thronging  millions  to  the  Pagod  run. 

And  ofier  country,  parent,  wife,  or  son ! 

Hear  her  black  trumpet  through  the  land  proclaim 

That  7wt  to  be  corrupted  is  the  shame. 

In  soldier,  churchman,  patriot,  man  in  pow'r, 

Tis  av'rice  all,  ambition  is  no  more ! 

See  all  our  nobles  begging  to  be  slaves! 

See  all  our  fools  aspiring  to  be  knaves ! 

The  wit  of  cheats,  the  courage  of  a  whore, 

Are  what  ten  thousand  envy  and  adore : 

All,  all  look  up  with  reverential  awe 

At  crimes  that  'scape  or  triumph  o'er  the  law ; 

While  truth,  worth,  wisdom,  daily  they  decry : 

Nothing  is  sacred  now  but  villany. 

Yet  may  this  verse  (if  such  a  verse  remain) 

Show  there  was  one  who  held  it  in  disdain." 

His  Satires  are  not  in  general  so  good  as  his  Epistles.  His 
enmity  is  effeminate  and  petulant  from  a  sense  of  weakness,  as 
his  friendship  was  tender  from  a  sense  of  gratitude.  I  do  not 
like,  for  instance,  his  character  of  Chartres,  or  his  characters  of 
women.  His  delicacy  often  borders  upon  sickliness ;  his  fasti- 
diousness makes  others  fastidious.  But  his  compliments  are  di- 
vine ;  they  are  equal  in  value  to  a  house  or  an  estate.  Take 
the  following.  In  addressing  Lord  Mansfield,  he  speaks  of  the 
grave  as  a  scene, 

"  Where  Murray,  long  enough  his  country's  pride, 
Shall  be  no  more  than  TuUy,  or  than  Hyde.'* 

To  Bolingbroke  he  says — 

"  Why  rail  they  then  if  but  one  wreath  of  mine, 
Oh  all-accomplished  St.  John,  deck  thy  shrine  7" 

Again,  he  has  bequeathed  this  praise  to  Lord  Cornbury — 

"  Despise  low  thoughts,  low  gains : 
Disdain  whatevet  CornWr^  ^v^^^xv^a^ 
Be  virtuous  and  be  \vaop^7  iot  ^ova  ^^aaa^ 

One  would  think  (thougli  lYvexe  la  IiQVxlQ^«•v^i^^^^^^^^• 
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of  this  nobleman,  if  there  be  such  a  person  living,  could 
ily  be  guilty  of  a  mean  or  paltry  action. 
The  finest  piece  of  personal  satire  in  Pope  (perhaps  in  the 
id)  is  his  character  of  Addison;  and  this,  it  may  be  observed, 
f  a  mixed  kind,  made  up  of  his  respect  for  the  man,  and  a 
ing  sense  of  his  failings.  The  other  finest  one  is  that  of 
:kingham,  and  the  best  part  of  that  is  the  pleasurable. 


" Alas !  how  changed  from  him, 

That  life  of  pleasure  and  that  soul  of  whim, 
Gallant  and  gay,  in  Cliveden's  proud  alcove. 
The  bower  of  wanton  Shrewsbury  and  love !" 

long  his  happiest  and  most  inimitable  efiTusions  are  the  Epis- 

to  Arbuthnot,  and  to  Jervas  the  painter ;  amiable  patterns  of 

delightful  unconcerned  life,  blending  ease  with  dignity, 

ich  poets  and  painters  then  led.     Thus  he  says  to  Ajrhuthnot :. 

"  Why  did  I  write  1    What  sin  to  me  unknown 
Dipp'd  me  in  ink,  my  parents'  or  my  own  1 
As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  fame, 
I  lisped  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came. 
I  left  no  calling  for  this  idle  trade, 
No  duty  broke,  no  father  disobey'd : 
The  muse  but  serv'd  to  ease  some  friend,  not  wife, 
To  help  me  through  this  long  disease,  my  life ! 
To  second,  Arbuthnot !  thy  art  and  care, 
And  teach  the  being  you  preserv'd  to  bear. 

But  why  then  publish  1    Granville  the  polite, 
And  knowing  Walsh,  would  tell  me  I  could  write  i 
Well-natur'd  Garth  inflam'd  with  early  praise. 
And  Congreve  lov'd,  and  Swift  endur'd,  my  lays; 
The  courtly  Talbot,  Somers,  Sheffield,  read ; 
E'en  mitred  Rochester  would  nod  the  head ; 
And  St.  John's  self  (great  Dryden's  friend  before) 
With  open  arms  receiv'd  one  poet  more. 
Happy  my  studies,  when  by  these  approv'd !  4 
Happier  theix  author,  when  by  these  belov'd ! 
From  these  the  world  will  judge  of  men  and  books, 
Not  from  the  Bumets,  Oldmixons,  and  Cooks." 

[  cannot  help  giving  also  the  conclusiOTi  ol  ^"b  "Erpsfii^^  Na 
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"  Oh,  laating  u  those  coloiiny  may  they  shine, 
Free  as  thy  stroke,  yet  faultless  as  thy  line ;  K 

New  graces  yearly,  like  thy  works,  display. 
Soft,  without  weakness,  without  glaring  gay ; 
Led  by 'some  rule,  that  guides,  but  not  constrains; 
And  finish'd  more  through  happiness  than  pains. 
The  kindred  arts  shall  in  their  praise  conspire, 
One  oip  the  pencil,  and  one  string  the  Ijnre. 
Yet  should  the  Graces  all  thy  figures  place, 
And  breathe  an  air  divine  on  ev'ry  face ; 
Yet  should  the  Muses  bid  my  numbers  roll 
Strong  as  their  charms,  and  gentle  as  thdr  soul ;  1^ 

With  Zeuxis'  Helen  thy  Bridgewater  vie,  Tdi 

And  these  be  sung  till  Granville's  Myra  die :  |i^ 

Alas !  how  little  from  the  grave  we  claim ! 
Thou  but  preserv'st  a  face,  and  I  a  name." 

And  shall  we  cut  ourselves  off  from  beauties  like  these  with 
a  theory?  Shall  we  shut  up  our  books,  and  seal  up  our  seBses, 
to  please  the  dull  spite  and  inordinate  vanity  of  those  ^^  who 
have  eyes,  but  they  see  not-'«^ars,  but  they  hear  not — and  un* 
derstandings,  but  they  understand  not," — and  go  about  asking 
our  blind  guides  whether  Pope  was  a  poet  or  not  ?  It  will 
never  do.  Such  persons,  when  you  point  out  to  them  a  fine 
passage  in  Pope,  turn  it  off  to  something  of  the  same  soit  in 
some  other  writer.  Thus  they  say  that  the  line,  "  I  lisp'd  in 
numbers,  for  the  numbers  came,"  is  pretty,  but  taken  from  that 
of  Ovid — Et  quum  conabar  scriberej  versus  erat.  They  are  safe 
\  in  this  mode  of  criticism :  there  ig  no  danger  of  any  one's  tracing 
'*^"*^  *  their  writings  to  the  classics. 

Pope's  letters  and  prpse  writii)gs  neither  take  away  from,  nor 
add  to,  his  poetical  reputation.  There  is,  occasionally,  a  little- 
ness of  ma^er,  and  an  unnecei^ry  degree  of  jsaution.  He  ap- 
pears anj^ous  to  say  a  good  ^ing  in  every  word,  as  well  as 
every  sentence.  ,  They,  however^  giyje  a  very  favourable  idea 
of  his  moral  character  in  all  respects ;  and  bis  lettecs  to  Atter- 
bury,  in  his  disgrace  and  exile,  do  equal  honour  to  both.  If  I 
had  to  choose,  there  are  one  or  two  persons,  and  but  one  or  two, 
that  I  should  like  to  have  beeni,  better  than  Pope ! 

Diyden  was  a  bettex  pi^oBe-vjnlei^  and  a  bolder  and  more  va- 
ried yeisifier,  than  Pope,    He  N»%a  e.  Ti>s2(t^'Ni\Q^^^)&*^Gba^ 
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)  correct  and  logical  declaimer,  and  had  more  of  what  may 
illed  strength  of  mind  than  Pope ;  but  he  had  not  the  same 
ement  and  delicacy  of  feeling.  Dryden's  eloquence  and 
t  were  possessed  in  a  higher  degree  by  others,  and  in  nearly 
ame  degree  by  Pope  himself;  but  that  by  which  Pope  was 
iguished  was  an  essence  which  he  alone  possessed,  and  of 
nparable  value  on  that  sole  account  Dryden's  Epistles 
xcellent,  but  inferior  to  Pope's,  though  they  appear  (par- 
irly  the  admirable  one  to  Congreve)  to  have  been  the 
d  on  which  the  latter  formed  his.  His  Satires  are  better 
Pope's,  His  Absalom  and  Achitophel  is  superior,  both  in 
of  invective  and  discrimination  of  character,  to  anything 
ope's  in  the  same  way.  The  character  of  Achitophel  is 
fine ;  and  breathes,  if  not  a  sincere  love  for  "firtue,  a  strong 
of  indignation  against  vice. 

ic  Flecknoe  is  the  origin  of  the  idea  of  the  Dunciad ;  but 
less  elaborately  constructed,  less  feeble,  and  less  heavy, 
differeni;;e  between  Pope's  satirical  portraits  and  Dryden's 
irs  to  be  this,  in  a  good  xrieasure,  that  Dryden  3eems  to 
)le  with  his  antagonists,  and  to  describe  real  persons; 
seems  to  refine  upon  them  in  his  own  mind,  and  to  make 
out  just  what  he  pleases,  till  they  are  not  real  characters^ 
le  mere  driveling  effusions  of  his  spleen  and  malice.  Pope 
Ibes  the  thing,  and  then  goes  on  describing  his  own  de 
ion  till  he  loses  himself  ii>  verbal  repetitions.  Dryden  re- 
to  the  object  often,  takes  fresh  sittings  of  nature,  and  gives 
w  strokes  of  character  as  well  as  of  his  pencil.  The  Hind 
Panther  is  an  allegory  as  weU  as  a  satire ;  and  so  far  it  tells 
Lome ;  the  battery  is  not  so  point-blank,.  But  otherwise  it 
nore  genius,  vehemence^  and  strength  pf  description,  than 
>ther  of  Dryden's  works,  not  excepting  the  Absalom  and 
tophel.  It  also  contains  the  finest  examples  of  varied  and 
ling  versification.  I  will  quote  the  following  as  an  in- 
e  of  what  I  mean.  He  is  complaining  of  the  treatment 
\k  the  Papists,  under  James  II.,  received  from  the  church  of 
and. 

**  Besidei  tbese  jolly  birds,  whose  oorpie  Vmc^raM 
Reptid  tbm  commons  with  their  nU  mNonxe, 
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Another  faim  he  had  behmd  his  honse, 

Not  ovenitocked,  but  barely  for  hia  use; 

Wherein  his  poor  domestic  poultry  fed, 

And  from  his  pious  hand  '  received  their  bread.' 

Our  pampered  pigeons,  with  malignant  eyes, 

Beheld  these  inmates  and  their  nurseries ; 

Though  hard  their  fare,  at  evening,  and  at  mom, 

(A  cruise  of  water,  and  an  ear  of  com,) 

Yet  still  they  grudged  that  modicum,  and  thought 

A  sheaf  in  every  single  grain  was  brought. 

Fain  would  they  filch  that  little  food  away, 

While  unrestrained  those  happy  gluttons  prey ; 

And  much  they  grieved  to  see  so  nigh  their  hall, 

The  bird  that  warned  St.  Peter  of  his  fall ; 

That  he  should  raise  his  mitred  crest  on  high, 

And  clap  his  wings,  and  call  his  family 

To  sacred  rites ;  and  vex  the  ethereal  powers 

With  midnight  matins  at  uncivil  hours ; 

Nay  more,  his  quiet  neighbours  should  molest 

Just  in  the  sweetness  of  their  morning  rest 

Beast  of  a  bird !  supinely  when  he  might 

Lie  snug  and  sleep,  to  rise  before  the  light ! 

MHiat  if  his  dull  forefathers  us'd  that  cry. 

Could  he  not  let  a  bad  example  die  *? 

The  world  was  fallen  into  an  easier  way: 

This  age  knew  better  than  to  fast  and  pray. 

Good  sense  in  sacred  worship  would  appear, 

So  to  begin  as  they  mights  end  the  year.  \ 

Such  feats  in  former  times  had  wrought  the  falls  \ 

Of  crowing  chanticleers  in  cloistered  walls. 

Expell'd  for  this,  and  ibr  their  lands,  they  fled ; 

And  sister  Partlet  with  her  hooded  head 

Was  hooted  hence,  because  she  would  not  pray  a-bed.** 

There  is  a  magnanimity  of  abuse  in  some  of  these  epithets,  a 
fearless  choice  of  topics  of  invective,  which  may  be  considered 
as  the  heroical  in  satire. 

The  AnntLs  MirabUis  is  a  tedious  performance ;  it  is  a  tissue 
of  far-fetched,  heavy,  lumbering  conoeits,  and  in  the  worst  style 
of  what  has  been  denominated  nletaphysical  poetry.  His  Odes 
in  general  are  of  the  saciie  stamp ;  they  are  the  hard-strained 
offspring  of  a  meagre,  iivBtetddowa  fexvcY»  The  famous  Ode  on 
8t  Cecilia  deserves  itSvTep\ita.\AOTL\  Iot^^^^\^^^^\.V^^^'''^ 
cbamam  to  be  set  tom\iAc,ot  xec:\\«A.^^^^«ML\fc^&»^^ 
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phCj  with  classical  allusions,  and  flowing  verse,  nothing 
better.  It  is  equally  fit  to  be  said  or  sung ;  it  is  not 
good  to  read.  It  is  lyrical,  without  being  epic  or  dra- 
For  instance,  the  description  of  Bacchus, 

"  The  jolly  god  in  triumph  comes, 
Sound  the  trumpets,  beat  the  drums ; 
Flush'd  with  a  purple  grace, 
He  shows  his  honest  face," — 

t  answer,  as  it  ought,  to  our  idea  of  the  god,  returning 
e  conquest  of  India,  with  satyrs  and  wild  beasts,  that  he 
ned,  following  in  his  train ;  crowned  with  vine  leaves, 
ling  in  a  chariot  drawn  by  leopards — ^such  as  we  have 
tn  painted  by  Titian  or  Rubens !  Lpical  poetry,  of  all 
bears  the  nearest  resemblance  to  painting:  it  deals  in 
^phics  and  passing  figures,  which  depend  for  effect,  not 
working  out,  but  on  the  selection.  It  is  the  dance  and 
imeof  poetry.  In  variety  and  rapidity  of  movement,  the 
der's  Feast  has  all  that  can  be  required  in  this  respect ; 
wants  loftiness  and  truth  of  character. 
len's  plays  are  better  than  Pope  could  have  written ;  for 
he  does  not  go  out  of  himself  by  the  force  of  imagina- 
goes  out  of  himself  by  the  force  of  common-places  and 
:al  dialogue.  On  the  other  hand,  they  are  not  so  good 
[speare's ;  but  he  has  left  the  best  character  of  Shakspeare 
5  ever  been  written.* 

*  begin,  then,  with  Shakspeare :  he  was  the  man  who  of  all  modem, 
aps  ancient,  poets  had  the  largest  and  most  comprehensiye  soul, 
images  of  nature  were  still  present  to  him,  and  he  drew  them  not 
tly,  but  luckily :  when  he  describes  anything,  you  more  than  see  it, 
it,  too.  Those  who  accuse  him  to  have  wanted  learning  give  him 
;er  commendation :  he  was  naturally  learned ;  he  needed  not  the 
s  of  books  to  read  nature ;  he  looked  inwards  and  found  her  there, 
say  he  is  everywhere  alike ;  were  he  so,  I  should  do  him  injury  to 
him  with  the  greatest  of  mankind.  He  is  many  times  flat  and  in- 
s  comic  wit  degenerating  into  clenches,  his  serious,  swelling  into 
But  he  is  always  great  when  some  great  occasion  is  presented  to 
0  man  can  say  he  ever  had  a  fit  subject  for  his  wit,  and  did  not 
e  himself  as  high  above  the  rest  of  poets, 

Qua?Uum  tenia  soleTU  inter  ViJbwma  Cupresi«^ 
8 
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His  alterations  from  Chaucer  and  Boccaccio  show  a  groatei 
knowledge  of  the  taste  of  his  readers,  and  power  of  pleasing 
them,  than  acquaintance  with  the  genius  of  his  authors.  He 
ekes  out  the  lameness  of  the  verse  in  the  former,  and  breaks  the 
force  of  the  passion  in  both.  The  Tancred  and  Sigismunda  is 
the  only  general  exception,  in  which,  I  think,  he  has  fully  re- 
tained, if  not  improved  upon,  the  impassioned  declamation  of 
the  original.  The  Honoria  has  none  of  the  bewildered,  dreary, 
preternatural  effect  of  Boccaccio's  story.  Nor  has  the  Flower 
and  the  Leaf  any  thing  of  the  enchanting  simplicity  and  con- 
centrated feeling  of  Chaucer's  romantic  fiction.  Dryden,  how- 
ever, sometimes  seemed  to  indulge  timself  as  well  as  his  readers, 
as  in  keeping  entire  that  noble  line  in  Palamon's  address  to 
Venus : 

"  Tbou  gladder  of  the  mount  of  Cithseron !" 

His  Tales  have  been,  upon  the  whole,  the  most  popular  of 
his  works ;  and  I  should  think  that  a  translation  of  some  of  the 
other  serious  tales  in  Boccaccio  and  Chaucer,  as  that  of  Isabella, 
the  Falcon,  of  Constance,  the  Prioress's  Tale,  and  others,  if  exe- 
cuted with  taste  and  spirit,  could  not  fail  to  succeed  in  the 
present  day. 

It  should  appear,  in  tracing  the  history  of  our  literature,  that 
poetry  had,  at  the  period  of  which  we  are  spetiking,  in  general 
declined,  by  successive  gradations,  from  the  poetry  of  imagina- 
tion, in  the  time  of  Elizabeth,  to  the  poetry  of  fancy  (to  adopt  a 
modern  distinction)  in  the  time  of  Charles  L ;  and  again  from 
the  poetry  of  fancy  to  that  of  wit,  as  in  the  reign  of  Charles  IL 
and  Glueen  Anne.  It  degenerated  into  the  poetry  of  mere  com- 
mon places,  both  in  style  and  thought,  in  the  succeeding  reigns: 
as  in  the  latter  part  of  the  last  century,  it  was  transformed,  by 
means  of  the  French  Revolution,  into  the  poetry  of  paradox. 

Of  Donne  I  know  nothing  but  some  beautiful  verses  to  his 
wife,  dissuading  her  from  accompanying  him  on  his  travels 
abroad,  and  some  quaint  riddles  in  verse,  which  the  Sphinx 
could  not  unravel. 

Waller  still  lives  in  flaa  T^asaa  ol  ^^ODa3c\ss3a.\  «3mS.\sj:^  Niasft 
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on  the  death  of  Oliver  Cromwell  show  that  he  was  a  man  not 
without  genius  and  strength  of  thought. 

Marvel  is  a  writer  of  nearly  the  same  period,  and  worthy  of 
a  better  age.  Some  of  his  verses  are  harsh  as  the  words  of 
Mercury ;  others  musical  as  is  Apollo's  lute.  Of  the  latter 
kind  are  his  boat-song,  his  description  of  a  fawn,  and  his  lines 
to  Lady  Vere.  His  lines  prefixed  to  Paradise  Lost  are  by  no 
means  the  most  favourable  specimen  of  his  powers. 

Butler's  Hudibras  is  a  poem  of  more  wit  than  any  other  in 
the  language.  The  rhymes  have  as  much  genius  in  them  as 
the  thoughts  ;  but  there  is  no  story  in  it,  and  but  little  humour. 
Humour  is  the  making  others  act  or  talk  absurdly  and  uncon- 
sciously :  wit  is  the  pointing  out  and  ridiculing  that  absurdity 
consciously*,  and  with  ipore  or  less  ill-nature.  The  fault  of 
Butler's  poem  is  not  that  it  has  too  I^uch  wit,  but  that  it  has  not 
an  equal  quantity  of  other  things.  One  would  suppose  that  the 
starched  manners  and  sanctified  grimace  of  the  times  in  which 
he  lived  would  of  themselves  have  been  sufficiently  rich  in  ludi- 
crous incidents  and  characters ;  but  they  seem  rather  to  have 
irritated  his  spleen  than  to  have  drawn  forth  his  powers  of  pic- 
turesque imitation.  Certainly,  if  we  compare  Hudibras  with  Don 
Cluixote  in  this  respect,  it  seems  rather  a  meagre  and  unsatis- 
factory  perfonnance. 

Rochester's  poetry  is  the  poetry  of  wit  combined  with  the 
love  of  pleasure,  of  thought  with  licentiousness.  His  extova- 
gant  heedless  levity  has  a  sort  of  passionate  enthusiasm  in  it ; 
his  contempt  for  everything  that  others  respect  almost  amounts 
to  sublimity.  His  pqem  upon  Nothing  is  itself  no  trifling  work. 
His  epigrams  were  the  bitterest,  the  least  laboured,  and  the 
truest,  that  ever  were  written. 

Sir  John  Suckling  was  of  the  same  mercurial  stamp,  but 
with  a  greater  fund  of  animal  spirits;  as  witty,  but  less  mali- 
cious.    His  Ballad  on  ^  Wedding  is  perfect  in  its  kind,  and  has 
a  spirit  of  high  enjoyment  in  it,  of  sportive  fancy,  a  livehness 
of  description,  and  a  truth  of  nature,  that  never  were  sun^ass^d. 
It  is  superior  to  either  Gay  or  Prior ;  fox  witii  aW.  \5DL^\t  owLwel^ 
and  terseness,  it  has  a  Sliafespearian  grac^  ani  Vaxonaxic.^  \iwsQS- 
Jt  which  they  could  not  have  reached. 
Denham  and  Cowley  belong  to  tl^e  same  pewA,  >sv»^^  ^^^ 
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quite  distinct  from  each  other  :  the  one  was  grave  and  prosing, 
^e  other  melancholy  and  fantastical.  There  are  a  number  of 
good  lines  and  good  thoughts  in  the  "  Cooper* s  Hill."  And  in 
Cowley  there  is  an  inexhaustible  fund  of  sense  and  ingenuity, 
buried  in  inextricable  conceits,  and  entangled  in  the  cobwebs 
of  the  schools.  He  was  a  great  man,  not  a  great  poet  But  I 
shall  say  no  more  on  this  subject.  I  never  wish  to  meddle 
with  names  that  are  sacred,  unless  when  they  stand  in  the  way 
of  things  that  are  more  sacred. 

Withers  is  a  name  now  almost  forgotten,  and  his  works  sel- 
dom read ;  but  his  poetry  is  not  unfrequently  distinguished  by 
a  tender  and  pastoral  turn  of  thought ;  and  there  is  one  passage 
of  exquisite  feeling,  describing  the  consolations  of  poetry  in  the 
following  terms: 

"  She  doth  tell  me  where  to  borrow 
Comfort  in  the  midst  of  sorrow ; 
Makes  the  desolatest  place  * 

To  her  presence  be  a  grace ;  - 

And  the  blackest  discontents 
Be  her  fairest  ornaments, 
In  my  former  days  of  bliss 
Her  divine  skill  taught  me  this, 
That  from  everything  I  saw 
I  could  some  invention  draw; 
And  raise  pleasure  to  her  height, 
Through  the  meanest  object's  sight; — 
By  the  murmur  of  a  spring. 
Or  the  least  bough's  rusteling, 
By  a  daisy  whose  leaves  spread 
Shut  when  Titan  goes  to  bed ; 
Or  a  shady  bush  or  tree, 
She  could  more  infuse  in  me 
Than  all  Nature's  beauties  can 
In  some  other  wiser  man. 
By  her  help  I  also  now 
Make  this  churlish  place  allow 
Some  things  that  may  sweeten  gladness 
In  the  very  gall  of  sadness. 
The  dull  loneness,  the  black  shade, 
That  these  haii^g  N«.\]\\a  Vvks  c^  Tfi&ji<&^ 
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The  strange  music  of  the  waves, 

Beating  on  these  hollow  caves, 

This  black  den  which  rocks  emboss, 

Overgrown  with  eldest  moss, 

The  rude  portals  that  give  light 

More  to  terror  than  delight. 

This  my  chamber  of  neglect, 

Wall'd  about  with  disrespect, 

From  all  these  and  this  dull  air, 

A  fit  object  for  despair, 

She  hath  taught  me  by  her  might 

To  draw  comfort  and  delight. 

Therefore,  thou  best  earthly  bliss, 

I  will  cherish  thee  for  this. 

Poesie,  thou  sweet'st  content 

That  e'er  Heaven  to  mortals  lent, 

Though  they  as  a  trifle  leave  thee, 

Whose  dull  thoughts  cannot  conceive  thee, 

Though  thou  be  to  them  a  scorn. 

That  to  nought  but  earth  are  bom, 

Let  my  life  no  longer  be 

Than  I  am  in  love  with  thee. 

Though  our  wise  ones  call  thee  madness, 

Let  me  never  taste  of  sadness 

If  I  love  not  thy  maddest  fits 

Above  all  their  greatest  wits. 

And  though  some  too  seeming  holy 

Do  account  thy  raptures  folly. 

Thou  dost  teach  me  to  contemn 

What  makes  knaves  and  fools  of  them." 
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LECTURE  V. 

ON  THOMSON  AND  COWPEB. 

Thomson,  the  kind-hearted  Thomson,  was  the  most  indolent  of 
mortals  and  of  poets.  But  he  was  also  one  of  the  best  both  of 
mortals  and  of  poets.  Dr.  Johnson  makes  it  his  praise  that  he 
wrote  "  no  line  which  dying  he  would  wish  to  blot."  Perhaps 
a  better  proof  of  his  honest  simplicity,  and  inoffensive  goodness 
of  disposition^  would  be  that  he  wrote  no  line  which  any  other 
person  living  would  wish  that  he  should  blot.  Indeed,  he  him- 
self wished,  on  his  death-bed,  formally  to  expiinge  his  dedication 
of  one  of  the  Seasons  to  that  finished  courtier,  and  candid  biogra- 
pher of  his  own  life,  Bubb  Doddington.  As  critics,  howeyer, 
not  as  moralists,  we  might  say,  on  the  other  hand — ^^  Would  he 
had  blotted  a  thousand!"  The  same  suavity  of  temper  and 
sanguine  warmth  of  feeling  which  threw  such  a  natural  grace 
and  genial  spirit  of  enthusiasm  over  his  poetry  was  also  the 
cause  of  his  inherent  vices  and  defects.  He  is  affected  through 
carelessness :  pompous  from  unsuspecting  simplicity  of  character. 
He  is  frequently  pedantic  and  ostentatious  in  his  style,  because 
he  had  no  consciousness  of  these  vices  in  himself.  He  mounts 
upon  stilts,  not  out  of  vanity,  but  indolence.  He  seldom  writes 
a  good  line  but  he  makes  up  for  it  by  a  bad  one.  He  takes  ad- 
vantage of  all  the  most  trite  and  mechanical  conmion-places  of 
imagery  and  diction  as  a  kindly  relief  to  his  Muse,  and  as  if  he 
thought  them  quite  as  good,  and  likely  to  be  quite  as  acceptable 
to  the  reader,  as  his  own  poetry.  He  did  not  think  the  diffe^ 
ence  worth  putting  himself  to  the  trouble  of  accompUshing.  He 
had  too  little  art  to  conceal  his  art :  or  did  not  even  seem  to 
know  that  there  was  any  occasion  for  it.  Hiai  art  is  as  naked 
id  undisguised  as  his  nature  \  the  one  is  as  pure  and  genuine 
the  other  is  gross,  gaudy,  «a'3Li£v'e>i^xx\dw>a,  K^'^^x.^^dmi- 
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in  the  Seasons  is  the  emanation  of  a  fine  natural  genius, 
dncere  love  of  his  subject,  unforced,  unstudied,  that  comes 
lied  for,  and  departs  unbidden.  But  he  takes  no  pains,  uses 
elf-correction ;  or  if  he  seems  to  labour,  it  is  worse  than 
ir  lost.  His  genius  ^'  cannot  be  constrained  by  mastery." 
feeling  of  nature,  of  the  changes  of  the  seasons,  was  in  his 
.;  and  he  could  not  help  conveying  this  feeling  to  the 
)r,  by  the  mere  force  of  spontaneous  expression ;  but  if  the 
sssion  did  not  come  of  itself,  he  left  the  whole  business  to 
ce ;  or,  willing  to  evade,  instead  of  encountering  the  diffi- 
ys  oMiis  subject,  fills  up  the  intervals  of  true  inspiration  with 
lost  vapid  and  worthless  materials,  pieces  out  a  beautiful 
line  with  a  bombastic  allusion,  or  overloads  an  exquisitely 
ral  sentiment  or  image  with  a  cloud  of  painted,  pompous, 
)rous  phrases,  like  the  shower  of  roses,  in  which  he  repre- 

the  Spring,  his  own  lovely,  fresh,  and  innocent  Spring,  as 
ending  to  the  earth  : 

''  Come)  gentle  Spring !  ethereal  Mildness !  come, 
And  from  the  bosom  of  yon  drooping  cloud, 
While  music  wakes  around,  veil'd  in  a  shower 
Of  shadowing  roses,  on  our  plains  descend." 

I,  from  such  a  flimsy,  round-about,  unmeaning  commence- 
;  as  this,  would  expect  the  delightful,  unexaggerated,  home- 
[escriptions  of  natural  scenery,  which  are  scattered  in  such 
nscious  profusion  through  this  and  the  following  cantos  I 
instance,  the  very  next  passage  is  crowded  with  a  set  of 
ing  images. 

*'  And  see  wh^re  surly  Winter  passes  off 
Far  to  the  north,  and  calls  his  ruffian  blasts : 
His  blasts  obey,  and  quit  the  howling  hill. 
The  shatter'd  forest,  and  the  ravag'd  vale; 
While  softer  gales  succeed,  at  whose  kind  touch 
Dissolving  snows  in  livid  torrents  lost. 
The  mountains  lift  their  green  heads  to  the  sky. 
As  yet  the  trembling  year  is  unconfirm'd, 
/  nd  Winter  oft  at  eve  resumes  the  breeze. 
Chills  the  pale  mom,  and  bids  his  driving  sleets 
Deform  the  day  delightless ;  so  that  Bcatce 
The  bittern  knows  his  time  with  biU  ui^^\il 
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To  shake  the  sounding  marsh,  or  from  the  shore 
The  plovers  when  to  scatter  o'er  the  heath, 
And  sing  their  wild  notes  to  the  list'ning  Waste." 

Thomson  is  the  best  of  our  descriptive  poets ;  for  he  gives 
most  of  the  poetry  of  natural  description.  Others  have  been 
quite  equal  to  him,  or  have  surpassed  him,  as  Cowper  for  in- 
stance, in  the  picturesque  part  of  his  art,  in  marking  the  peculiar 
features  and  curious  details  of  objects ; — no  one  has  yet  come  up 
to  him  in  giving  the  sum  total  of  their  effects,  their  varying 
influences  on  the  mind.  He  does  not  go  into  the  mintdia  of  a 
landscape,  but  describes  the  vivid  impression  which  the  whole 
makes  upon  his  own  imagination  ;  and  thus  transfers  the  same 
unbroken,  unimpaired  impression  to  the  imagination  of  his  read- 
ers. The  colours  with  which  he  paints  seem  yet  breathing,  like 
those  of  the  living  statue  in  the  Winter's  Tale.  Nature  in  his 
descriptions  is  seen  growing  around  us,  fresh  and  lusty  as  in 
ifeelf  We  feel  the  effect  of  the  atmosphere,  its  humidity  or 
clearness,  its  heat  or  cold,  the  glow  of  summer,  the  gloom  of 
winter,  the  tender  promise  of  the  spring,  the  full  overshadowing 
foliage,  the  declining  pomp  and  deepening  tints  of  autumn.  He 
transports  us  to  the  scorching  heat  of  vertical  suns,  or  plunges 
us  into  the  chilling  horrors  and  desolation  of  the  firozen  zone. 
We  hear  the  snow  drifting  against  the  broken  casement  without, 
and  see  the  fire  blazing  on  the  hearth  vdthin.  The  first  scat- 
tered drops  of  a  vernal  shower  patter  on  the  leaves  above  our 
heads,  or  the  coming  storm  resounds  through  the  leafless  groves. 
In  a  word,  he  describes  not  to  the  eye  alone,  but  to  the  other 
senses,  and  to  the  whole  man.  He  puts  his  heart  into  his  sub- 
ject, writes  as  he  feels,  and  humanises  whatever  he  touches.  He 
makes  all  his  descriptions  teem  vnth  life  and  vivifying  soul 
His  faults  were  those  of  his  style — of  the  author  and  the  man; 
but  the  original  genius  of  the  poet,  the  pith  and  marrow  of  his 
imagination,  the  fine  natural  mould  in  which  his  feelings  were 
bedded,  were  too  much  for  him  to  counteract  by  neglect,  or  af- 
fectation, or  false  ornaments.  It  is  for  this  reason  that  he  is.  per- 
haps, the  most  popular  of  all  our  poets,  treating  of  a  subject  that 
all  can  understand,  and  in  a  way  that  is  interesting  to  all  alike, 
to  the  ignorant  or  the  leftned,  \>^ca.\3L^^  \va  ^^^-a  back  the  im- 
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pression  which  the  things  themselves  make  upon  us  in  nature. 
^  That,"  said  a  man  of  genius,  seeing  a  little  shabby  soiled  copy 
of  Thomson's  Seasons  lying  on  the  window-seat  of  an  obscure 
country  alehouse — "  That  is  true  fame !" 

It  has  been  supposed  by  some  that  the  Castle  of  Indolence  is 
Thomson's  best  poem ;  but  that  is  not  the  case.     He  has  in  it, 
indeed,  poured  out  the  whole  soul  of  indolence,  diffuse,  relaxed, 
supine,  dissolved  into  a  voluptuous  dream ;  and  surrounded  him- 
self with  a  set  of  objects  and  companions  in  entire  unison  with 
the  listlessness  of  his  own  temper.     Nothing  can  well  go  beyond 
the  descriptions  of  these  inmates  of  the  place,  and  their  luxurious 
pampered  way  of  life— of  him  who  came  among  them  like  «  a 
burnished  fly  in  month  of  June,"  but  soon  left  them  on  his 
heedless  way ;  and  him, 

"  For  whom  the  merry  bells  had  rung,  I  ween, 
If  in  this  nook  of  quiet  bells  had  ever  been." 

The  in-door  quiet  and  cushioned  ease,  where  "  all  was  one  full- 
swelling  bed  ;"  the  out-of-door  stillness,  broken  only  by  "  the 
stock-dove's  plaint  amid  the  forest  deep, 

'     "  That  drowsy  rustled  to  the  sighing  gale," — 

are  in  the  most  perfect  and  delightful  keeping.  But  still  there 
are  no  passages  in  this  exquisite  little  production  of  sportive  ease 
and  fancy,  equal  to  the  best  of  those  in  the  Seasons.  Warton, 
in  his  Essay  on  Pope,  was  the  first  to  point  out  and  do  justice  to 
some  of  these ;  for  instance,  to  the  description  of  the  effects  of  the 
contagion  among  our  ships  at  Carthagena — ^*'of  the  frequent 
corse  heard  nightly  plunged  amid  the  sullen  waves,"  and  to  the 
description  of  the  pilgrims  lost  in  the  deserts  of  Arabia.  This 
last  passage,  profound  and  striking  as  it  is,  is  not  free  from  those 
faults  of  style  which  I  have  already  noticed : 

" Breath'd  hot 

From  all  the  boundless  furnace  of  the  sky. 

And  the  wide-glitt'ring  waste  of  burning  sand, 

A  suffocating  wind  the  pilgrim  smites 

With  instant  death.    Patient  of  thirst  and  toil, 

Son  of  the  desert,  ev'n  the  camel  feels 

Shot  through  his  withered  heart  the  fiery  'V)\8«X>. 
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Or  from  the  black-red  ether,  bursting  broad, 
Sallies  the  sudden  whirlwind.    Straight  the  sands, 
Commov'd  around,  in  gathering  eddies  play ; 
Nearer  and  nearer  still  they  dark'ning  come, 
Till  with  the  gen'ral  all-involving  storm 
Swept  up,  the  whole  continuous  wilds  arise, 
And  by  their  noon-day  fount  defected  thrown, 
Or  sunk  at  night  in  sad  disastrous  sleep, 
Beneath  descending  hills  the  caravan 
Is  buried  deep.    In  Cairo's  crowded  streets, 
Th'  impatient  merchant,  wond'ring,  waits  in  vain ; 
And  Mecca  saddens  at  the  long  delay." 

There  are  other  passages  of  equal  beauty  with  these ;  such 
that  of  the  hunted  stag,  followed  by  '^  the  inhuman  rout," 


(( 


-That  from  the  shady  depth 


Expel  him,  circling  through  his  ev'ry  shift. 
He  sweeps  the  forest  oft,  and,  sobbing,  sees 
The  glades  mild  op'ning  to  the  golden  day. 
Where  in  kind  contest  with  his  butting  firiends 
He  wont  to  struggle,  or  his  loves  enjoy." 

The  whole  of  the  description  of  the  frozen  zone,  in  the  Wi 
ter,  is  perhaps  even  finer  and  more  thoroughly  felt,  as  beii 
done  from  early  associations,  than  that  of  the  torrid  zone  in  I 
Summ^.  Anything  more  beautiful  than  the  following  accou 
of  the  Siberian  exiles  is,  I  think,  hardly  to  be  found  in  tl 
whole  range  of  poetry. 

"  There  through  the  prison  of  unbounded  wilds, 
Barr'd  by  the  hand  of  nature  from  escape. 
Wide  roams  the  Russian  exile.    Nought  around 
Strikes  his  sad  eye  but  deserts  lost  in  snow, 
And  heavy-loaded  groves,  and  solid  floods, 
That  stretch  athwart  the  solitary  vast 
Their  icy  horrors  to  the  frozen  main ; 
And  cheerless  towns  far  distant,  never  bless'd. 
Save  when  its  annual  course  the  caravan 
Bends  to  the  golden  coast  of  rich  Cathay, 
With  news  of  human  kind." 

The  feeling  of  loneliness,  of  distance,  of  lingering,  slow-revo 
iDg  years  of  pining  expectation,  of  desolation  within  and  with< 
the  beoxtf  was  nevei  moi^  ^ii!^\^  ^x^x«^^^ikslSx\&  Vk^te, 
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he  account  which  follows  of  the  employments  of  the  Polar 
t — of  the  journeys  of  the  natives  by  moonlight,  drawn  by 
deer,  and  of  the  return  of  spring  in  Lapland — 

"  Where  pure  Niemi's  fairy  mountains  rise, 
And  firing'd  with  roses  Tenglio  rolls  his  stream," 

[ually  picturesque  and  striking  in  a  different  way.  The 
(Her  lost  in  the  snow,  is  a  well  known  and  admirable  dra- 
c  episode.  I  prefer,  however,  giving  one  example  of  our 
or's  skill  m  painting  common  domestic  scenery,  as  it  will 
a  more  munediate  comparison  with  the  style  of  some  later 
3rs  on  such  subjects.  It  is  of  little  consequence  what  pas- 
we  take.  The  following  description  of  the  first  setting  in 
inter  is,  perhaps  as  pleasing  as  any: 

"  Through  the  hush'd  air  the  whitening  shower  descends, 
At  first  thin  wav'ring,  till  at  last  the  flakes 
Fall  broad  and  wide,  and  fast,  dimming  the  day 
With  a  continual  flow.    The  cherished  fields 
Put  on  their  winter-robe  of  purest  white : 
'Tis  brightness  all,  save  where  the  new  snow  melts 
Along  the  mazy  current.    Low  the  woods 
Bow  their  hoar  head ;  and  ere  the  languid  Sun, 
Famt,  from  the  West  emits  his  ev'ning  ray. 
Earth's  universal  face,  deep  hid,  and  chill. 
Is  one  wide  dazzling  waste,  that  buries  wide 
The  works  of  man.    Drooping,  the  lab'rer-ox 
Stands  cover'd  o*er  with  snow,  and  then  demands 
The  fruit  of  all  his  toil.    The  fowls  of  heaven, 
Tam'd  by  the  cruel  season,  crowd  around 
The  winnowing  store,  and  claim  the  little  boon 
Which  Providence  assigns  them.    One  alone. 
The  red-breast,  sacred  to  the  household  Grods, 
Wisely  regardful  of  the  embroiling  sky. 
In  joyless  fields  and  thorny  thickets  leaves 
His  shivering  mates,  and  pays  to  trusted  man 
His  annual  visit.    Half-afraid,  he  first 
Against  the  window  beats ;  then,  brisk,  alights 
On  the  warm  hearth ;  then  hopping  o'er  the  floor, 
Eyes  all  the  smiling  family  askance. 
And  pecks,  and  starts,  and  wonders  where  he  is : 
Till,  more  familiar  grown,  the  table-crumbs 
AMnet  km  tieader  feet    The  foodleas  vnXdi 
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Pout  forth  their  brown  inhalntants.    The  hare, 
Though  timorous  of  heart,  and  hard  beset 
By  death  in  various  forms,  dark  snares  and  dogs, 
And  more  unpitying  men,  the  garden  seeks, 
Urg'd  on  by  fearless  want.    The  bleating  kind 
Eye  the  bleak  heav'n,  and  next  the  glist'ning  earth 
With  looks  of  dumb  despair ;  then,  sad  dispersed, 
Dig  for  the  wither'd  herb  through  heaps  of  snow." 

It  is  thus  that  Thomson  always  give  a  moral  sense  to  nature. 

Thomson's  blank  verse  is  not  harsh,  nor  utterly  untuneable ; 
but  it  is  heavy  and  monotonous ;  it  seems  always  labouring  up- 
hill. The  selections  which  have  been  made  from  his  works  in 
Enfield's  Speaker,  and  other  books  of  extracts,  do  not  convey  ^ 
the  most  favourable  idea  of  his  genius  or  taste ;  such  as  Pale- 
mon  and  Lavinia,  Damon  and  Musidora,  Celadon  and  Amelia. 
Those  parts  of  any  author  which  are  most  liable  to  be  stitched 
in  worsted,  and  framed  and  glazed,  are  not  by  any  means 
always  the  best  The  moral  descriptions  and  reflections  in  the 
Seasons  are  in  an  admirable  spirit,  and  written  with  great  force 

and  fervour.  \. 

f 
His  poem  on  Liberty  is  not  equally  good :  his  Muse  was  too 

easy  and  good-natured  for  the  subject,  which  required  as  much 
indignation  against  unjust  and  arbitrary  power,  as  complacency 
in  the  constitutional  monarchy,  under  which,  just  after  the  ex- 
pulsion of  the  Stuarts  and  the  establishment  of  the  House  of 
Hanover,"  in  contempt  of  the  claims  of  hereditary  pretenders  to 
the  throne,  Thomson  lived.  Thomson  was  but  an  indiflerent 
hater ;  and  the  most  indispensable  part  of  the  love  of  hberty 
has  unfortunately  hitherto  been  the  hatred  of  tyranny.  Spleen 
is  the  soul  of  patriotism,  and  of  public  good :  but  you  would 
not  expect  a  man  who  has  been  seen  eating  peaches  off  a  tree 
with  both  hands  in  his  waistcoat  pockets,  to  be  "  overrun  with 
the  spleen,"  or  to  heat  himself  needlessly  about  an  abstract 
proposition. 

His  plays  are  liable  to  the  same  objection.     They  are  never 
acted,  and  seldom  read.     The  author  could  not,  or  would  not, 
put  himself  out  of  liis  "way,  \,o  ^xvXct  VqXq  ^^  %\\xsal\a\\s  and  pas- 
sions of  others,  paiticuVaxVY  oi  a  tta^c.  V«v$l,   "XiV^  ^:^>^^^\  ^ 
Tancred  and  Sigismunda,vf\ilc\iSs\»^^x^i^^m^^i^ss^ 
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-IX    Gil  Bias,   is  an  admirable  one,  but  poorly  handled :  the 
^ound  may  be  considered  as  still  unoccupied. 

Cowper,  whom  I  shall  speak  of  in  this  connection,  lived  at  a 
^nsiderable  distance  of  time  after  Thomson ;  and  had  some 
sidvantages  over  him,  particularly  in  simplicity  of  style,  in  a 
Certain  precision  and  minuteness  of  graphical  description,  and 
in  a  more  careful  and  leisurely  choice  of  such  topics  only  as  his 
gpenius  and  peculiar  habits  of  mind  prompted  him  to  treat  o£ 
Hie  Task  has  fewer  blemishes  than  the  Seasons ;  but  it  has  not 
the  same  capital  excellence,  the  "  unbought  grace  "  of  poetry, 
the  power  of  moving  and  infusing  the  warmth  of  the  author's 
mind  into  that  of  the  reader.  If  Cowper  had  a  more  polished 
taste,  Thomson  had,  beyond  comparison,  a  more  fertile  genius, 
more  impulsive  force,  a  more  entire  forgetfulness  of  himself  in 
[lis  subject  If  in  Thomson  you  are  sometimes  offended  with 
the  slovenliness  of  the  author  by  profession,  determined  to  get 
through  his  task  at  all  events ;  in  Cowper  you  are  no  less  dis- 
satisfied with  the  finicalness  of  the  private  gentleman,  who  does 
not  care  whether  he  completes  his  work  or  not ;  and,  in  what- 
ever he  does,  is  evidently  more  solicitous  to  please  himself 
than  the  public.  There  is  an  effeminacy  about  him,  which 
shrinks  from  and  repels  common  and  hearty  sympathy.  With 
all  his  boasted  simplicity  and  love  of  the  country,  he  seldom 
launches  out  into  general  descriptions  of  nature :  he  looks  at 
her  over  his  clipped  hedges,  and  from  his  well-swept  garden- 
wulks ;  or  if  he  makes  a  bolder  experiment  now  and  then,  it  is 
with  an  air  of  precaution,  as  if  he  were  afraid  of  being  caught 
in  a  shower  of  rain,  or  of  not  being  able,  in  case  of  any  unto- 
ward accident,  to  make  good  his  retreat  home.  He  shakes 
hands  with  nature  with  a  pair  of  fashionable  gloves  on,  and 
leads  his  "  Vashti "  forth  to  public  view  with  a  look  of  con- 
sciousness and  attention  to  etiquette,  as  a  fine  gentleman  hands 
a  lady  out  to  dance  a  minuet.  He  is  delicate  to  fastidiousness, 
and  glad  to  get  back,  after  a  romantic  adventure  with  crazy 
Kate,  a  party  of  gypsies  or  a  little  child  on  a  common,  to  the 
drawing-room  and  the  ladies  again,  to  the  sofa  and  the  tea- 
kettle— No,  I  beg  his  pardon,  not  to  the  singing,  well-scoured 
tea-kettle^  hut  to  the  polished  and  loud-kissmg  "oiu.    ^^^  >^\iS^ 
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and  arbours  are  kept  clear  of  worms  and  snails,  with  as  much 
an  appearance  of  petU-maitreshvp  as  of  humanity.     He  has 
some  of  the  sickly  sensibilities  and  pampered  refinements  of 
Pope ;  but  then  Pope  prided  himself  in  them :  whereas  Cowpei 
afiects  to  be  all  simplicity  and  plainness.     He  had  neither 
Thomson's  love  of  the  unadorned  beauties  of  nature,  nor  Pope's 
exquisite  sense  of  the  elegances  of  art     He  was,  in  fact,  ^a 
nervous  man.  afraid  of  trusting  himself  to  the  seductions  of  tEe 
one,  and  ashamed   of  ^putting  forward  his  pretensions  to  an 
intimacy  with  the  other :  but  to  be  a  coward  is  not  the  way  to 
succeed  either  in  poetry,  in  war,  or  in  love!     Still  he  is  a 
genuine  poet,  and  deserves  all  his  reputation.     His  worst  vices 
are  amiable  weaknesses,  elegant  trifling.     Though  there  is  a 
frequent  dryness,  timidity,  and  jejuneness  in  his  manner,  he  has 
left  a  number  of  pictures  of  domestic  comfort  and  social  refine- 
ment, as  well  as  of  natural  imagery  and  feeling,  which  can 
hardly  be  forgotten  but  with  the  language  itself     Such,  among 
others,  are  his  memorable  description  of  the  post  coming  in, 
that  of  the  preparations  for  tea  in  a  winter's  evening  in  the 
country,  of  the  unexpected  fall  of  snow,  of  the  frosty  morning 
(with  the  fine  satirical  transition  to  the  Empress  of  Russia's 
palace  of  ice,)  and,  most  of  all,  the  winter's  walk  at  noon 
Every  one  of  these  may  be  considered  as  distinct  studies,  or 
highly-finished  cabinet-pieces  arranged  without  order  or  co- 
herence.    I  shall  be  excused  for  giving  the  last  of  them,  as 
what  has  always  appeared  to  me  one  of  the  most  feeling,  ele- 
gant, and  perfect  specimens  of  this  writer's  manner. 

''  The  night  was  winter  in  his  roughest  mood ; 
The  morning  sharp  and  clear.    But  now  at  noon 
Upon  the  southern  side  of  the  slant  hills, 
And  where  the  woods  fence  off  the  northern  hlast, 
The  season  smiles,  resigning  all  its  rage, 
And  has  the  warmth  of  May.    The  vault  is  hlue, 
Without  a  cloud,  and  white  without  a  speck 
The  dazzling  splendour  of  the  scene  helow. 
Again  the  harmony  comes  o'er  the  vale ; 
And  through  the  trees  I  view  th'  embattled  tow'r, 
Whence  all  the  mwsvc.   1  ^cgKca.  -^x^^ew^ 
The  toothing  mfiuence  oi  VK©  vi%.^ft^  «to»2Da, 
And  settle  in  Boft  rnxxsix^^  ^^^«*^ 
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The  walk,  still  verdant,  under  oaks  and  elms, 

Whose  outspread  branches  overarch  the  glade. 

The  roof,  though  moveable  through  all  its  length, 

As  the  wind  sways  it,  has  yet  well  sufficed. 

And,  intercepting  in  their  silent  fall 

The  frequent  flakes,  has  kept  a  path  for  me. 

No  noise  is  here,  or  none  that  hinders  thought. 

The  redbreast  warbles  still,  but  is  content 

With  slender  notes,  and  more  thaii  half  suppressed. 

Pleas'd  with  his  solitude,  and  flitting  light 

From  spray  to  spray,  where'er  he  rests  he  shakes 

From  many  a  twig  the  pendent  drops  of  ice 

That  tinkle  in  the  wither'd  leaves  below. 

Stillness,  accompanied  with  sounds  so  soft, 

Charms  more  than  silence.    Meditation  here 

May  think  down  hours  to  moments.    Here  the  heart 

May  give  a  useful  lesson  to  the  head. 

And  Learning  wiser  grow  without  his  books. 

Knowledge  and  Wisdom,  far  from  being  one. 

Have  oft-times  no  connection.    Knowledge  dwells 

In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men ) 

Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 

Books  are  not  seldom  talismans  and  spells, 
.  By  which  the  magic  art  of  shrewder  wits 

Holds  an  unthmking  multitude  enthrall'd. 

Some  to  the  fascination  of  a  name 

Surrender  judgment  hood-wink'd.    Some  the  style 

Infatuates,  and  through  labyrinths  and  wilds 

Of  error  leads  them,  by  a  tune  entranc'd. 

While  sloth  seduces  more,  too  weak  to  bear 

The  insupportable  fatigue  of  thought. 

And  swallowing  therefore,  without  pause  or  choice. 

The  total  grist  unsifted,  husks  and  all. 

But  trees,  and  rivulets  whose  rapid  course 
•  Defies  the  check  of  winter,  haunts  of  deer, 

And  sheep-walks  populous  with  bleating  lambs, 

And  lanes,  in  which  the  primrose  ere  her  time 

Peeps  through  the  moss  that  clothes  the  hawthorn  root. 

Deceive  no  student.    Wisdom  there,  and  truth, 

Not  shy,  as  in  the  world,  and  to  be  won 

By  slow  solicitation,  seize  at  once  . 

The  roving  thought,  and  fix  it  on  themselves." 

is  satire  is  also  excellent     It  is  pointed  and  iotcftAa,  V\N5cl^^ 
Med  manners  of  the  g-entJeman,  and  ftie  \ioxie«X  m^s^^^<3«^ 


113  ON  THOMSON  AND  COWi>ER.  [lecture?. 

of  the  virtuous  man.  His  religious  poetry,  except  where  it  takes 
a  tincture  of  controversial  heat,  wants  elevation  and  fire.  His 
Muse  had  not  a  seraph's  wing.  '  I  might  refer,  in  illustration  of 
this  opinion,*to  the  laboured  anticipation  of  the  Millennium  at  the 
end  of  the  sixth  book.  He  could  describe  a  piece  of  shell-work 
as  well  as  any  modern  poet :  but  he  could  not  describe  the  New 
Jerusalem  so  well  as  John  Bunyan ; — nor  are  his  verses  on  Al- 
exander Selkirk  so  good  as  Robinson  Crusoe.  The  one  is  not 
so  much  like  a  vision,  nor  is  the  other  so  much  like  the  reality. 
The  first  volume  of  Cowper's  poems  has,  however,  been  less 
read  than  it  ^served.  The  comparison  in  these  poems  of  the 
proud  and  humble  believer  to  the  peacock  and  the  pheasantj 
and  the  parallel  between  Voltaire  and  the  poor  cottager,  are  ex- 
quisite pieces  of  eloquence  and  poetry,  particularly  the  last: 

"  Yon  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door, 
Pillow  and  bobbins  all  her  little  store; 
Content  though  mean,  and  cheerful  if  not  gay, 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  live-long  day, 
Just  earns  a  scanty  pittance,  and  at  night. 
Lies  down  secure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light ; 
She,  for  her  humble  sphere  by  nature  fit, 
Has  little  understanding,  and  no  wit, 
Receives  no  praise  *,  but,  though  her  Ipt  be  such, 
(Toilsome  and  indigent)  she  renders  much  i  • 

Just  knows,  and  knows  no  more,  her  Bible  true — 
A  truth  the  brilliant  Frenchman  never  knew ; 
And  in  that  charter  reads  with  sparkling  eyes 
Her  title  to  a  treasure  in  the  skies. 

O  happy  peasant !  Oh  unhappy  bard  I 
His  the  mere  tinsel,  hers  the  rich  reward ; 
He  prais'd,  perhaps,  for  ages  yet  to  come, 
She  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  from  home : 
He  lost  in  errors  his  vain  heart  prefers,. 
She  safe  in  the  mmplicity  of  hers." 

His  character  of  Whitfield,  in  the  poem  on  Hope,  is  one  of 
the  most  spirited  and  striking  things.     It  is  written  con  amore, 

"  But  if,  unblameable  in  word  and  thought, 
A  man  arise,  a  man  whom  Grod  has  taught, 
With  all  Elijah's  dignity  of  tone, 
And  all  the  \ove  ot  \k«^M\oN«dk  SoW^ 
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To  storm  the  citadels  tbe^  built  in  air, 
To  smite  the  untemper'd  wall  ('tis  death  to  spare,) 
To  sweep  away  all  refoges  of  lies, 
And  place,  instead  of  quirks  themselves  devise, 
'  Lama  Sabachthani  before  their  eyes ; 
To  show  that  without  Christ  all  gain  is  loss, 
All  hope  despair  that  stands  not  on  his  cross; 
Except  a  few  his  God  may  have  impressed, 
A  tenfold  phrensy  seizes  all  the  rest." 

These  lines  were  quoted,  soon  after  their  appearance,  by  the 

Monthly  Reviewers,  to  show  that  Cowper  was  no  poet,  though 

they  afterwards  took  credit  to  themselves  for  having  been  the 

fiist  to  introduce  his  verses  to  the  notice  of  the  public.     It  is  not 

a  little  remarkable  that  these  same  critics  regularly  damned, 

at  its  first  coming  out,  every  work  which  has  since  acquired  a 

standard  reputation  with  the  public.     Cowper's  verses  on  his 

mother's  picture,  and  his  lines  to  Mary,  are  some  of  the  most 

pathetic  that  ever  were  written.     His  stanzas  on  the  loss  of  the 

Royal  George  have  a  masculine  strength  and  feeling  beyond 

What  was  usual  with  him.     The  story  of  John  Gilpin  has  per- 

^ps  given  as  much  pleasure  to  as  many  people  as  anything  of 

^he  same  length  that  ever  was  written. 

His  life  was  an  unhappy  one.  It  was  embittered  by  a  mor- 
bid afiection,  and  by  his  religious  sentiments.  Nor  are  we  to 
bonder  at  this,  or  bring  it  as  a  charge  against  religion ;  for  it  is 
he  nature  of  the  poetical  temperament  to  carry  everything  to 
ixcesS)  whether  it  be  love,  religion,  pleasure^  or  pain,  as  we  may 
tee  in  the  case  of  Cowper  and  of  Burns,  and  to  find  torment  or 
^pture  in  that  in  which  others  merely  find  a  resource  from 
tfifiuij  or  a  relajtation  from  common  occupation. 

There  are  two  poets  still  living  who  belong  to  the  same  class 
)f  excellence,  and  of  whom  I  shall  here  say  a  few  words ;  I 
nean  Crabbe,  and  Robert  Bloomfield,  the  author  of  the  Ear- 
ner's Boy.  As  a  painter  of  simple  natural  scenery,  and  of  the 
}till  life  of  the  country,  few  writers  have  morfe  undeniable  and 
massuming  pretensions  than  the  ingenious  and  self-taught  poet 
ast  mentioned.  Among  the  sketches  of  this  sort  I  would  men- 
ion,  as  equally  distinguished  for  delicacy,  i«i\5QSxs\ikK?ft^  ^wSl 
\Mvete,  his  description  of  Jambs  racing,  of  tlkie  "5\g,"a  ^Q\!a%^xiX^i2a^ 
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acdming,  of  the  boy  sent  to  feed  his  sheep  before  the  break  of 
day  in  winter ;  and  I  might  add  the  innocently  told  story  of  the 
poor  bird-boy,  who  in  vain  through  the  live-long  day  expects 
his  promised  companions  at  his  hut,  to  share  his  feast  of  roasted 
sloes  with  him,  as  an  example  of  that  humble  pathos  in  which 
this  author  ei^cek     The  fault  indeed  of  his  genius  is  that  it  is 
too  humble :  his  Muse  has  something  not  only  rustic,  but  me- 
nial in  her  aspect.     He  seems  afraid  of  elevating  nature,  lest 
she  should  be  ashamed  of  him.     Bloomfield  very  beautifully 
describes  the  iambs  in  spring-time  as  racing  round  the  hillocks 
of  green  turf:  Thomson,  in  describing  the  same  image,  makes 
the  mound  of  earth  the  remains  of  an  d}d  Roman  encampment 
Bloomfield  never  gets  beyond  his  own  experience;  and  that  is 
somewhat  confined.     He  gives  the  simple  appearance  of  nature, 
but  he  gives  it  naked,  shivering,  and  unclothed  with  &e  drapery 
of  a  mortal  imagination.     His  poetry  has  much  the  effect  of  the 
first  approach  of  spring,  "  while  yet  the  year  is  unconfirmed," 
where  a  few  tender  buds  venture  forth  here  and  there,  but 
are  chilled  by  the  early  frosts  and  nipping  breath  of  poverty. 
It  should  seem  from  this  and  other  instances  that  have  occurred 
within  the  last  century,  that  we  cannot  expect  from  original 
genius  alone,  without  education,  in  modem  and  more  artificial 
periods,  the  same  bold  and  independent  results  as  in  former 
periods.    And  one  reason  appears  to  be  that,  though  such  per- 
sons, from  whom  we  might  at  first  expect  a  restoration  of  the 
good  old  times  of  poetry,  are  not. encumbered  and  enfeebled  by 
the  tranmiels  of  custom,  and  ik^  dull  weight  of  other  men's 
ideas ;  yet  they  are  oppressed  by  the  conscious^ess  of  a  want  of 
the  conunon  advantages  which  others  have ;  are  looking  at  the 
tinsel  finery  of  the  age,  while  they  neglect  the  rich  unexplored 
mine  in  their  own  breasts ;  and,  instead  of  setting  an  example 
for  the  world  to  follow,  spend  their  lives  in  aping,  or  in  the  des- 
pair of  aping,  the  hackneyed  accomplishments  of  their  inferiors. 
Another  cause  may  be,  that  original  genius  alone  is  not  suffi- 
cient to  produce  the  highest  excellence,  without  a  corresponding 
state  of  manneirs,  passions,  and  religious  belief:  that  no  single 
mind  can  move  in  direct  opposition  to  the  vast  machine  of  the 
world  around  it  *,  that  liko  ^go^X  c»si  ^^  xl^  m^^te  than  stamp  tbe 
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mind  of  his  age  upon  his  works ;  and  that  all  that  the  ambition 
of  the  highest  genius  can  hope  to  arrive  at,  after  the  lapse  of  one 
or  two  generations,  is  the  perfection  of  that  more  refined  and  ef- 
feminate style  of  studied  elegance  and  adventitious  ornament, 
which  is  the  result,  not  of  nature,  but  of  art  In  fact,  no  other 
style  of  poetry  has  succeeded,  or  seems  likely  to  succeed,  in  the 
present  day.  The  public  taste  hangs  like  a  millstone  round  the 
neck  of  all  original  genius  that  does  not  conform  to  established 
and  exclusive  models.  The  writer  is  not  only  without  popular 
sympathy,  but  without  a  rich  and  varied  mass  of  materials  for 
his  mind  to  work  upon  and  assimilate  unconsciously  to  itself; 
his  attempts  at  originality  are  looked  upon  as  affectation,  and  in 
the  end  degenerate  into  it  from  the  natural  spirit  of  contradiction, 
and  the  constant  uneasy  sense  of  disappointment  and  imdeserved 
ridicule.     But  to  return. 

Crabbe  is,  if  not  the  most  natural,  the  most  literal  of  our  de- 
scriptive poets.  He  exhibits  the  smallest  circumstances  of^  the 
smallest  things.  He  gives  the  very  costume  of  meanness ;  the 
non-essentials  of  every  trifling  incident  He  is  his  own  land- 
scape-painter, and  engraver  too.  His 'pastoral  scenes  seem 
pricked  on  paper  in  little  dotted  lines.  He  describes  the  interior 
of  a,  cottage  like  a  person  sent*there  to  distrain  for  rent  He  has 
an  eye  to  the  number  of  arms  in  an  old  worm-eaten  chair,  and 
takes  care  to  inform  himself  and  the  reader  whether  a  joint-stool 
stands  upon  three  legs  or  upon  four.  If  a  settle  by  the  fire-side 
stands  awry,  it  gives'him  as  much  disturbance  as  a  tottering 
world ;  and  'he  records  the  rent  in  a  ragged  counterpane  as  an 
event  in  history.  He  is  equally  curious  in  his  back-grounds 
and  in  his  figures.  You  know  the  christian  and  surnames  of 
every  one  of  his  heroes, — ^the  dates  of  their  achievements,  wheth- 
er on  a  Sunday  or  a  Monday, — ^their  place  of  birth  and  burial, 
the  colour  of  their  clothes,  and  of' their  hair,  and  whether  they 
squinted  or  not  He  takes  an  inventory  of  the  human  heart 
exactly  in  the  same  manner  as  of  the  furniture  of  a  sick  room : 
his  sentiments  have  very  much  the  air  of  fixtures :  he  gives  you 
the  petrifiEu^on  of  a  sigh,  and  carves  a  tear,  to  the  life,  in  stone. 
Almost  all  his  characters  are  tired  of  their  lives,  and  you  heartily 
wjah  them  dead.    They  remind  one  of  anatomc»\  Y^^»^Tn«ia<sD&\ 
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or  may  be  said  to  bear  the  same  relation  to  actual  life  thata  p^ 
stuffed  cat  in  a  glass-case  does  to  the  real  one  purring  on  tk  1 3^ 
hearth:  the  skin  is  the  same,  but  the  life  and  sense  of  heat  is  |^ 
gone.     Crabbe's  poetry  is  like  a  museum,  or  curiosity-shop: 
everything  has  the  same  posthumous  appearance,  the  same  in- 
animateness  and  identity  of  character.     If  Bloomfield  is  too 
much  of  the  Farmer's  Boy,  Crabbe  is  too  much  of  the  parish 
beadle,  an  overseer  of  the  country  poor.    He  has  no  delight  be- 
yond the  walls  of  a  workhouse,  and  his  officious  zeal  would  con- 
vert the  world  into  a  vast  infirmary.     He  is  a  kind  of  Ordinary, 
not  of  Newgate,  but  of  nature.     His  poetical  morality  is  taken 
from  Bum's  Justice,  or  the  Statutes  against  Vagrants.    He  sets 
his  own  imagination  in  the  stocks,  and  his  Muse,  IWie-MsMmf'^  '^^ 
"  wears  cruel  garters."     He  collects  all  the  petty  vices  of  the*    ^ 
human  heart,  and  superintends,  as  in  a  panopticon,  a  select  circle 
of  rural  malefactors.     He  makes-out  the  poor  to  be  as  bad  as  the 
rich — a  sort  of  vermin  for  the  others  to  hunt  down  and  trample 
upon,  and  this  he  thinks  a  good  piece  of  work.     With  him  there 
are  but  two  moral  categories,  riches  and  poverty,  authority  and 
dependence.     His  parish  apprentice,  Richard  Monday,  and  his 
wealthy  baronet,  Sir  Richard  Monday,  of  Monday-place,  are  the 
same  individual— the  extremes  of  the  same  character,  and  of  his 
whole  system.    "  The  latter  end  of  his  Commonwealth  does  not 
forget  the  beginning."     But  his  parish  ethics  are  the  very  worst 
inodel  for  a  state :  anything  more  degrading  and  helpless  cannot 
well  be  imagined.     He  exhibits  just  the  conttary  view  of  human 
life  to  that  which  Gray  has  done  in  his  Beggar's  Opera;    In  a 
word,  Crabbe  is  the  only  poet  who  has  attempted  and  succeeded 
in  the  still  life  of  tragedy :  who  gives  the  stagnation  of  hope  and 
fear—- the  deformity  of  vice  without  the  temptation — ^the  pain  of 
sympathy  without  the  interest — and  who  seems  to  rely,  for  the 
delight  he  is  to  convey  to  his  reader,  on  the  truth  and  accuracy 
with  which  he  describes  only  what  is  disagreeable. 

The  best  descriptive  poetry  is  not,  after  all,  to  be  found  in  our 
descriptive  poets.     There  are  set  descriptions  of  the  flowers,  for 
instance,  in  Thomson,  Cowper,  and  others ;  but  none  equal  to 
those  in  Milton's  Lyciiaa,  aad.m\)Dkft"^vcL\«t'^  T«Ae. 
We  have  few  good  paa!tota\a  m  ^3laft  \axL^^^*   ^^a  isssssMsa 
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are  not  Arcadian ;  our  climate  is  not  an  eternal  spring ;  our  age 
18  not  the  age  of  gold.     We  have  no  pastoral-writers  equal  to 
Theocritus,  nor  any  landscapes  like  those  of  Claude  Lorraine. 
The  hest  parts  of  Spenser^s  Shepherd's  Calendar  are  two  fables, 
Mother  Hubberd's  Tale,  and  the  Oak  and  the  Briar ;  which  last 
is  as  splendid  a  piece  of  oratory  as  any  to  be  found  in  the  records 
of  the  eloquence  of  the  British  senate!     Browne,  who  came 
after  Spenser,  and  Withers,  have  left  some  pleasing  allegorical 
poems  of  this  kind.     Pope's  are  as  full  of  senseless  finery  and 
trite  affectation  as  if  a  peer  of  the  realm  were  to  sit  for  his 
picture  with  a  crook  and  cocked  hat  on,  smiling  with  an  insipid 
air  of  no  meaning,  between  nature  and  fashion.     Sir  Philip 
Syxlney's  Arcadia  is  a  lasting  monument  of  perverted  power ; 
where  an  image  of  extreme  beauty,  as  that  of  '^  the  shepherd  boy 
piping  as  though  he  should  never  be  old,"  peeps  out  once  in  a 
hundred  folio  pages,  amidst  heaps  of  intricate  sophistry  and 
scholastic  quaintness.     It  is  not  at  all  like  Nicholas  Poussin's 
picture,  in  which  he  represents  some  shepherds  wandering  out 
in  a  morning  of  the  spring,  and  coming  to  a  tomb  with  this  in- 
scription— ^"  I  also  was  an  Arcadian !"     Perhaps  the  best  pastoral 
in  the  language  is  that  prose-poem,  Walton's  Complete  Angler. 
That  well-known  work  has  a  beauty  and  romantic  interest  equal 
to  its  simplicity,  and  arising  out  of  it.     In  the  description  of  a 
fishing-tackle  you  perceive  the  piety  and  humanity  of  the  au- 
thor's mind.     It  is  to  be  doubted  whether  Sannazarius's  Pisca- 
tory Eclogues  are  equal  to  the  scenes  described  by  Walton  on 
the  banks  of  the  river  Lea.     He  gives  the  feeling  of  the  open 
air  :  we  walk  with  him  along  the  dusty  road-side,  or  repose  on 
the  banks  of  the  river  under  a  shady  tree  :  and  in  watching  for 
the  finny  prey  imbibe  what  he  beautifully  calls  "  the  patience 
and  simplicity  of  poor  honest  fishermen."     We  accompany  them 
to  their  inn  at  night,  and  partake  of  their  simple  but  delicious 
fare  ;  while  Maud,  the  pretty  milk-maid,  at  her  mother's  desire, 
sings  the  classical  ditties  of  the  poet  Marlow ;  "  Come  live  with 
me,  and  be  my  love."    Grood  cheer  is  not  neglected  in  this 
work,  any  more  than  in  Homer,  or  any  other  history  that  sets  a 
proper  value  on  the  good  things  of  this  hfe.     The  prints  in  the 
Complete  Angler  ^ive  an  additional  reality  «ii<i  mXAX^^VX^'^c^ 
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scenes  it  describes.  While  Tottenham  Cross  shall  stand,  and 
longer,  thy  work,  amiable  and  happy  old  man,  shall  last !— It  is 
in  the  notes  to  it  that  we  find  that  character  of  ''  a  fair  and  hap- 
py milk-maid,"  by  Sir  Thomas  Overbury,  which  may  vie  in 
beauty  and  feeling  with  Chaucer's  character  of  Griselda : 

"A  fair  and  happy  milk-maid  is  a  country  wench  that  is  so  far  firom 
making  herself  beautiful  by  art  that  one  look  of  her's  is  able  to  put  all 
fiice-physic  out  of  countenance.  She  knows  a  fair  look  is  but  a  dumb  ora- 
tor to  commend  virtue,  therefore  minds  it  not.  All  her  excellences  stand  in 
her  so  silently  as  if  they  had  stolen  upon  her  without  her  knowledge.  The 
lining  of  her  apparel  (which  is  herself)  is  far  better  than  outsides  of  tissue  ,* 
for  though  she  be  not  arrayed  in  the  spoil  of  the  silk-worm,  she  is  decked 
in  innocency,  a  far  better  wearing.  She  doth  not,  with  lying  long  in  bed, 
spoil  both  her  complexion  and  conditions.  Nature  hath  taught  her  too 
immoderate  sleep  is  rust  to  the  soul :  she  rises  therefore  with  chanticleer, 
her  dame's  clock,  and  at  night  makes  the  lamb  her  curfew.  Her  breath  if 
her  own,  which  scents  all  the  year  long  of  June,  like  a  new-raade  haycock. 
She  makes  her  hand  hard  with  labour,  and  her  heart  soft  with  pity;  and 
when  winter  evenings  fall  early  (sitting  at  her  merry  wheel)  she  sings  a  de- 
fiance to  the  giddy  wheel  of  Fortune.  She  doth  all  things  with  so'  sweet  a 
grace,  it  seems  ignorance  will  not  suffer  her  to  do  ill,  bdng  her  mind '» to 
do  well.  She  bestows  her  year's  wages  at  next  fair ;  and,  in  choosing  her 
garments,  counts  no  bravery  in  the  world  like  decency.  The  garden  and 
the  bee-hive  are  all  her  physic  and  chirurgery,  and  she  lives  the  longer  for  t 
She  dares  go  alone,  and  unfold  sheep  in  the  night,  and  fears  no  manner 
of  ill,  because  she  means  none :  yet,  to  say  the  truth,  she  is  never  alone, 
for  she  is  still  accompanied  with  old  songs,  honest  thoughts,  and  prayen, 
but  short  ones ;  yet  they  have  their  efficacy,  in  that  they  are  not  palled  with 
ensuing  idle  cogitations.  Lastly,  her  dreams  are  so  chaste  that  she  dare 
tell  them ;  only  a  Friday's  dream  is  all  her  superstition ;  that  she  conceab 
for  fear  of  anger.  Thus  lives  she ;  and  all  her  care  is  she  may  die  in  the 
spring-time,  to  have  store  of  flowers  stuck  upon  her  winding-sheet." 

The  love  of  the  country  has  been  sung  by  poets,  and  echoed 
by  philosophers ;  but  the  first  have  not  attempted,  and  the  last 
have  been  greatly  puzzled  to  account  for  it.  I  do  not  know 
that  any  one  has  ever  explained,  satis&ctorily,  the  true  source 
of  this  feeling,  or  of  that  soothing  emotion  which  the  sight  of  the 
country,  or  a  lively  description  of  rural  objects  hardly  ever  fails 
to  infuse  into  the  mind.  Some  have  ascribed  this  feeling  to  the 
natural  beauty  of  the  objects  themselves ;  others  to  the  freedom 
rom  care,  the  silence  aad.  ttaiiic^aaUit^  ^^hich  scenes  of  retire* 
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□tient  afibrd ;  others  to  the  healthy  and  innocent  employments 
of  a  country  life ;  others  to  the  simplicity  of  country  manners, 
and  others  to  a  variety  of  different  causes ;  but  none  to  the  right 
one.  All  these,  indeed,  have  their  effect ;  but  there  is  another 
principal  one  which  has  not  been  touched  upon,  or  only  slightly 
g^lanced  at.  I  will  not,  however,  imitate  Mr.  Home  Tooke, 
"who  after  enumerating  seventeen  different  definitions  of  the 
verb,  and  laughing  at  them  all  as  deficient  and  nugatory,  at  the 
end  of  two  quarto  volumes  does  not  tell  us  what  the  verb  really 
is,  and  has  left  posterity  to  pluck  out  "  the  heart  of  his  mystery." 
I  will  say  at  once  what  it  is  that  distinguishes  this  interest  from 
others,  and  that  is  its  abstractedness.  The  interest  we  feel  in 
liuman  nature  is  exclusive,  and  confined  to  the  individual ;  the 
interest  we  feel  in  external  nature  is  common,  and  transferable 
£rom  one  object  to  all  others  of  the  same  class.     Thus : 

Rousseau  in  his  Confessions  relates  that,  when  he  took  pos- 
session of  his  room  at  Annecy,  he  found  that  he  could  see  ''  a 
little  spot  of  green"  from  his  window,  which  endeared  his  situa- 
tion the  more  to  him  because,  he  says,  it  was  the  first  time  he 
had  had  this  object  constantly  before  him  since  he  left  Boissy, 
the  place  where  he  was  at  school  when  a  child.*  Some  such 
feeling  as  that  here  described  will  be  found  lurking  at  the  bot- 
tom of  all  our  attachments  of  this  sort.  Were  it  not  for  the  re- 
collections habitually  associated  with  them,  natural  objects  could 
not  interest  the  mind  in  the  manner  they  do.  No  doubt,  the 
sky  is  beautiful,  the  clouds  sail  majestically  along  its  bosom ; 
the  sun  is  cheering ;  there  is  something  exquisitely  graceful  in 
the  manner  in  which  a  plant  or  tree  puts  forth  its  branches ;  the 
motion  with  which  they  bend  and  tremble  in  the  evening  breeze 
is  soft  and  lovely ;  there  is  music  in  the  babbling  of  a  brook ; 
the  view  from  the  top  of  a  mountain  is  full  of  grandeur ;  nor 
can  we  behold  the  ocean  with  indifference.  Or,  as  the  Minstrel 
sweetly  sings, 

"  Oh  how  canst  thou  renounce  the  boundless  store 
Of  charms  which  Nature  to  her  votary  yields ! 

*  Pope  also  declares  that  he  had  a  particular  regard  for  an  old  post  which 
stood  in  the  court>yard  before  the  hoiise  where  he  wab  \>tow^\.  m^. 
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The  warbling  woodland,  the  resounding  shore, 
The  pomp  of  groves,  and  garniture  of  fields; 

AU  that  the  genial  raj  of  morning  gilds. 
And  all  that  echoes  to  the  song  of  even. 

All  that  the  mountain's  sheltering  bosom  shields, 
And  all  the  dread  magnificence  of  heaven, 
Oh,  how  can'st  thou  renounce,  and  hope  to  be  forgiven !" 

It  is  not,  however,  the  beautiful  and  magnificent  alone  that 
we  admire  in  Nature ;  the  most  insignificant  and  rudest  objects 
are  often  found  connected  with  the  strongest  emotions ;  we  be- 
come attached  to  the  most  common  and  familiar  images,  as  to 
the  face  of  a  friend  whom  we  have  long  known,  and  from 
whom  we  have  received  many  benefits.  It  is  because  natural 
objects  have  been  associated  with  the  sports  of  our  childhood, 
with  air  and  exercise,  with  our  feelings  in  solitude,  when  the 
mind  takes  the  strongest  hold  of  things,  and  clings  with  the 
fondest  interest  to  whatever  strikes  its  attention ;  with  change 
of  place,  the  pursuit  of  new  scenes,  and  thoughts  of  distant 
friends ;  it  is  because  they  have  surrounded  us  in  almost  all 
situations,  in  joy  and  in  sorrow,  in  pleasure  and  in  pain ;  be- 
cause they  have  been  one  chief  source  and  nourishment  of  our 
feelings,  and  a  part  of  our  being,  that  we  love  them  as  we  (Jo 
ourselves. 

There  is,  generally  speaking,  the  same  foundation  for  our 
love  of  Nature  as  for  all  our  habitual  attachments,  namely, 
association  of  ideas.  But  this  is  not  all.  That  which  dis- 
tinguishes this  attachment  from  others  is  the  transferable  nature 
of  our  feelings  with  respect  to  physical  objects ;  the  associations 
connected  with  any  one  object  extending  to  the  whole  class. 
Our  having  been  attached  to  any  particular  person  does  not 
make  us  feel  the  same  attachment  to  the  next  person  we  may 
chance  to  meet ;  but,  if  we  have  once  associated  strong  feelings 
of  delight  with  the  objects  of  natural  scenery,  the  tie  becomes 
indissoluble,  and  we  shall  ever  after  feel  the  same  attachment  to 
other  objects  of  the  same  sort.  I  remember,  when  I  was  abroad, 
the  trees,  and  grass,  and  wet  leaves,  rustling  in  the  walks  of  the 
l\ailleries,  seemed  to  be  as  much  English,  to  be  as  much  the 
same  trees  and  grass,  that  I  had  always  been  used  to,  as  the 
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sun  shining  over  ray  head  was  the  same  sun  which  I  saw  in 
England ;  the  faces  only  were  foreign  to  me.  Whence  comes 
this  difference  ?  It  arises  from  our  always  imperceptibly  con- 
necting the  idea  of  the  individual  with  man,  and  only  the  idea  of 
the  class  with  natural  objects.  In  the  one  case,  the  external  ap- 
pearance or  physical  structure  is  the  least  thing  to  be  attended 
to ;  in  the  other,  it  is  everything.  The  springs  that  move  the 
human  form,  and  make  it  friendly  or  adverse  to  me,  lie  hid 
within  it.  There  is  an  infinity  of  motives,  passions,  and  ideas, 
contained  in  that  narrow  compass,  of  which  I  know  nothing, 
and  in  which  I  have  no  share.  Each  individual  is  a  world  to 
himself,  governed  by  a  thousand  contradictory  and  wayward 
impulses.  I  can,  therefore,  make  no  inference  from  one  in- 
dividual to  another ;  nor  can  my  habitual  sentiments,  with 
respect  to  any  individual,  extend  beyond  himself  to  others.  A 
crowd  of  people  presents  a  disjointed,  confused  and  unsatisfactory 
appearance  to  the  eye,  because  there  is  nothing  to  connect  the 
motley  assemblage  into  one  continuous  or  general  impression, 
unless  when  there  is  some  common  object  of  interest  to  ^x  their 
attention,  as  in  the  case  of  a  full  pit  at  the  play-house.  The 
same  principle  will  also  account  for  that  feeling  of  littleness, 
vacuity,  and  perplexity,  which  a  stranger  feels  on  entering  the 
streets  of  a  populous  city.  Every  individual  he  meets  is  a 
blow  to  his  personal  identity.  Every  new  face  is  a  teazing, 
unanswered  riddle.  He  feels  the  same  wearisome  sensation  in 
walking  from  Oxford  Street  to  Temple  Bar,  as  a  person  would 
do  who  should  be  compelled  to  read  through  the  first  leaf  of  all 
the  volumes  in  a  library.  But  it  is  otherwise  with  respect  to  na- 
ture. A  flock  of  sheep  is  not  a  contemptible,  but  a  beautiful, 
sight.  The  greatest  number  and  variety  of  physical  objects  do 
not  puzzle  the  will,  or  distract  the  attention,  but  are  massed 
together  under  one  uniform  and  harmonious  feeling.  The 
heart  reposes  in  greater  security  on  the  inmiensity  of  Nature's 
works,  "expatiates  freely  there,"  and  finds  elbow  room  and 
breathing  space.  We  are  always  at  home  with  Nature.  There 
is  neither  hypocrisy,  caprice,  nor  mental  reservation  in  her 
favours.  Our  intercourse  with  her  is  not  liable  to  accident  or 
change,  suspicion  or  disappointment;  she  siwift^  OI!L^^a  ^^^  '^'^ 
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same.  A  rose  is  always  sweet,  a  lily  is  always  beautiful :  we 
do  not  hate  the  one,  nor  envy  the  other.  If  we  have  once 
enjoyed  the  cool  shade  of  a  tree,  and  been  lulled  into  a  deep 
repose  by  the  sound  of  a  brook  running  at  its  foot,  we  are  sure 
that  wherever  we  can  find  a  shady  stream  we  can  enjoy  the 
same  pleasure  again ;  so  that  when  we  imagine  these  objects, 
we  can  easily  form  a  mystic  personification  of  the  friendly 
power  that  inhabits  them.  Dryad  or  Naiad,  offering  its  cool 
fountain  or  its  tempting  shade.  Hence  the  origin  of  the  Grecian 
mythology.  All  objects  of  the  same  kind  being  the  same,  not 
only  in  their  appearance,  but  in  their  practical  uses,  we  ha- 
bitually confound  them  together  under  the  same  general  idea; 
and  whatever  fondness  we  may  have  conceived  for  one  is  im- 
mediately placed  to  the  common  account.  The  most  opposite 
kinds  and  remote  [trains  of  feeling  gradually  go  to  enrich  the 
same  sentiment ;  and  in  our  love  of  nature,  there  is  all  the  force 
of  individual  attachment,  combined  with  the  most  airy  abstrac- 
tion. It  is  this  circumstance  which  gives  that  refinement, 
expansion,  and  wild  interest,  to  feelings  of  this  sort,  when 
strongly  excited,  which  every  one  must  have  experienced  who  is 
a  true  lover  of  nature. 

It-  is  the  same  setting  sun  that  we  see  and  remember  year 
after  year,  through  summer  and  winter,  seed-time  and  harvest 
The  moon  that  shines  above  our  heads,  or  plays  through  the 
chequered  shade,  is  the  same  moon  that  we  used  to  read  of  in 
Mrs.  Radcliffe's  romances.  We  see  no  difference  in  the  trees 
first  covered  with  leaves  in  the  spring.  The  dry  reeds  rustling 
on  the  side  of  a  stream — ^the  woods  swept  by  the  loud  blast — the 
dark  massy  foliage  of  autumn — the  gray  trunks  and  naked 
branches  of  the  trees  in  winter — the  sequestered  copse,  and 
wide-extended  heath — ^the  glittering  sunny  showers,  and  De- 
cember snows — are  still  the  same,  or  accompanied  with  the 
same  thoughts  and  feelings :  there  is  no  object,  however  trifling 
or  rude,  that  does  not  in  some  mood  or  other  find  its  way  into 
the  heart,  as  a  link  in  the  chain  of  our  living  being ;  and  this  it 
is  that  makes  good  that  saying  of  the  poet — 

"  To  me  the  meaneel  ftoNvet  iQa».\.\i\G7i%  <axi  ^^ 
Thoughts  ataX  do  often )»»  Xoo  ^««^  fei  \««aAT* 
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Thus  nature  is  a  kind  of  universal  home,  and  every  object  it 

presents  to  us  an  old  acquaintance  with  unaltered  looks ;  for 

there  is  that  consent  and  mutual  harmony  among  all  her  works, 

one  imdivided  spirit  pervading  them  throughout,  that,  to  him 

who  has  well  acquainted  himself  with  them,  they  speak  always 

the  same  well-known  language,  striking  on  the  heart,  amidst 

unquiet  thoughts  and  the  tumult  of  the  world,  like  the  music 

of  one's  native  tongue  heard  in  some  far-off  country. 

"  My  heart  leaps  up  'when  I  behold 
A  rainbow  in  the  sky : 
So  was  it  when  my  life  began, 
So  is  it  now  I  am  a  man. 
So  shall  it  be  when  I  grow  old  and  die. 
The  child  's  the  father  of  the  man, 
And  I  would  have  my  years  to  be 
Linked  each  to  each  by  natural  piety." 

The  daisy  that  first  strikes  the  child's  eye,  in  tryiqg  to  leap 
over  his  own  shadow,  is  the  same  flower  that  with  timid  up- 
ward glance  implores  the  grown  man  not  to  tread  upon  it 
Rousseau,  in  one  of  his  botanical  excursions,  meeting  with  the 
periwinkle,  fell  upon  his  knees,  crying  out — Ah !  voila  de  la 
pervenche  !  It  was  because  he  had,  thirty  years  before,  brought 
home  the  same  flower  with  him  in  one  of  his  rambles  with 
Madame  de  Warens,  near  Chambery.  It  struck  him  as  the 
same  identical  little  blue  flower  that  he  remembered  so  well ; 
and  thirty  years  of  sorrow  and  bitter  regret  were  effaced  from 
his  memory.  That,  or  a  thousand  other  flowers  of  the  same 
name,  were  the  same  to  him,  to  the  heart,  and  to  the  eye ;  but 
there  was  but  one  Madame  Warens  in  the  world,  whose  image 
was  never  absent  from  his  thoughts ;  with  whom  flowers  and 
verdure  sprung  up  beneath  his  feet,  and  without  whom  all  was 
cold  and  barren  in  nature  and  in  his  own  breast.  The  cuckoo, 
"  that  wandering  voice,"  that  comes  and  goes  with  the  spring, 
mocks  our  ears  with  one  note  from  youth  to  age ;  and  the  lap- 
wing, screaming  round  the  traveller's  path,  repeats  forever  the 
same  sad  story  of  Tereus  and  Philomel  i 
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LECTURE  VI. 

ON  SWIFT,   YOUNG,   GRAY,   COLLINS,   ETC. 

I  SHALL  in  the  present  Lecture  go  back  to  the  age  of  Clueen 
Anne,  and  endeavour  to  give  a  cursory  account  of  the  most 
eminent  of  our  poets,  of  whom  I  have  not  already  spoken,  from 
that  period  to  the  present. 

The  three  principal  poets  among  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's 
reign,  next  to  Pope,  were  Prior,  Swift,  and  Gay.    Pamell, 
though  a  good-natured,  easy  man,  and  a  friend  to  poets  and  the 
Muses,  was  himself  little  more  than  an  occasional  versifier ;  and 
Arbuthnot,  who  had  as,  much  wit  as  the  best  of  them,  chose  to 
show  it  in  prose,  and  not  in  verse.     He  had  a  very  notable  share 
in  the  immortal  History  of  John  Bull,  and  the  inimitable  and 
the  praiseworthy  Memoirs  of  Martinus  Scriblerus. — There  has 
been  a  great  deal  said  and  written  about  the  plagiarisms  of 
Sterne;  but  the  only  real  plagiarism  he  had  been-*guilty  of  (if 
such  theft  were  a  crime,)  is  in  taking  Tristram  Shandy's  father 
from  Martin's,  the  elder  Scriblerus.     The  original  idea  of  the 
character,  that  is,  of  the  opinionated,  captious  old  gentleman, 
who  is  pedantic,  not  from  profession,  but  choice,  belongs  to  Ar- 
buthnot.    Arbuthnot's  style  is  distinguished  from  that  of  his  con- 
temporaries, even  by  a  greater  degree  of  terseness  and  conciseness. 
He  leaves  out  every  superfluous  word  ;  is  sparing  of  connecting 
particles,  and  introductory  phrases ;  uses  always  the  simplest  forms 
of  construction;  and  is  more  a  master  of  the  idiomatic  peculiari- 
ties and  internal  resources  of  the  language  than  almost  any  other 
writer.     There  is  a  research  in  the  choice  of  a  plain,  as  well  as 
of  an  ornamented  or  learned,  style ;  and,  in  fact,  a  great  deal  mora 
Among  common  English  words,  there  may  be  ten  expressingf 
the  same  thing  with,  diffexeiv.1  d^e^ee^  ol  iot^^  ^TA^xQ^tiety^  and 
only  one  of  them  the  'very  vioi^^ek  ^^ivx^>i^^«x>sa*\\.S&'^^^^ 
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one  that  answers  exactly  with  the  idea  we  have  in  our  minds. 
lEach  word  in  familiar  use  has  a  set  of  associations  and  shades 
cf  meaning  attached  to  it,  and  distinguished  from  each  other 
l)y  inveterate  custom;  and  it  is  in  having  the  whole  'of  these 
at  our  command,  and  in  knowing  which  to  choose,  as  they 
are  called  for  by  the  occasion,  that  the  perfection  of  a  pure 
conversational  prose-style  consists.  But  in  writing  a  florid 
and  artificial  style,  neither  the  same  range  of  invention,  nor  the 
same  quick  sense  of  propriety — nothing  but  learning  is  required. 
If  you  know  the  words,  and  their  general  meaning,  it  is  suffi- 
cient :  it  is  impossible  you  should  know  the  nicer  inflections  of 
signification,  depending  on  an  endless  variety  of  application,  in 
expressions  borrowed  from  a  foreign  or  dead  language.  They 
all  impose  upon  the  ear  alike,  because  they  are  not  familiar  to 
it;  the  only  distinction  left  is  between  the  pompous  and  the 
plain ;  the  sesquipededia  verba  have  this  advantage,  that  they  are 
all  of  one  length ;  and  any  words  are  equally  fit  for  a  learned 
style,  so  that  we  have  never  heard  them  before.  Themistoclee 
thought  that  the  same  sounding  epithets  could  not  suit  all  sub- 
jects, as  the  same  dress  does  not  fit  all  persons.  The  style  of 
our  modern  prose-writers  is  very  fine  in  itself;  but  it  wants  va- 
riety of  inflection  and  adaptation ;  it  hinders  us  from  seeing  the 
diflerences  of  the  things  it  undertakes  to  describe. 

What  I  have  here  insisted  on  will  be  found  to  be  the  leading 
distinction  between  the  style  of  Swift,  Arbuthnot,  Steele,  and  the 
other  writers  of  the  age  of  Q,ueen  Anne,  and  the  style  of  Dr. 
Johnson,  which  succeeded  to  it  The  one  is  English,  and  the 
other  is  not  The  Vriters  first  mentioned,  in  order  to  express 
their  thoughts,  looked  about  them  for  the  properest  word  to  con- 
vey any  idea,  that  the  language  which  they  spoke,  and  which 
their  countrymen  understood,  aflbrded :  Dr.  Johnson  takes  the 
first  English  word  that  oflers^  and,  by  translating  it  at  a  venture 
into  the  first  Greek  or  Latin  word  he  can  think  of,  only  retain^ 
ing  the  English  termination,  produces  an  extraordinary  eflect 
upon  the  reader,  by  much  the  same  sort  of  mechanical  process 
that  Trim  converted  the  old  jack-boots  into  a  pair  of  new  mortara 

Dr.  Johnson  was  a  lazy  learned  man,  -wldo  Vi\L<b^\o  ^Coca^^aA 
talk  better  than  to  read  or  write  j  wlio,\iowcv«,NnsAfc\$sas^ 
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and  well,  .but  too  often  by  rote.  His  long  compound  Latm 
phrases  required  less  thought,  and  took  up  more  room  than 
others.  What  shows  the  facilities  afforded  by  this  style  of  imposing 
generalization  is  that  it  was  instantly  adopted  with  success  by 
all  those  who  were  writers  by  profession,  or  who  were  not;  and 
that,  at  present,  we  cannot  see  a  lottery  puff  or  a  quack  adver- 
tisement pasted  against  a  wall,  that  is  not  perfectly  Johnsonian 
in  style.  Formerly,  the  learned  had  the  privilege  of  translating 
their  notions  into  Latin ;  and  a  great  privilege  it  was,  as  it  con- 
fined the  reputation  and  emoluments  of  learning  to  themselye& 
Dr.  Johnson  maybe  said  to  have  naturalised  this  privilege,  by  in- 
venting a  sort  of  jargon  translated  half-way  out  of  one  language 
into  the  other,  which  raised  the  Doctor's  reputation,  and  con- 
founded all  ranks  in  literature. 

In  the  short  period  above  alluded  to,  authors  professed  to  write 
as  other  men  spoke ;  everybody  now  afiects  to  speak  as  authors 
write ;  and  any  one  who  retains  the  use  of  his  mother  tongue, 
either  in  writing  or  conversation,  is  looked  upon  as  a  very  illite- 
rate character. 

Prior  and  Gay  belong,  in  the  characteristic  excellences  of 
their  style,  to  the  same  class  of  writers  with  Suckling,  Rochester, 
and  Sedley :  the  former  imbibed  most  of  the  licentious  levity  of 
the  age  of  Charles  II.  and  carried  it  on  beyond  the  Revolution 
imder  King  William.     Prior  has  left  no  single  work  equal  to 
Gkiy*s  Fables,  or  the  Beggar's  Opera.     But  in  his  lyrical  and  fu- 
gitive pieces  he  has  shown  even  more  genius,  more  playfulness, 
more  mischievous  gaiety.    No  one  has  exceeded  him  in  the 
laughing  grace  with  which  he  glances  at  a  subject  that  will  not 
bear  examining,  with  which  he  gently  hints  at  what  cannot  be 
directly  insisted  on,  with  which  he  half  conceals,  and  half  draws 
aside,  the  veil  from  some  of  the  Muses'  nicest  mysteries.    His 
Muse  is,  in  fact,  a  giddy  wanton  flirt,  who  spends  her  time  in 
playing  at  snaprdragon  and  blind-man's  buff,  who  tells  what  she 
should  not,  and  knows  more  than  she  tells.     She  laughs  at  the 
tricks  she  shows  us,  and  blushes,  or  would  be  thought  to  do  so, 
at  what  she  keeps  concealed.    Prior  has  translated  several  of 
Fontaine's  Tales  from  tine  *Fietie\i\  ^ltA  ^^^XiSCT^Voat  nothing 
m  the  translation,  eithei  oi  ftxavt  m\.  at  TMJik.^.  \iiSfc\Tia\.\flasfe 
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tkem :  but  the  one  I  like  the  most  is  that  of  Cupid  in  search  of 
Yenus's  doves.  No  one  could  insinuate  a  knavish  plot,  a  tender 
point,  a  loose  moral,  with  such  unconscious  archness,  and  careless 
raillery,  as  if  he  gained  new  self-possession  and  adroitness  from 
the  perplexity  and  confusion  into  which  he  throws  scrupulous 
imaginations,  and  knew  how  to  seize  on  all  the  ticklish  parts  of 
his  subject,  from  their  involuntarily  shrinking  under  his  grasp. 
Some  of  his  imitations  of  Boileau's  servile  addresses  to  Louis  XIV . 
which  he  has  applied  with  a  happy  mixture  of  wit  and  patriotic 
enthusiasm  to  King  William,  or  as  he  fieuniliarly  calls  him,  to 

"  Little  Will,  the  scourge  of  France, 
No  Godhead,  but  the  first  of  men," 

are  excellent,  and  show  the  same  talent  for  dotLble-entendre  and 
the  same  gallantry  of  spirit,  whether  in  the  softer  lyric,  or  the 
more  lively  heroic.  Some  of  Prior's  bon  mots  are  the  best  that 
are  recorded.  His  serious  poetry,  as  his  Solonum^  is  as  heavy  as 
his  familiar  style  was  light  and  agreeable.  His  moral  Muse  is 
a  Magdalen,  and  should  not  have  obtruded  herself  on  public 
view.  Henry  and  Emma  is  a  paraphrase  of  the  old  ballad  of 
the  Nutbrown  Maid,  and  not  so  good  as  the  original.  In  short, 
as  we  oflen  see  in  other  cases,  where  men  thwart  their  own 
genius.  Prior's  sentimental  and  romantic  productions  are  mere 
affectation,  the  result  not  of  powerful  impulse  or  real  feeling,  but 
of  a  consciousness  of  his  deficiencies,  and  a  wish  to  supply  their 
place  by  labour  and  art 

Gkiy  was  sometimes  grosser  than  Prior,  not  systematically,  but 
inadvertentlyr— from  not  being  so  well  aware  of  what  he  was 
about ;  nor  was  there  the  same  necessity  for  caution,  for  his 
grossness  is  by  no  means  so  seductive  or  inviting. 

Ga^s  Fables  are  certainly  a  work  of  great  merit,  both  as  to 
the  quantity  of  invention  implied,  and  as  to  the  elegance  and 
facility  of  the  elocution.  They  are,  however,  spun  out  too  long ; 
the  descriptions  and  narrative  are  too  diffuse  and  desultory ;  and 
the  moral  is  sometimes  without  point  They  are  more  like 
Tales  than  fables.  The  best  are,  perhaps,  the  Hare  with  Many 
Friends,  the  Monkeys  and  the  Fox  at  th^  Po\xxXoi\^^»J^.  "^Sca^ 
Pastorals  are  pleasing  and  poetical.    BuX  \aa  c»:^\^  ^^^  *^ 
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his  Beggar's  Opera.  It  is  indeed  a  masterpiece  of  wit  and  ge- 
nius, not  to  say  of  morality.  In  composing  it,  he  chose  a  very 
unpromising  ground  to  work  upon,  and  he  has  prided  himself 
in  adorning  it  with  all  the  g^^ces,  the  precision,  and  brilliancy 
of  style.  It  is  a  vulgar  error  to  call  this  a  vulgar  play.  So  far 
from  it  that  I  do  not  scruple  to  say  that  it  appears  to  me  one  of 
the  most  refined  productions  in  the  language.  The  elegance  of 
the  composition  is  in  exact  proportion  to  the  coarseness  of  the 
materials :  by  "  happy  alchemy  of  mind,"  the  author  has  extract- 
ed an  essence  of  refinement  from  the  dregs  of  human  life,  and 
turns  its  very  dross  into  gold.  The  scenes,  characters,  and  in- 
cidents are,  in  themselves,  of  the  lowest  and  most  disgusting 
kind :  but,  by  the  sentiments  and  reflections  which  are  put  into 
the  mouths  of  highwaymen,  turnkeys,  their  mistresses,  wives,  or 
daughters,  he  has  converted  this  motley  group  into  a  set  of  fine 
gentlemen  and  ladies,  satirists  and  philosophers.  He  has  also 
eflfected  this*  transformation  without  once  violating  probability, 
or  "  overstepping  the  modesty  of  nature."  *  In  fact.  Gay  has 
turned  the  tables  on  the  critics ;  and  by  the  assumed  license  of 
the  mock-heroic  style,  has  enabled  himself  to  do  justice  to  nature^ 
that  is,  to  give  all  the  force,  truth,  and  locality  of  real  feeling  to 
the  thoughts  and  expressions,  without  being  called  to  the  bar 
of  false  taste  and  aflfected  delicacy.  The  extreme  beauty  and 
feeling  of  the  song,  "  Woman  is  like  the  fair  flower  in  its  lus- 
tre," are  only  equalled  by  its  characteristic  propriety  and 
naivete.  Polly  describes  her  lover  going  to  the  gallows  with 
the  same  touching  simplicity,  and  with  all  the  natural  fondness 
of  a  young  girl  in  her  circumstances,  who  sees,  in  his  approach- 
ing catastrophe,  nothing  but  the  misfortunes  and  the  personal 
accomplishments  of  the  object  of  her  affections.  "  I  see  him 
sweeter  than  the  nosegay  in  his  hand ;  the  admiring  crowd  la- 
ment that  so  lovely  a  youth  Should  come  to  an  untimely  end: 
even  butchers  weep,  and  Jack  Ketch  refuses  his  fee  rathisr  than 
consent  to  tie  the  fatal  knot."  The  preservation  of  the  charac- 
ter and  costume  is  complete.  It  has  been  said  by  a  great  au- 
thority— ^^  There  is  some  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil :"  and 
the  Beggarh  Opera  is  a  good-ti«iVat^d  Wt  mstrUctive  comment 
on  tins  text    The  poet  baa  \!iaiQwxi  «J^^^  ^^^-^  «xi^^m2k^kss& 
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of  the  imagination,  alJ  the  intoxication  of  pleasure,  and  the  van- 
ity of  despair,  round  the  short-lived  existence  of  his  heroes; 
while  Pecchum  and  LockiU  are  seen  in  the  back-ground,  par- 
celling out  their  months  and  weeks  between  them.     The  gene- 
ral view  exhibited  of  human  life  is  of  the  most  subtle  and 
abstracted  kind.     The  author  has,  with  great  felicity,  brought 
out  the  good  qualities  and  interesting  emotions  almost  insepara- 
ble from  the  lowest  conditions ;  and,  with  the  same  penetrating 
glance,  has  detected  the  disguises  which  rank  and  circumstances 
lend  to  exalted  vice.     Every  line  in  this  sterling  corned  y  spar- 
kles with  wit,  and  is  fraught  with  the  keenest  sarcasm.     The 
very  wit,  however,  takes  off  from  the  offensiveness  of  the  satire ; 
and  I  have  seen  great  statesmen,  very  great  statesmen,  heartily 
enjoying  the  joke,  laughing  most  immoderately  at  th^   compli- 
ments paid  to  them,  as  not  much  worse  than  pickpoolcets  and 
cut-throats  in  a  different  line  of  life,  and  pleased,  as  it:  were,  to 
see  themselves  humanised  by  some  sort  of  fellowship  xvith  their 
kind.     Indeed,  it  may  be  said  that  the  moral  of  the  p^Jece  is  to 
show  the  vutga/rity  of  vice ;  or  that  the  same  violations   of  integ- 
rity and  decorum,  the  same  habitual  sophistry  in  palliating  their  ^ 
want  of  principle,  are  common  to  the  great  and  pow^x'fuJ,  with 
the  meanest  and  most  contemptible  of  the  species.     '^Vhat  can 
be  more  convincing  than  the  arguments  used  by  these  -wou Id-be 
politicians,  to  show  that,  in  hypocrisy,  selfishness  and  treachery, 
they  do  not  come  up  to  many  of  their  betters  ?     The  exclama- 
tion of  Mrs.  Peachum,  when  her  daughter  marries   Macheaihj 
*•  Hussy,  hussy,  you  will  be  as  ill  used,  and  as  much  neglected, 
as  if  you  had  married  a  lord,"  is  worth  all  Miss  Hannah  More's 
laboured  invectives  on  the  laxity  of  the  manners  of  high  life\ 

I  shall  conclude  this  account  of  Gay  with  his  verses  on  Sit 
Richard  Blackmore,  which  may  serve  at  once  as  a.  si^ecvmeiv  ot 
his  own  manner,  and  as  a  character  of  a  voluminows  conleia^^^ 
rary  poet,  who  was  admired  by  Mr.  Locke  auA   ^xiA^Vvvei  Vs, 
Kin^  William  III. 

Praised  irmS  lif  ^'*''  *^"  '""«   -Alftf^'. 

"^'fs^^mn  cried,  *  H*^^  l^er  V- 
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Maurd  human  wit  in  one  thick  satire ; 

Next  in  three  books  spoil'd  human  nature :         , 

Undid  creation  at  a  jerk. 

And  of  Redemption  made  damn'd  work. 

Then  took  hia  Muse  at  once,  and  dipt  her 

Full  in  the  middle  of  the  Scripture. 

What  wonders  there  the  man,  grown  old,  did ! 

Sternhold  himself  he  out-Stemholded. 

Made  David  seem  so  mad  and  freakish. 

All  thought  him  just  what  thought  King  Achidi. 

No  mortal  read  his  Solomon 

But  julged  Re'boam  his  own  son. 

Moses  he  serv'd  as  Moses  Pharaoh, 

And  Deborah  as  she  Siserah ; 

Made  Jeremy  full  sore  to  cry, 

And  Job  himself  curse  God  and  die. 

What  punishment  all  this  must  follow  1 

Shall  Arthur  use  him  like  King  Tollo  7 

Shall  David  as  Uriah  slay  him  1 

Or  dexterous  Deborah  Siserah  him  % 

No ! — none  of  these !  Heaven  spare  his  life ! 

But  send  him,  honest  Job,  thy  wife  !" 

Gay's  Trivia,  or  Art  of  Walking  the  Streets,  is  as  pleasant  as 
walking  the  streets  must  have  been  at  the  time  when  it  was 
written.  His  ballad  of  Black  Eyed  Susan  is  one  of  the  most 
delightful  that  can  be  imagined ;  nor  do  I  see  that  it  is  a  bit  the 
worse  for  Mr.  JekylPs  parody  on  it. 

Swift's  reputation  as  a  poet  has  been  in  a  manner  obscured 
by  the  greater  splendour,  by  the  natural  force  and  inventive 
genius  of  his  prose  writings ;  but  if  he  had  never  written  either 
the  Tale  of  a  Tub  or  Gulliver's  Travels,  his  name  merely  as  a 
poet  would  have  come  down  to  us,  and  have  gone  down  to  pos- 
terity, with  well-earned  honours.  His  imitations  of  Horace, 
and  still  more  his  Verses  on  his  own  Death,  place  him  in  the 
first  rank  of  agreeable  moralists  in  verse.  There  is  not  only  a 
dry  humour,  an  exquisite  tone  of  irony,  in  these  productions  of 
his  pen,  but  there  is  a  touching,  unpretending  pathos,  mixed  up 
with  the  most  whimsical  and  eccentric  strokes  of  pleasantry 
and  satire.  His  Description  of  the  Morning  in  London,  and 
of  a  City  Shower,  which  were  first  published  in  the  Tatler,  are 
among  the  most  delightful  of  the  contents  of  that  very  de- 
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lightful  work.  Swift  shone  as  one  of  the  moat  sensible  of  the 
poets ;  he  is  also  distinguished  as  bne  of  the  most  nonsensical 
of  them.  No  man  has  written  so  many  .lack-a-daisical,  slip- 
shod, tedious,  trifling,  foolish,  fantastical  verses  as  he,  which  are 
so  little  an  imputation  on  the  wisdom  of  the  writer ;  and  which, 
in  fact,  only  show  his  readiness  to  oblige  others,  and  to  forget 
himself.  He  has  gone  so  far  as  to  invent  a  new  stanza  of  four- 
teen and  sixteen  syllable  lines  for  Mary  the  cookmaid  to  vent 
her  budget  of  nothings,  and  for  Mrs.  Harris  to  gossip  with  the 
deaf  old  housekeeper.  Oh,  when  shall  we  have  such  another 
Rector  of  Laracor ! — The  Tale  of  a  Tub  is  one  of  the  most 
masterly  compositions  in  the  language,  whether  for  thought, 
wit,  or  style.  It  is  so  capital  and  undeniable  a  proof  of  the 
author's  talents,  that  Dr.  Johnson,  who  did  not  like  Swift,  would  • 
not  allow  that  he  wrote  it.  It  is  hard  that  the  same  perform- 
ance should  stand  in  the  way  of  a  man's  promotion  to  a 
bishopric,  as  wanting  gravity,  and  at  the  same  time  be  denied  to 
Be  his,  as  havings  too  much  wit.  It  is  a  pity  the  Doctor  did  not 
find  out  some  graver  author,  for  whom  he  felt  a  critical  kind- 
ness, on  whom  to  father  this  splendid,  but  unacknowledged, 
production. — ^Dr.  Johnson  could  not  deny  that  Gulliver's  Tra- 
vels were  his ;  he  therefore  disputed  their  merits,  and  said  that, 
after  the  first  idea  of  them  was  conceived,  they  were  easy  to 
execute ;  all  the  rest  followed  mechanically.  I  do  not  know 
how  that  may  be ;  but  the  mechanism  employed  is  something 
very  different  from  any  that  the  author  of  Rasselas  was  in  the 
habit  of  bringing  to  bear  on  such  occasions.  There  is  nothing 
more  futile,  as  well  9s  invidious,  than  this  mode  of  criticising  a 
work  of  original  genius.  Its  greatest  merit  is  supposed  to  be 
in  the  invention ;  and  you  say,  very  wisely,  that  it  is  not  in  the 
execviion.  You  might  as  well  take  away  the  merit  of  the 
invention  of  the  telescope,  by  saying  that,  after  its  uses  were 
explained  and  understood,  any  ordinary  eyesight  could  look 
through  it.  Whether  the  excellence  of  Gulliver's  Travel?  is  in 
the  conception  or  the  execution,  is  of  little  consequepce ;  the 
power  is  somewhere,  and  it  is  a  power  that  has  ^noved  the 
world.  The  power  is  not  that  of  big  words  and  vaunting 
common  plapea    Swih  left  these  to  those  who  "woivXfc^  ^^\a.\ 
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and  has  done  what  his  acuteness  and  intensity  of  mind  alone 
could  enable  any  one  to  conceive  or  to  perform.  His  object  was 
to  strip  empty  pridt  and  grandeur  of  the  imposing  air  which 
external  circumstances  throw  around  them ;  and  for  this  purpose 
he  has  cheated  the  imagination  of  the  illusions  which  the  pre- 
judices of  sense  and  of  the  world  put  upon  it,  by  reducing 
every  thing  to  the  abstract  predicament  of  size.  He  enlurges 
or  diminishes  the  scale,  as  he  wishes,  to  show  the  insignificance 
or  the  grossness  of  our  over-weeriing  self-love.  That  he  has  done 
this  with  mathematical  precision,  with  complete  presence  of 
mind  and  perfect  keeping,  in  a  manner  that  comes  equally  home 
to  the  understanding  of  the  man  and  of  the  child,  does  not 
take  away  from  the  merit  of  the  work  or  the  genius  of  the 
author.  He  has  taken  a  new  view  of  human  nature,  such  as 
a  being  of  a  higher  sphere  might  take  of  it ;  he  has  torn  the 
scales  from  off  his  moral  vision  ;  he  has  tried  an  experiment 
upon  human  life,  and  sifted  its  pretensions  from  the  alloy  of 
circumstances ;  he  has  measured  it  with  a  rule,  has  weighed  it 
in  a  balance,  and  found  it,  for  the  most  part,  wanting  and  worth- 
less, in  substance  and  in  show.  Nothing  solid,  nothing  valu- 
able is  left  in  his  system  but  virtue  and  wisdom.  What  a  libel 
is  this  upon  mankind !  What  a  convincing  proof  of  mis- 
anthropy! What  presumption  and  what  malice  prepense,  to 
show  men  what  they  are,  and  to  teach  them  what  they  ought  to 
be !  What  a  mortifying  stroke,  aimed  at  national  glory,  is  that 
unlucky  incident  of  Gulliver's  wading  across  the  channel  and 
carrying  off  the  whole  fleet  of  Blefuscu !  After  that,  we  have 
only  to  consider  which  of  the  contending  parties  was  in  the 
right.  What  a  shock  to  personal  vanity  is  given  in  the  account 
of  Gulliver's  nurse  Glumdalclitch !  Still,  notwithstanding  the 
disparagement  to  her  personal  charms,  her  good  nature  remains 
the  same  amiable  quality  as  before.  I  cannot  see  the  harm,  the 
misanthropy,  the  immoral  and  degrading  tendency  of  this. 
The  moral  lesson  is  as  fine  as  the  intellectual  exhibition  is  amns- 
ing.  li  is  an  attempt  to  tear  off  the  mask  of  imposture  from 
the  world  ;  and  nothing  but  imposture  has  a  right  to  complain 
of  it  It  is,  indeed,  the  way  with  our  quacks  in  morality  to 
preach  up  the  dignitY  o£  Yiwtoaca  ^"aXxn^.^  \a  ^^vxs^t  \|ride  and 
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hypocrisy  with  the  idle  mockeries  of  the  virtues  they  pretend  to, 
and  which  they  have  not :  but  it  was  not  Swift's  way  to  cant 
morality,  or  any  thing  else ;  nor  did  his  genius  prompt  him  to 
write  unmeaning  panegyrics  on  mankind  1 

I  do  not,  therefore,  agree  with  the  estimate  of  Swift's  moral  or 
intellectual  character,  given  by  an  eminent  critic,  who  does  not 
seem  to  have  forgotten  the  party  politics  of  Swift.  I  do  not 
carry  my  political  resentments  so  far  back :  I  can  at  this  time 
of  day  forgivei  Swift  for  having  been  a  Tory.  I  feel  little  dis- 
turbance (whatever  I  might  think  of  them)  at  his  political  senti- 
ments, which  died  with  him,  considering  how  much  else  he  has 
left  behind  him  of  a  more  solid  and  imperishable  nature!  If  he 
had,  indeed,  (like  some  others)  merely  left  behind  him  the  last- 
ing infamy  of  a  destroyer  of  his  country,  or  the  shining  example 
of  an  apostate  from  liberty,  I  might  have  thought  the  case  altered. 

The  determination  with  which  Swift  persisted  in  a  precon- 
certed theory,  savoured  of  the  morbid  affection  of  which  he  died. 
There  is  nothing  more  likely  to  drive  a  man  mad  than  the  being 
unable  to  get  rid  of  the  idea  of  the  distinction  between  right  and 
wrong,  and  an  obstinate,  constitutional  preference  of  the  true  to 
the  agreeable.  Swift  was  not  a  Frenchman.  In  this  respect 
he  differed  from  Rabelais  and  Voltaire.  They  have  been  ac- 
counted the  three  greatest  wits  in  modern  times ;  but  their  wit 
was  of  a  peculiar  kind  in  each.  They  are  little  beholden  to  each 
other ;  there  is  some  resemblance  between  Lord  Peter  in  the 
Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  Rabelais'  Friar  John ;  but  in  general  they 
are  all  three  authors  of  a  substantive  character  in  themselvea. 
Swift's  wit  (particularly  in  his  chief  prose  works)  was  serious, 
saturnine,  and  practical ;  Rabelais'  was  fantastical  and  joyous ; 
Voltaire's  was  light,  sportive,  and  verbal.  Swift's  wit  was  the 
wit  of  sense ;  Rabelais',  the  wit  of  nonsense ;  Voltaire's,  of  in- 
difference to  both.  The  ludicrous  in  Swift  arises  out  of  his  keen 
sense  of  impropriety,  his  soreness  and  impatience  of  the  least  ab- 
surdity. He  separates,  with  a  severe  and  caustic  air,  truth  from 
falsehood,  folly  from  wisdom,  "  shews  vice  her  own  image,  scorn 
her  own  feature ;"  and  it  is  the  force,  the  precision,  and  the  honest 
abruptness  with  which  the  separation  is  made,  that  excites  our 
surprise,  our  admiration,  and  laughter.    He  sfcVa  «l  xxaaj!^  ^1  iftr 
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probation  on  that  which  ofiends  gtx>d  sense  and  good  mannets, 
which  cannot  be  mistaken,  and  Which  holds  it  up  to  our  ridicule 
and  contempt  ever  after;  His  occasional  disposition  to  trifling 
(already  noticed)  was  a  relaxation  from  the  excessive  earnest- 
ness of  his  mind.  Indignatio  faxid  versus.  His  better  genius 
was  his  spleen.  It  was  the  biting  cicrimony  of  his  temper  that 
sharpened  his  other  faculties.  The  truth  of  his  perceptions  pro- 
duced the  pointed  coruscations  of  his  wit ;  his  playful  irony  was 
the  result  of  inward  bitterness  of  thought ;  his  imagination  was 
the  product  of  the  literal,  dry,  incorrigible  tenaciousness  of  his 
imderstanding.  He  endeavoured  to  escape  from  the  persecution 
of  realities  inta  the  regions  of  fancy,  and  invented  his  Lilliputians 
and  Brobdignagians,  Yahoos,  and  Houynhyms,  as  a  diversion 
to  the  more  painful  knowledge  of  the  world  around  hiih  t  they 
only  made  him  laugh,  while  men  and  women  made  him  angry. 
His  feverish  impatience  made  him  view  the  infirmities  of  that 
great  baby  the  world  with  the  same  scrutinizing  glance  and 
jealous  irritability  that  a  parent  regards  the  failings  of  its  off- 
spring ;  but,  as  RoUsseau  has  well  observed,  parents  have  not  on 
this  account  been  supposed  to  have  more  affection  for  othe?  peo- 
ple's children  than  their  own.  In  other  respects,  and  except 
from  the  sparkling  effervescence  of  his  gall.  Swift's  brain  was  as 
"  dry  as  the  remainder  biscuit  after  a  voyage."  He  hated  ab- 
surdity— Rabelais  loved  it,  exaggerated  it  with  supreme  satis- 
faction, luxuriated  in  its  endless  varieties,  rioted  in  nonsense, 
"  reigned  there  and  revelled."  He  dwelt  on  the  absurd  and  lu- 
dicrous for  the  pleasure  they  gave  him,  not  for  the  pain.  He 
lived  upon  laughter,  and  died  laughing.  He  indulged  his  vein, 
and  took  his  full  swing  of  folly.  He  did  not  baulk  his  fancy  or 
his  readers.  His  wit  was  to  him  "  as  riches  fineless ;"  he  saw 
no  end  of  his  wealth  in  thitt  way,  and  set  no  limits  to  his  extra- 
vagance :  he  was  communicative,  prodigal,  boundless,  and  in- 
exhaustible. His  were  the  Saturnalia  of  wit,  the  riches  and  the 
royalty,  the  health  and  long  life.  He  is  intoxicated  with  gaiety, 
mad  with  folly.  His  animal  spirits  drown  him  in  a  flood  of 
mirth :  his  blood  courses  up  and  down  his  veins  like  wine.  His 
thirst  of  enjoyment  is  as  greal  as\i\^  xJoxt^^i^  dtvak.-.  kis  appetite 
t)t  good  things  of  all  sorts  is  \n«aX\s^^^^  ^"cl^  ^^^^S&'^xsk^^- 
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ending  supply.  Discourse  is  dry ;  so  they  moisten  their  words 
in  their  cups,  and  relish  their  dry  jests  with  plenty  of  Botargos 
and  dried  neats'  tongues.  It  is  like  Camacho's  wedding  in 
Don  Gluixote,  where  Sancho  ladled  out  whole  pullets  and  fat 
geese  from  the  soup-kettles  *at  a  pull.  The  flagons  are  set  a 
running,  their  tongues  wag  at  the  same  time,  and  their  mirth 
flows  as  a  river.  How  Friar  John  roars  and  lays  about  him  in 
the  viney^urd  I  How  Panurge  whines  in  the  storm,  and  how 
dexterously  he  contrives  to  throw  the  sheep  overboard !  How 
much  Pantagruel  behaves  like  a  wise  king !  How  Gargantua 
mewls,  and  pules,  and  slabbers  his  nurse,  and  demeans  himself 
most  like  a  royal  infant !  what  provinces  he  devours !  what  seas 
he  drinks  up !  How  he  eats,  drinks,  and  sleeps — ^sleeps,  eats,  and 
drinks!  The  style  of  Rabelais  is  no  less  prodigious  than  his  mat- 
ter. His  words  are  of  marrow, \1nctuou3,  dropping  fatness.  He 
was  a  mad  wag,  the  king  of  good  fellows,  and  prince  of  practi- 
cal philosophers  1 

Rabelais  was  a  Frenchman  of  the  old  school — Voltaire  of  the 
new.  The  wit  of  the  one  arose  from  an  exuberance  of  enjoy- 
ment— of  the  other,  from  an  excess  of  indifference,  real  or  as- 
sumed. Voltaire  had  no  enthusiasm  for  one  thing  or  another : 
he  made  light  of  everything.  In  his  hands  all  things  turn  to 
chaff  and  dross,  as  the  pieces  of  silver  money  in  the  Arabian 
Nights  were  changed  by  the  hands  of  the  enchanter  into 
little  dry  crumbling  leaves!  He  is  a  Parisian.  He  never 
exaggerates,  is  never  violent :  he  treats  things  with  the  most 
provoking  sangfroid;  and  expresses  his  contempt  by  the  most 
indirect  hints,  and  in  the  fewest  words,  as  if  he  hardly  thought 
them  worth  even  his  contempt.  He  retains  complete  possession 
of  himself  and  of  his  subject.  He  does  not  effect  his  purpose  by 
the  eagerness  of  his  blows,  but  by  the  delicacy  of  his  tact.  The 
poisoned  wound  he  inflicted  was  so  fine  as  scarcely  to  be  felt  till 
it  rankled  and  festered  in  its  "  mortal  consequences."  His  cal- 
lousness was  an  excellent  foil  for  the  antagonists  he  had  mostly 
to  deal  with.  He  took  knaves  and  fools  on  his  shield  well.  He 
stole  away  its  clbak  from  grave  imposture.  If  he  reduced  other 
things  below  their  true  value,  making  them  aeeixi -vcstVVAfc^  ^kA^ 
boUoWf  he  did  not  degrade  the  pretensions  oi  XyraLXiix^  «sA^\i!:^- 
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stition  below'  their  true  value,  by  making  them  seem  utterly 
worthless  and  hollow,  as  contemptible  as  they  were  odious. 
This  was  the  service  he  rendered  to  truth  and  mankind !  His 
Candide  is  a  masterpiece  of  wit.  It  has  been  called  ^  the  dull 
product  of  a  scoffer's  pen."  It  is,  indeed,  "  the  product  of  a  scof- 
fer's pen ;"  but  after  reading  the  Excursion,  few  people  will  think 
it  duU.  It  is  ii)  the  most  perfect  keeping,  and  without  any  ap- 
pearance of  effort.  Every  sentence  tells,  and  the  whole  reads 
like  one  sentence.  There  is  something  sublime  in  Martin's 
sceptical  indifference  to  moral  good  and  evil.  It  is  the  repose 
of  the  grave.  It  is  better  to  suffer  this  living  death  than  a  hving 
martyrdom.  "Nothing  can  touch  him  further."  The  moral 
of  Candide  (such  as  it  is)  is  the  same  as  that  of  Rasselas :  the 
execution  is  different.  Voltaire  says,  "  A  great  book  is  a  great 
evil."  Dr.  Johnson  would  have4aboured  this  short  apophthegm 
into  a  voluminous  commonplace.  Voltaire's  traveller  (in  an- 
other work)  being  asked  "whether  he  likes  black  or  white 
mutton  best,"  replies  that  "  he  is  indifferent,  provided  it  is  tender." 
Dr.  Johnson  did  not  get  at  a  conclusion  by  so  short  a  way  as 
this.  If  Voltaire's  licentiousness  is  objected  to  me,  1  say,  let  it 
be  placed  to  its  true  account,  the  manners  of  the  age  and  court 
in  which  he  lived.  The  lords  and  ladies  of  the  bedchamber 
in  the  reign  of  Louis  XV.  found  no  fault  with  the  immoral 
tendency  of  his  writings.  Why  then  should  Qur  modem  pmsts 
quarrel  with  them  ? — But  to  return. 

Young  is  a  gloomy  epigrammatist.  He  has  abused  great 
powers  both  of  thought  and  language.  His  moral  reflections 
are  sometimes  excellent ;  but  he  spoils  their  beauty  by  over- 
loading them  with  a  religious  horror,  and  at  the  same  time 
giving  them  all  the  smart  turns  and  quaint  expressions  of  an 
.  enigma  or  repartee  in  verse.  The  well-known  lines  on  Pro- 
crastination are  in  his  best  manner : 

"  66  wise  to-day ;  'tis  madness  to  defer; 
Next  day  the  fatal  precedent  will  plead ; 
Thus  on,  till  wisdom  is  push'd  out  of  life. 
Procrastination  is  the  thief  of  time ; 
Year  after  year  it  steals,  till  all  are  fled, 
And  to  the  mercies  of  a  moment  leaves  ^ 

The  vast  concerns  ot  &xi  eVAXiv^  «ic«xi«. 
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'^  Of  man's  miraculous  mistakes,  this  bears 
The  palm,  '  That  all  men  are  about  to  live/ 
For  ever  on  the  brink  of  being  bom. 
All  pay  themselves  the  compliment  to  think 
They,  one  day,  shall  not  drivel ;  and  their  pride 
On  this  reversion  takes  up  rea^y  praise ; 
At  least,  their  own ;  their  future  selves  applauds ; 
How  excellent  that  life  they  ne'er  will  lead  ! 
Time  lodg'd  in  their  own  hands  is  Folly's  vails : 
That  lodg'd  in  Fate's,  to  Wisdom  they  consign ; 
The  thing  they  can't  but  purpose  they  postpone. 
Tis  not  in  Folly  not  to  scorn  a  fool ; 
And  scarce  in  human  Wisdom  to  do  more. 
All  promise  is  poor  dilatory  man, 
And  that  through  every  stage.    When  young,  indeed, 
In  full  content,  we,  sometimes,  nobly  rest. 
Un-anxious  for  ourselves ;  and  only  wish, 
As  duteous  sons,  our  fathers  were  more  wise. 
At  thirty  man  suspects  himself  a  fool ; 
Knows  it  at  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan ; 
At  fitly  chides  his  infamous  delay, 
Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve ; 
In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 
Resolves,  and  re-resolves ;  then  dies  the  same. 

*^  And  why  1  Because  he  thinks  himself  immortal, 
All  men  think  all  men  mortal,  but  themselves ; 
Themselves,  when  some  alarming  shock  of  fate 
Strikes  through  their  wounded  hearts  the  sudden  dread ; 
But  their  hearts  wounded,  like  the  wounded  air. 
Soon  close  ;  where,  past  the  shaft,  no  trace  is  found. 
As  from  the  wing  no  scar  the  sky  retains ; 
The  parted  wave  no  furrow  from  the  keel ; 
So  dies  in  human  hearts  the  thought  of  death. 
Ev'n  with  the  tender  tear  which  nature  sheds 
O'er  those  we  love,  we  drop  it  in  their  grave." 

Universal  Passion  is  a  keen  and  powerful  satire ;  but  the 
t  takes  from  the  effect,  and  oppresses  attention  by  perpetual 
violent  demands  upon  it.  His  tragedy  of  the  Revenge  is 
kish  and  scholastic  Zanga  is  a  vulgar  caricature  of  lago. 
finest  lines  in  it  are  the  burst  of  triumph  at  the  end,  when 
•avenge  is  completed : 

"  Let  Europe  and  her  pallid  sons  go  weep,  J 

Let  Afnc  on  her  hundred  Ihronea  rejoice)^  &«. 
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Colli 08  is  a  writer  of  a  very  different  stamp,  who  had  pe^ 
haps  less  general  power  of  mind  than  Young ;  but  he  had  that 
true  vimda  vis,  that  genuine  inspiration,  which  alone  can  give 
birth  to  the  highest  efforts  of  poetry.     He  leaves  stings  in  the 
minds  of  his  readers,  certain  traces  of  thought  and  feeling, 
which  never  wear  out,  because  nature  had  left  them  in  his  own 
mind.     He  is  the  only  one  of  the  minor  poets  of  whom,  if  he 
had  lived,  it  cannot  be  said  that  he  might  not  have  done  the 
greatest  things.     The  germ  is  there.     He  is  sometimes  affected, 
unmeaning  and  obscure  ;  but  he  also  catches  rich  glimpses  of 
the  bowers  of  Paradise,  and  has  lofty  aspirations  after  the  high- 
est seats  of  the   Muses.     With  a  great  deal   of  tinsel  and 
splendid  patch-work,  he  has  not  been  able  to  hide  the  solid 
sterling  ore  of  genius.     In  his  best  works  there  is  an  attic  simpli- 
city, a  pathos,  and  fervour  of  imagination,  which  make  us  the 
more  lament  that  the  efforts  of  his  mind  were  at  first  depressed  by 
neglect  and  pecuniary  embarrassment,  and  at  length  buried  in 
the  gloom  of  an  unconquerable  and  fatal  malady.     How  many 
poets  have  gone  through  all  the  horrors  of  poverty  and  contempt, 
and  ended  their  days  in  moping  melancholy  or  moody  madness! 

"  We  poets  in  our  youth  begin  in  gladness, 
But  thereof  comes  in  the  end  despondency  and  madness.'' 

Is  this  the  fault  of  themselves,  of  nature  in  tempering  them  of 
too  fine  a  clay,  or  of  the  world,  that  spurner  of  living,  and  patron 
of  dead  merit?      Read  the  account  of  Collins — ^with  hopes 
frustrated,  with  faculties  blighted,  at  last  when  it  was  too  late 
for  himself  or  others,  receiving  the  deceitful  favours  of  relenting 
Fortune,  which  served  only  to  throw  their  sunshine  on  his 
decay,  and  to  light  him  to  an  early  grave.     He   was  found 
sitting  with  every  spark  of  imagination  extinguished,  and  with 
only  the  faint  traces  of  memory  and  reason  left — with  only  one 
book  in  his  room,  the  Bible;  ^'but  that,"  he  said,  <' was  the 
best."     A  melancholy  damp  hung  like  an  unwholesome  mildew 
upon  his  faculties — a  canker  had  consumed  the  flower  of  his 
life.     He  produced  works  of  genius,  and  the  public  regarded 
them  with  scorn :  he  aimed  at  excellence  that  should  be  bis 
owDj  and  his  friends  treated.  \)i«  ei&st\&  ^^  >&l^  ^«nderings  of 
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y.  The  proofs  of  his  capacity  are,  his  Ode  on  Evening, 
de  on  the  Passions  (particularly  the  fine  personification  of 
,)  his  Ode  to  Fear,  the  Dirge  in  Cymbeline,  the  Lines  on 
Qson's  Grave,  and  his  Eclogues,  parts  of  which  are  ad- 
)le.  But  perhaps  his  Ode  on  the  Poetical  Character  is  the 
)f  all.  A  rich  distilled  perfume  emanates  from  it  like  the 
h  of  genius ;  a  golden  cloud  envelopes  it ;  a  honeyed  paste 
etic  diction  encrusts  it,  like  the  candied  coat  of  the  auri- 
His  Ode  to  Evening  shows  equal  genius  in  the  images 
versification.  The  sounds  steal  slowly  over  the  ear,  like 
radual  coming  on  of  evening  itself: 

"  If  aught  of  oaten  stop  or  pastoral  song 
May  hope,  chaste  Eve,  to  soothe  thy  modest  ear, 
Lake  thy  own  solemn  springs. 
Thy  spruigs  and  dying  gales, 

O  nymph  reserv'd,  while  now  the  bright-haired  sun 
Sits  on  yon  western  tent,  whose  cloudy  skirts 

With  brede  ethereal  wove, 

O'erhang  his  wavy  bed : 

Now  air  is  hush'd,  save  where  the  weak-ey*d  bat, 
With  short  shrill  shriek,  flits  by  on  leathern  wing, 

Or  where  the  beetle  vnnds 

His  small  but  sullen  horn. 

As  oft  he  rises  midst  the  twilight  path. 
Against  the  pilgrim  borne  in  heedless  hum. 

Now  teach  me,  maid  compos'd. 

To  breathe  some  soften'd  strain. 

Whose  numbers,  stealing  through  thy  darkling  vale, 
May  not  unseemly  with  its  stillness  suit, 

As,  musing  slow,  I  hail 

Thy  genial,  lov'd  return ! 

For  when  thy  folding  star  arising  shows 
His  paly  circlet^  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  Hours  and  EUves 

Who  slept  in  flow'rs  the  day, 

And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  with  sedge  * 

And  sheds  the  freshening  dew,  and,  lovelier  still, 

The  pensive  Pleasures  sweet  i 

"Prepare  thy  shadowy  car ; 
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Then  lead,  calm  Votress,  where  some  sheety  lake 
Cheers  the  lone  heath,  or  some  time-hallow'd  pUe, 
Or  upland  fallows  gray- 
Reflect  its  last  cool  gleam. 

But  when  chill  blust'ring  winds,  or  driving  rain, 
Forbid  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut. 

That  from  the  mountain's  side 

Views  wilds  and  swelling  floods. 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim  discover'd  spires, 
And  hears  their  simple  bell,  and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  dusky  veil. 

While  Spring  shall  pour  his  show'rs,  as  ofl  he  wont, 
And  bathe  thy  breathing  tresses,  meekest  Eve ! 

While  Summer  loves  to  sport 

Beneath  thy  lingering  light ; 

While  sallow  Autumn  fills  thy  lap  with  leaves ; 
Or  winter  yelling  through  the  troublous  air, 

Aflrights  thy  shrinking  train. 

And  rudely  rends  thy  robes ; 

So  long,  sure-found  beneath  the  sylvan  shed, 

Shall  Fancy,  Friendship,  Science,  rose-lipp'd  Health, 

Thy  gentlest  influence  own. 

And  hymn  thy  favourite  name." 

Hammond,  whose  poems  are  bound  up  with  Collins's,  in  Mb 
pocket  edition,  was  a  young  gentleman,  who  appears  to  have 
fallen  in  love  about  the  year  1740,  and  who  translated  TibulliB 
into  English  verse,  to  let  his  mistress  and  the  public  know  of  it. 

I  Should  conceive  that  Collins  had  a  much  greater  pcetk^ 
genius  than  Gray:  he  had  more  of  that  fine  madness  wJ.jcb  i' 
inseparable  from  it,  of  its  turbid  effervescence,  of  all  that  pusijCo 
it  to  the  verge  of  agony  or  rapture.  Gray^s  Pindaric  Odes  are, 
I  believe,  generally  given  up  at  present :  they  are  stately  and 
pedantic,  a  kind  of  methodical  borrowed  phrensy.  But  I  can- 
not so  easily  give  up,  nor  will  the  world  be  in  any  haste  to  part 
with,  his  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church-yard :  it  is  one  of  the 
most  classical  productions  that  ever  was  penned  by  a  refined 
and  thoughtful  mind,  moralising  on  human  life.  Mr.  Coleridge 
(in  bis  Literary  Life")  sa^a  ^3aa.\.  YlV^  ix\a\id  Mr,  Wordsworth  had 
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undertaken  to  show  that  the  language  of  the  Elegy  is  unintelli- 
gihle :  it  has,  however,  been  understood !     The  Ode  on  a  Dis- 
tant Prospect  of  Eton  College  is  more  mechanical  and  common- 
place ;  but  it  touches  on  certain  strings  about  the  heart,  that 
vibrate  in  unison  with  it  to  our  latest  breath.     No  one  ever 
passes  by  Windsor's  "  stately  heights,"  or  sees  the  distant  spires 
of  Eton  College  below,  without  thinking  of  Gray.     He  deserves 
that  we  should  think  of  him ;  for  he  thought  of  others,  and 
turned  a  trembling,  ever-watchful  ear  to  "  the  still  sad  music  of 
iumanity." — His  letters  are  inimitably  fine.     If  his  poems  are 
sometimes  finical  and  pedantic,  his  prose  is  quite  free  from  afiec- 
tation.     He  pours  his  thoughts  out  upon  paper  as  they  arise  in 
his  mind ;  and  tbey  arise  in  his  mind  without  pretence,  or  con- 
straint, from  the  pure  impulse  of  learned  leisure  and  contempla- 
tive indolence.     He  is  not  here  on  stilts  or  in  buckram  ;  but 
smiles  in  his  easy  chair,  as  he  moralises  through  the  loopholes 
of  retreat,  on  the  bustle  and  raree-show  of  the  world,  or  on 
"  those   reverend   bedlams,  colleges,   and  schools !" — He  had 
nothing  to  do  but  to  read  and  to  think,  and  to  tell  his  friends 
what  he  read  and  thought.     His  life  was  a  luxurious  thoughtful 
dream.     "  Be  mine,"  he  says  in  one  of  his  Letters,  "  to  read 
eternal  new  romances  of  Marivaux  and  Crebillon."     And  in 
another,  to  show  his  contempt  for  action  and  the  turmoils  of  am- 
bition, he  says  to  some  one,  "  Don't  you  remember  Lords 

and ,  who  are  now  great  statesmen,  little  dirty  boys  playing 

at  cricket  ?  For  my  part,  I  do  not  feel  a  bit  wiser,  or  bigger, 
Qt  older  than  I  did  then."  What  an  equivalent  for  not  being 
wise  or  great,  to  be  always  youngi  What  a  happiness  never 
to  lose  or  gain  anything  in  the  game  of  human  life,  by  being 
never  anything  more  than  a  looker-on ! 

How  different  from  Shenstone,  who  only  wanted  to  be  looked 
at :  who  withdrew  from  the  world  to  be  followed  by  the  crowd, 
and  courted  popularity  by  affecting  privacy !  His  Letters  show 
him  to  have  lived  in  a  continual  fever  of  petty  vanity,  and  to 
have  been  a  finished  literary  coquet.  He  seems  always  to  say, 
"  You  will  find  nothing  in  the  world  so  amiable  as  Nature  and 
me :  come,  and  admire  us."  His  poems  are  indifferent  and 
tasteless,  except  }us  Pastoral  Ballad,  his  Lmea  otl^ctkcdl^T^ww- 
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son,  and  his  School-mistress,  which  last  is  a  perfect  piece  of 
writing. 

Akenside  had  in  him  the  materials  of  poetry,  but  he  was 
hardly  a  great  poet.  He  improved  his  Pleasures  of  the  Imagi- 
nation in  the  subsequent  editions,  by  pruning  away  a  great 
many  redundances  of  style  and  ornament.  Armstrong  is  better, 
though  he  has  not  chosen  a  very  exhilarating  subject — The  Art 
of  Preserving  Health.  Churchill's  Satires  on  the  Scotch,  and 
Characters  of  the  Players,  are  as  good  as  the  subject  deserved: 
they  are  strong,  coarse,  and  full  of  an  air  of  hardened  assurance. 
I  ought  not  to  pass  over  without  mention  Green's  Poem  on  the 
Spleen,  or  Dyer's  Grongar  Hill. 

The  principal  name  of  the  period  we  are  now  come  to  is  that 
of  Goldsmith,  than  which  few  names  stand  higher  or  fairer  in 
the  annals  of  modern  literature.  One  should  have  his  own  pen 
to  describe  him  as  he  ought  to  be  described — amiable,  various, 
and  bland,  with  careless  inimitable  grace  touching  on  every  kind 
of  excellence — ^with  manners  unstudied,  but  a  gentle  heart- 
performing  miracles  of  skill  from  pure  happiness  of  nature,  and 
whose  greatest  fault  was  ignorance  of  his  own  worth.  As  a 
poet,  he  is  the  most  flowing  and  elegant  of  our  versifiers  since 
Pope,  with  traits  of  artless  nature  which  Pope  had  not,  and  with 
a  peculiar  felicity  in  his  turns  upon  words,  which  he  constantly 
repeated  with  delightful  effect :  such  as — 


fi 


His  lot,  though  small, 


He  sees  that  little  lot,  the  lot  of  all.*' 
^*  And  tum'd  and  look'd,  and  tum'd  to  look  again.'' 

As  a  novelist,  his  Vicar  of  Wakefield  has  charmed  all  Europe. 
What  reader  is  there  in  the  civilised  world  who  is  not  the  bet- 
ter for  the  story  of  the  washes  which  the  worthy  Dr.  Primrose 
demolished  so  deliberately  with  the  poker — for  the  knowledge 
of  the  guinea  which  the  Miss  Primroses  kept  unchanged  in 
their  pockets — the  adventure  of  the  picture  of  the  Vicar's  fam- 
ily, which  could  not  be  got  into  the  house — and  that  of  the 
Flamborough  family,  all  painted  with  oranges  in  their  hands- 
el for  the  story  of  the  case  of  shagreen  spectacles  and  the  cos* 
mogonyt 
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As  a  comic  writer,  his  Tony  Lumpkin  draws  forth  new  pow- 
ers from  Mr.  Liston's  face.  That  alone  is  praise  enough  for  it. 
Poor  Groldsmith !  how  happy  he  has  made  others !  how  unhappy 
he  was  in  himself!  He  never  had  the  pleasure  of  reading  his 
own  works!  He  had  only  the  satisfaction  of  good-naturedly 
relieving  the  necessities  of  others,  and  the  consolation  of  being 
harassed  to  death  with  his  own !  He  is  the  most  amusing  and 
interesting  person,  in  one  of  the  most  amusing  and  interesting 
books  in  the  world,  Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson.  His  peach- 
coloured  coat  shall  always  bloom  in  BoswelPs  writings,  and  his 
fame  survive  in  his  own ! — His  genius  was  a  mixture  of  origin- 
ality and  imitation :  he  could  do  nothing  without  some  model 
before  him,  and  he  could  copy  nothing  that  he  did  not  adorn 
with  the  graces  of  his  own  mind. — Almost  all  the  latter  part  of 
the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  and  a  great  deal  of  the  former,  is  taken 
from  Joseph  Andrews  ;  but  the  circumstances  I  have  mentioned 
above  are  not 

The  finest  things  he  has  left  behind  him  in  verse  are  his 
character  of  a  country  school-master,  and  that  prophetic  descrip- 
tion of  Burke  in  the  Retaliation.  His  moral  Essays,  in  the 
Citizen  of  the  World,  are  as  agreeable  chit-chat  as  can  be  con- 
veyed in  the  form  of  didactic  discourses. 

Warton  was  a  poet  and  a  scholar,  studious  with  ease,  learned 
without  affectation.  He  had  a  happiness  which  some  have  been 
prouder  of  than  he,  who  deserved  it  less — he  was  a  poet-laureat 

"  And  that  green  wreath  which  decks  the  bard  when  dead, 
That  laurel  garland,  crown'd  his  living  head." 

But  he  bore  his  honours  meekly,  and  performed  his  half-yearly 
task  regularly.  I  should  not  have  mentioned  him  for  this  dis- 
tinction alone  (the  highest  which  a  poet  can  receive  from  the 
state,)  but  for  another  circumstance ;  I  mean  his  being  the  author 
of  some  of  the  finest  sonnets  in  the  language — at  least  so  they  ap- 
pear to  me ;  and  as  this  species  of  composition  has  the  necessary 
advantage  of  being  short  (though  it  is  sometimes  both  "  tedious 
and  brief,")  I  will  here  repeat  two  or  three  of  them,  as  treating 
pleasing  subjects  in  a  pleasing  and  philosophical  way. 
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Writien  in  a  blank  leaf  of  Dugdak^s  Mmastiam, 

*'  Deem  not,  devoid  of  elegance,  the  sage. 
By  Fancy's  genuine  feelings  unbeguil'd, 
Of  painful  pedantry  the  poring  child ; 
Who  turns  of  these  proud  domes  the  historic  page. 
Now  sunk  by  Time,  and  Henry's  fiercer  rage. 
Think'st  thou  the  warbling  Muses  never  smil'd 
On  his  lone  hours  1    Ingenuous  views  engage 
His  thoughts,  on  themes  unclassic  falsely  styPd, 
Intent    While  cloister'd  piety  displays 
Her  mouldering  roll,  the  piercing  eye  explores 
New  manners,  and  the  pomp  of  elder  days. 
Whence  culls  the  pensive  bard  his  pictur'd  stores. 
Not  rough  nor  barren  are  the  winding  ways 
Of  hoar  Antiquity,  but  strewn  with  flowers." 

SoniM.     Writien  at  Stonekenge. 

*'^ou  noblest  monument  of  Albion's  isle. 
Whether,  by  Merlin's  aid,  from  Scythia's  shore 
To  Amber's  fatal  plain  Pendragon  bore. 
Huge  frame  of  giant  hands,  the  mighty  pile, 
T'  entomb  his  Britons  slain  by  Hengist's  guile : 
Or  Druid  priests,  sprinkled  with  human  gorej 
Taught  'mid  thy  massy  maze  their  mystic  lore : 
Or  Danish  chiefs,  enrich'd  with  savage  spoil. 
To  victory's  idol  vast,  an  unhewn  shrine, 
Rear'd  the  rude  heap,  or  in  thy  hollow'd  ground 
Repose  the  kings  of  Brutus'  genuine  line ; 
Or  here  those  kings  in  solemn  state  were  crown'd ; 
Studious  to  trace  thy  wondrous  origin. 
We  muse  on  many  an  ancient  tale  renown'd.'* 

Nothing  can  be  more  admirable  than  the  learning  here  display- 
ed, or  the  inference  from  it,  that  it  is  of  no  use  but  as  it  leads  to 
interesting  thought  and  reflection. 

That  written  after  seeing  Wilton  House  is  in  the  same  style, 
but  I  prefer  concluding  with  that  to  the  river  Lodon,  which  has 
a  personal,  as  well  as  poetical,  interest  about  it. 

"  Ah !  what  a  weary  race  my  feet  have  run, 
Sinc«  first  I  trod  thy  banks  with  alders  crown'd, 
And  thought  my  way  was  all  through  fairy  ground, 
Beneath  the  azure  sky  and  golden  sun : 
When  first  my  *M.\ise  \o  \\s^  Vv«  i\c^«&  he^iin ! 
While  pcnave  memory  \xw5«»\iw^^^tw«sx^ 
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It 
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Which  fills  the  varied  interval  between ; 

Much  pleasure,  more  of  sorrow,  marks  the  scene 

Sweet  native  stream !  those  skies  and  suns  so  pure 

No  more  return,  to  cheer  my  evening  road ! 

Yet  still  one  joy  remains,  that  not  obscure 

Nor  useless  all  my  vacant  days  have  flow'd 

From  youth's  gay  dawn  to  manhood's  prime  maturiB, 

Nor  with  the  Muse's  laurel  unbestow'd.'' 

i  thus  gone  throug-h  all  the  names  of  this  period  I  could 
of,  but  I  find  there  are  others  still  waiting  behind  that  I 
ever  thought  of  Here  is  a  list  of  some  of  them — ^Pattison, 
ill,  Hill,  Somerville,  Brown,  Pitt,  Wilkie,  Dodsley,  Shaw, 
:,  Langhorne,  Bruce,  Greame,  Glover,  Lovibond,  Penrose, 
e,  Jago,  Scott,  Whitehead,  Jenyns,  Logan,  Cotton,  Cun- 
am,  and  Blacklock.  I  think  it  will  be  best  to  let  them 
ind  say  nothing  about  them.  It  will  be  hard  to  persuade 
.ny  respectable  persons  that  they  are  dull  writers,  and  if 
ve  them  any  praise,  they  will  seyd  others, 
t  here  comes  one  whose  claims*  cannot  be  so  easily  set 
:  they  have  been  sanctioned  by  learning,  hailed  by  genius, 
tallowed  by  misfortune — I  mean  Chatterton.  Yet  I  must 
irhat  I  think  of  him,  and  that  is  not  what  is  generally 
ht.  I  pdss  over  the  disputes  between  the  learned  antiqua- 
Dr.  Mills,  Herbert  Croft,  and  Dr.  Knox,  whether  he  was 
placed  after  Shakspeare  and  Dryden,  or  to  come  after 
speare  alone.  A  living  poet  has  borne  a  better  testimony 
a — 

"  I  thought  of  Chatterton,  the  marvellous  boy, 
The  sleepless  soul  that  perished  in  his  pride; 
And  him*  who  walked  in  glory  and  in  joy 
Beside  his  plough  along  the  mountain  side." 

m  loth  to  put  asunder  whom  so  great  an  authority  has 
I  together ;  but  I  cannot  find  in  Chatterton's  works  any- 

so  extraordinary  as  the  age  at  which  they  were  written. 

have  a  facility,  vigour,  and  knowledge,  which  were  pro- 
is  in  a  boy  of  sixteen,  but  which  would  not  have  been  so 

*  

im8.~These  lines  are  taken  from  the  intioductloa  tA  ^Sx.'^^R^ 

8  poem  of  the  Leecb-qatherer, 

11 
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in  a  man  of  twenty.  He  did  not  shew  extraordinary  powers  of 
genius,  but  extraordinary  precocity.  Nor  do  I  believe  he  would 
have  written  better  had  he  lived.  He  knew  this  himself,  or  he 
would  have  lived.  Great  geniuses,  like  great  kings,  have  too 
much  to  think  of  to  kill  themselves ;  for  their  mind  to  them  also 
•*  a  kingdom  is."  With  an  unaccountable  power  coming  over 
him  at  an  unusual  age,  and  with  the  youthful  confidence  it  in- 
spired, he  performed  wonders,  and  was  willing  to  set  a  seal  on' 
Ins  reputation  by  a  tragic  catastrophe.  He  had  done  his  best; 
and,  like  another  Empedocles,  threw  himself  into  ^tna,  to  en- 
8uie  immort^li^.    The  brazen  stipperjs  alone  remain  I — ^«^  > 
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LECTURE  VIL 

ON  BURNS,  AND  THE   OLD  ENOUSH  BALLADS. 

I  AM  sorry  that  what  I  said  in  the  conclusion  of  the  last  Lectnie, 
lespecting  Chatterton,  should  have  given  dissatisfaction  to  soine 
persons,  with  whom  I  would  willingly  agree  on  all  such  matters. 
What  I  meant  was  less  to  call  in  question  Chatterton's  genius 
than  to  object  to  the  common  mode  of  estimating  its  magnitude 
by  its  prematureness.  The  lists  of  fame  are  not  filled  with  the 
dates  of  births  or  deaths ;  and  the  side-mark  of  the  age  at  which 
they  were  done  wears  out  in  works  destined  for  immortality. 
Had  Chatterton  really  done  more,  we  should  have  thought  less 
of  him,  for  our  attention  would  then  have  been  fixed  on  the  ex- 
ceUence  df  the  works  themselves,  instead  of  the  singularity  of 
the  circumstances  in  which  they  are  produced.  But  because  he 
attained  to  the  full  powers  of  manhood  at  an  early  age,  I  do  not 
see  that  ^e  would  have  attained  to  more  than  those  powers,  had 
he  lived  to  be  a  man.  He  was  a  prodigy,  because  in  him  the 
ordinary  march  of  nature  was  violently  precipitated ;  and  it  is 
therefore  inferred  that  he  would  have  continued  to  hold  on  his 
course,  ^'  ui^slacked  of  motion."  On  the  contrary,  who  knows 
but  he  might  have  lived  to  be  poet-laureat  ?  It  is  much  better 
to  let  him  remain  as  he  was.  Of  his  actual  productions,  any 
one  may  think  as  highly  as  he  pleases ;  I  would  only  guard 
against  adding  to  the  account  of  his  quarUvm  meruit  those  possi- 
ble productions  by  which  the  learned  rhapsodists  of  his  time 
raised  his  gigantic  pretensions  to  an  equality  with  those  of  Homer 
and  Shakspeare.  It  is  amusing  to  read  some  of  these  exagge- 
rated descriptions,  each  rising  above  the  other  in  extravagance. 
In  Anderson's  Life,  we  find  that  Mr  Warton  speaks  of  him 
^as  a  prodigy  of  genius,"  as  ^^a  singular  instance  of  prematurity 
of  abilities:"  that  may  be  true  enough,  aad^^aXoxi'^i^&^vss^ 
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rate  a  competent  judge ;  but  Mr.  Malone  ^'  believes  him  to  have 
been  the  greatest  genius  that  England  has  produced  since  the 
days  of  Shakspeare."    Dr.  Gregory  says,  "  he  must  rank,  as  a 
universal  genius,  above  Dryden,  and  perhaps  only  second  to 
Shakspeare."     Mr.  Herbert  Crofl  is  still  more  unqualified  in  his 
praises ;  he  asserts  that  "  no  such  being,  at  any  period  of  life,  has 
ever  been  known,  or  possibly  ever  will  be  known."     He  runs 
a  parallel  between  Chatterton  and  Milton ;  and  asserts  that  '^aa 
army  of  Macedonian  and  Swedish  mad  butchers  fly  before  him," 
meaning,  I  suppose,  that  Alexander  the  Great  and  Charles  the 
Twelfth  were  nothing  to  him ;  "  nor,"  he  adds,  "  does  my  memo- 
ry supply  me  with  any  human  being,  who,  at  such  an  age,  with 
such  advantages,  has  produced  such  compositions.     Under  the 
heathen  mythology,  superstition  and  adniiration  would  have  ex- 
plained all,  by  bringing  Apollo  on  earth ;  nor  would  the  God 
ever  have  descended  with  more  credit  to  himself" — Chatterton's 
physiognomy  would  at  least  have  enabled  him  to  pass  incogniio. 
It  is  quite  different  from  the  look  of  timid  wonder  and  delight 
with  which  Annibal  Caracci  has  painted  a  young  Apollo  listen- 
ing to  the  first  sounds  he  draws  from  a  Pan's  pipe,  under  the 
tutelage  of  the  old  Silenus !     If  Mr.  Crofl  is  sublime  on  the  oc- 
casion. Dr.  Knox  is  no  less  pathetic.     "  The  testimony  of  Dr. 
Knox,"  says  Dr.  Anderson,  (essays,  p.  144,)  "does  ejjual  credit 
to  the  classical  taste  and  amiable  benevolence  of  the  ^writer,  and 
the  genius  and  reputation  of  Chatterton."     "  When  I  read,"  says 
the  Doctor,  "the  researches  of  those  learned  antiquaries  who 
have  endeavoured  to  prove  that  the  poems  attBbuted  to  Rowley 
were  really  written  by  him,  I  observe  many  ingenious  remarks 
in  confirmation  of  their  opinion,  which  it  would  be  tedious,  if 
not  difficult,  to  controvert" 

Now  this  is  so  far  from  the  mark  that  the  whole  controversy 
might  have  been  settled  by  any  one  but  the  learned  antiquaries 
themiSelves,  i^dio  had  the  smallest  share  of  their  learning,  firon 
this  single  circumstance,  that  the  poems  read  as  smooth  as  any 
modem  poems,  if  you  read  them  as  modem  compositions ;  and 
that  you  cannot  read  them,  or  make  verse  of  them  at  all,  if  you 
^pronoimce  or  accent  the  words  as  they  were  spoken  at  the  time 
when  the  poems  were  piQ\fiuA&dv>  liare  been  wntteik    The 
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whole  secret  of  the  imposture,  which  nothing  but  a  deal  of 
learned  dust,  raised  by  collecting  and  removing  a  great  deal  of 
learned  rubbish,,  could  have  prevented  our  laborious  critics  from 
seeing  through,  lies  on  the  face  of  it  (to  say  nothing  of  the  bur- 
lesque air  which  is  scarcely  disguised  throughout)  in  the  repe- 
tition of  a  few  obsolete  words,  and  in  the  mis-spelling  of  com- 
mon ones. 

"  No  sooner,"  proceeds  the  Doctor,  "  do  I  turn  to  the  poems, 
than  the  labour  of  the  antiquaries  appears  only  waste  of  time ; 
and  I  am  involuntarily  forced  to  join  in  placing  that  laurel, 
which  he  seems  so  well  to  have  deserved,  on  the  brow  of  Chat- 
terton.  The  poems  bear  so  many  marks  of  superior  genius 
that  they  have  deservedly  excited  the  general  attention  of  polite 
scholars,  and  are  considered  as  the  most  remarkable  productions 
in  modern  poetry.  We  have  many  instances  of  poetical  emi- 
nence at  an  early  age ;  but  neither  Cowley,  Milton,  nor  Pope, 
ever  produced  any  thing  while  they  were  boys,  which  can  just- 
ly be  compared  to  the  poems  of  Chatterton.  The  learned  anti- 
quaries do  not  indeed  dispute  their  excellence.  They  extol  it  in 
the  highest  terms  of  applause.  They  raise  their  favourite 
Rowley  to  a  rivalry  with  Homer :  but  they  make  the  very  mer- 
its of  the  works  an  argument  agamst  their  real  author.  '  Is  it 
possible,'  say  they, '  that  a  boy  should  produce  compositions  so 
beautiful  and  masterly  V  That  a  conmion  boy  should  produce 
them  is  not  possible,"  rejoins  the  Doctor ;  "  but  that  they  should 
be  produced  by  a  boy  of  an  extraordinary  genius,  such  as  was 
that  of  Homer  or  Shakspeare,  though  a  prodigy,  is  such  a  one 
as  by  no  means  exceeds  the  bounds  of  rational  credibility." 

Now  it  does  not  ^appear  that  Shakspeare  or  Homer  were  such 
early  prodigies ;  so  that  by  this  reasoning  he  must  take  prece- 
dence of  them  too,  as  well  as  of  Milton,  Cowley,  and  Pope. 
The  reverend  and  classical  writer  then  breaks  out  into  the 
following  melancholy  raptures : — 

"Unfortunate  boy!  short  and  evil  were  thy  days,  but  thy 
fame  shall  be  immortal.  Hadst  thou  been  known  to  the  mu- 
nificent patrons  of  genius 

"  Unfortunate  boy !  poorly  wast  thou  accommodated  during 
thy  short  sojourning  here  among  us  j — ludeVj  "^i^fiX  ^^\x  vn»^.- 
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ed — sorely  did  thy  feelings  suffer  from  the  scorn  of  the  unwor- 
thy ;  and  there  at  last  those  who  wish  to  rob  thee  of  thy  only 
meed,  thy  posthumous  glory.  Severe  too  are  the  censures  of 
thy  morals.  In  the  gloomy  moments  of  despondency,  I  fear 
thou  hast  uttered  impious  and  blasphemous  thoughts.  But  let 
thy  more  rigid  censors  reflect  that  thou  wast  literally  and  strict- 
ly but  a  boy.  Let  many  of  thy  bitterest  enemies  reflect  what 
were  their  own  religious  principles,  and  whether  they  had  any, 
at  the  age  of  fourteen,  fifteen,  and  sixteen.  Surely  it  is  a  severe 
and  an  unjust  surmise  that  thou  would st  probably  have  ended 
thy  life  as  a  victim  to  the  laws,  if  thou  hadst  not  ended  it  as 
Ihou  didst." 

Enough,   enough,  of  the  learned   antiquaries,  and  of  the 
classical  and  benevolent  testimony  of  Dr.  Knox.     Chatterton 
was,  indeed,  badly  enough  oflfj  but  he  was  at  least  saved  from 
the  pain  and  shame  of  reading  this  woful  lamentation  over  fallen 
genius,  which   circulates,  splendidly  bound,  in  the  fourteenth 
edition,  while  he  is  a  prey  to  worms.     As  to  those  who  are  re- 
ally capable  of  admiring  Chatterton^s  genius,  or  of  feeling  an 
interest  in  his  fate,  I  would  only  say  that  I  never  heard  any  one 
speak  of  any  one  of  his  works  as  if  it  were  an  old  well- 
known  favourite,  and  had  become  a  faith  and  a  religion  in  his 
mind.     It  is  his  name,  his  youth,  and  what  he  might  have  lived 
to  have  done,  that  excite  our  wonder  and  admiration.     He  has 
the  same  sort  of  posthumous  fame  that  an  actor  of  the  last  age 
has — an   abstracted  reputation   which  is  independent  of  any 
thing  we  know  of  his  works.     The  admirers  of  Collins  never 
think  of  him  without  recalling  to  their  minds  his  Ode  on  the 
Evening,  or  on  the  Poetical  Character.     Gray^s  Elegy,  and  his 
popularity,   are  identified  together,  and  inseparable   even  in 
imagination.     It  is  the  same  with  respect  to  Burns:  when  you 
speak  of  him  as  a  poet,  you  mean  his  works,  his  Tam  o'  Shan- 
ter,  or  his  Cotter's  Saturday  Night.     But  the  enthusiasts  for 
Chatterton,  if  you  ask  for  the  proofs  of  his  extraordinary  genius, 
are  obliged  to  turn  to  the  volume,  and  perhaps  find  there  what 
they  seek ;  but  it  is  not  in  their  minds ;  and  it  is  of  thcU  1 
qjoke. 

The  Minstrel's  song  in  iE»\\a  \s,\  \JcC\^.^^^\>^'?^. 
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"  O !  ajnge  untoe  my  roundelaie 
O !  droppe  the  brynie  teare  wythe  mee, 
Daunce  ne  moe  atte  hallie  dale, 
Lycke  a  rennynge  ry  ver  bee. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gk>Dne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 

Black  hys  cryne  aa  the  wyntere  nyght, 
Whyte  hys  rode  as  the  sommer  snowe, 
Rodde  hys  face  as  the  momynge  lyghte, 
Cale  he  lyes  ynne  the  grave  belowe. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 

Swote  hys  tongue  as  the  throstles  note, 
Gluycke  ynne  daunce  as  thought  cann  bee, 
Defie  his  taboure,  codgelle  stote, 
O !  bee  lys  bie  the  wyllowe-tree. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gronne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree.  ' 

Hark !  the  ravenne  flappes  hys  wynge, 
In  the  briered  dell  belowe ; 
Harke !  the  dethe-owle  loude  dothe  synge, 
To  the  nyghte-mares  as  theie  goe. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde,* 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 

See !  the  whyte  moone  sheenes  onne  hie ; 
Whyterre  ys  mie'  true  loves  shroude ; 
Whjrterre  yanne  the  momynge  Akie, 
Whyterre  yanne  the  evenynge  cloudtf. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 

Heere,  upon  mie  true  loves  grave, 
Schalle  the  baren  fleurs  be  layde, 
Ne  one  hallie  seyncte  to  save 
Al  the  celness  of  a  mayde. 

Mie  love  ys  deddee, 

Gronne  to  his  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyUowe^fatce. 


I 
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Wythe  mie  hondes  I'll  dent  the  brieres 
Rounde  hys  hallie  corse  to  gre, 
Ouphante  fairiea,  lyghte  your  fyres, 
Heere  my  boddie  stille  schalle  bee. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonae  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 

Comme,  wythe  acome-coppe  and  thome, 
Drayne  my*  hartys  blodde  awaie; 
Lyfe  and  all  yttes  goode  I  scorne, 
Daunce  bie  nete,  or  feaste  by  dale. 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gronne  to  his  deathe-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe-tree. 

Water  wytches,  crownede  wythe  rejrtes, 
Bere  mee  to  yer  leathalle  tyde. 
I  die ;  I  comme ;  mie  true  love  wa3rtes. 
Thos  the  damselle  spake,  and  dyed/' 

To  proceed  to  the  more  immediate  subject  of  the  present  Lec- 
ture, the  character  and  writings  of  Burns. — Skakspeare  says  of 
some  one,  that  ^'  he  was  like  a  man  made  a&er  supper  of  a 
cheese-paring."  Burns,  the  poet,  was  i^ot  such  a  man.  He  had 
a  strong  mind,  and  a  sti'ong  body,  the  fellow  to  it.  He  had  a 
real  heart  of  flesh  and  blood  beating  in  his  bosom— you  can  al: 
most  hear  it  throb.  Some  one  said,  that  if  you  had  shaken 
hands  with  him,  his  hand  would  have  burnt  yours.  The  gods, 
indeed,  "  made  him  poetical ;"  but  nature  had  a  hand  in  him 
first  His  heart  was  in  the  right  place.  He  did  not  "  create  a 
soul  under  the  ribs  of  death,"  by  tinkling  siren  sounds,  or  by 
piling  up  centos  of  poetic  diction ;  but  for  the  artificial  flowers^  of 
poetry,  he  plucked  the  mountain-daisy  under  his  feet;  and  a 
field-mouse,  hurrying  from  its  ruined  dwelling,  could  inspire 
him  with  the  sentiments  of  terror  and  pity.  He  held  the  plough 
or  the  pen  with  the  same  firm,  manly  grasp ;  nor  did.  he  cut  out 
poetry  as  we  cut  out  watch-papers,  with  finical  dexterity,  nor 
from  the  same  ^^i^sy  materials.  Burns  was  not  like  Shak- 
speare  in  the  range  of  his  genius ;  but  there  is  something  of  the 
same  magnanimity,  directness,  and  unafiected  character  about 
him.    He  was  not  a  8.\c\l\y  ^ii>^s\J&ti\»!L\^  ^  xvajoab y-pamby  poet, 


MjBCTfmB  TH.]  ON  BURNS,  AND  THE  OLD  BALLADS.  IM 

a  mincing  metre  ballad-monger,  any  more  ^an  Shakspeare. 
He  would  as  soon  hear  ^^  a  brazen  candlestick  tuned,  or  a  dry 
wheel  grate  on  the  axletree."  He  was  as  much  of  a  man — not 
a.  twentieth  part  as  much  of  a  poet — as  Shakspeare.  With  but 
little  of  his  imagination  or  inventive  power,  he  had  the  same  life 
of  mind :  within  the  narrow  circle  of  personal  feeling  or  domes- 
tic incidents,  the  pulse  of  his  poetry  flows  as  healthily  and 
'vigorously.  He  had  an  eye  to  see ;  a  heart  to  feel : — no  more. 
His  pictures  of  good  fellowship,  of  social  glee,  of  quaint  humour, 
are  equal  to  anything ;  they  come  up  to  nature,  and  they  cannot 
^o  beyond.  The  sly  jest  collected  in  his  laughing  eye  at  the 
sight  of  the  grotesque  and  ludicrous  in  manners — the  large  tear 
rolled  down  his  manly  cheek  at  the  sight  of  another's  distress. 
He  has  made  us  as  well  acquainted  with  himself  as  it  is  possible 
to  be ;  has  let  out  the  honest  impulses  of  his  native  disposition, 
the  unequal  conflict  of  the  passions  in  his  breast,  with  the  same 
tfrankness  and  truth  of  description.  His  strength  is  not  greater 
than  his  weakness:  his  virtues  were  greater  than  his  vices. 
His  virtues  belonged  to  his  genius :  his  vices  to  his  situation, 
Avhich  did  not  correspond  to  his  genius. 

It  has  been  usual  to  attack  Burns's  moral  character,  and  the 
moral  tendency  of  his  writings  at  the  same  time ;  and  Mr.  Words- 
worth, in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Gray,  Master  of  the  High  School  at 
Edinburgh,  in  attempting  to  defend,  has  only  laid  him  open  to 
a  more  serious  and  unhjeard-of  responsibility.  Mr.  Gray  might 
very  well  have  sent  him  back,  in  Return  for  his  epistle,  the  an- 
swer of  Holofernes  in  Love's  Labour  Lost: — ••  Via  good  man 
Dull,  thou  hast  spoken  no  word  all  this  while."  The  author  of 
this  performance,  which  is  as  weak  in  effect  as  it  is  pompous  in 
pretension,  shows  a  great  dislike  of  Robespierre,  Buonaparte, 
and  of  Mr.  Jeffrey,  whom  he,  by  some  unaccountable  fatality, 
classes  together  as  the  three  most  formidable  enemies  of  the 
human  race  that  have  appeared  in  his  (lyir.  Wordsworth's)  re- 
membrance ;  but  he  betrays  very  little  liking  to  Burns.  He  is, 
indeed,  anxious  to  get  him  out  of  the  unhallowed  clutches  of  the 
Edinburgh  Reviewers  (as  a  mere  matter  of  poetical  privilege,) 
only  to  bring  him  before  a  graver  and  higher  tribunal,  which 
is  his  own;  and,  after  repeating  and  inSiiualViL^  '^c^xAs^^^^ 
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charges  against  him,  shakes  his  head,  and  declines ,  giving  any 
opinion  in  so  tremendous  a  case ;  so  that,  though  the  judgment 
of  the  former  critic  is  set  aside,  poor  Burns  remains  just  where 
he  was,  and  nohody  gains  anything  by  the  cause  but  Mr.  Words- 
worth, in  an  increasing  opinion  of  his  own  wisdom  and  purity. 
"  Out  upon  this  half-faced  fellowship !"  The  author  of  the  Lyrical 
Ballads  has  thus  missed  a  fine  opportunity  of  doing  Burns  jus- 
tice and  himself  honour.  He  might  have  shown  himself  a  philo- 
sophical prose-writer,  as  well  as  a  philosophical  poet.  He  might 
have  offered  as  amiable  and  as  gallant  a  defence  of  the  Muses 
as  my  uncle  Toby,  in  the  honest  simplicity  of  his  heart,  did  of 
the  army.  He  might  have  said  at  once,  instead  of  making  a 
parcel  of  wry  faces  over  the  matter,  that  Bums  had  written  Tarn 
o'  Shanter,  and  that  that  alone  was  enough ;  that  he  could  hard- 
ly have  described  the  excesses  of  mad,  hairbrained,  roaring 
mirth,  and  convivial  indulgence,  which  are  the  soul  of  it,  if  he 
himself  had  not  "  drunk  full  ofter  of  the  tun  than  of  the  well"— 
unless  '^  the  act  and  practique  part  of  life  had  been  the  mistress 
of  his  theorique."  Mr.  Wordsworth  might  have  quoted  such 
lines  as — 

"  The  landlady  and  Tarn  grew  gracious, 
Wi'  favours,  secret,  sweet,  and  precious ;" — 


or. 


"  Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  so  happy, 
E'en  drowned  himself  amang  the  nstpipj ;" — 

and  fairly  confessed  that  he  could  not  have  written  such  lines 
from  a  want  of  proper  habits  and  previous  sympathy ;  and  that, 
till  some  great  puritanical  genius  should  arise  to  do  these  things 
equally  well  without  any  knowledge  of  them,  the  world  might 
forgive  Burns  the  injuries  he  had  done  his  health  and  fortune  in 
his  poetical  apprenticeship  to  experience,  for  the  pleasure  he 
had  afforded  them.  Instead  of  this,  Mr.  Wordsworth  hints  that, 
with  different  personal  habits  and  greater  strength  of  mind, 
Bums  would  have  written  differently,  and  almost  as  well  as  he 
does.     He  might  have  taken  that  line  of  Gay's, 

"  The  fly  thtit  «vg»  tMM^«iA\»B0(.Vxi\^^  vw^t^" — 
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and  applied  it  in  all  its  force  and  pathos  to  the  poetical  charac- 
ter.    He  might  have  argued  that  poets  are  men  of  genius,  and 
that  a  man  of  genius  is  not  a  machine ;  that  they  live  in  a  state 
of  intellectual  intoxication,  and  that  it  is  too  much  to  expect  them 
to  be  distinguished  by  peculiar  sang  froid^  circumspection,  and 
sobriety.     Poets  are  by  nature  men  of  stronger  imagination  and 
keener  sensibilities  than  others ;  and  it  is  a  contradiction  to  sup- 
pose them  at  the  same  time  governed  only  by  the  cool,  j^y^  cal- 
culating dictates  of  reason  and  foresight.  Mr.  Wordsworth  might 
iiave  ascertained  the  boundaries  that  part  the  provinces  of  reason 
and  imagination : — ^that  it  is  the  business  of  the  understanding 
to  exhibit  things  in  their  relative  proportions  and  ultimate  con- 
sequences— of  the  imagination  to  insist  on  their  immediate  im- 
pressions, and  to  indulge  their  strongest  impulses ;  but  it  is  the 
poet's  office  to  pamper  the  imagination  of  his  readers  and  his 
own  with  the  extremes  of  present  ecstasy  or  agony,  to  snatch  the 
swift-winged  golden  minutes,  the  torturing  hour,  and  to  banish 
the  dull,  prosaic,  monotonous  realities  of  life,  both  from  his 
thoughts  and  from  his  practice.     Mr.  Wordsworth  might  have 
shown  how  it  is  that  all  men  of  genius,  or  of  originality  and  in- 
dependence of  mind,  are  liable  to  practical  errors,  from  the  very 
confidence  their  superiority  inspires,  which  makes  them  fly  in 
the  face  of  custom  and  prejudice,  always  rashly,  sometimes  un- 
justly ;  for,  after  all,  custom  and  prejudice  are  not  without  foun- 
dation in  truth  and  reason,  and  no  one  individual  is  a  match  for 
the  world  in  power,  very  few  in  knowledge.     The  world  may 
altogether  be  set  down  as  older  and  wiser  than  any  single  per- 
son in  it 

Again,  our  philosophical  letter-writer  might  have  enlarged  on 
the  temptations  to  which  Bums  was  exposed  from  his  struggles 
with  fortune  and  the  uncertainty  of  his  fate.  He  might  have 
shown  how  a  poet,  not  born  to  wealth  or  title,  was  kept  in  a 
constant  state  of  feverish  anxiety  with  respect  to  his  fame  and 
the  means  of  a  precarious  livelihood :  that,  "  from  being  chilled 
with  poverty,  steeped  in  contempt,  he  had  passed  into  the  sun- 
shine of  fortune,  and  was  Med  to  the  very  pinnacle  of  public 
&vour ;"  yet  even  there  could  not  count  on  t\i"6  c.oTvX.YCwaxw^^  ^^ 
gaccess,  but  was,  ^^like  the  giddy  sailor  on  tk^  xoasX^x^"^'^  ^'wifta. 


156  ON  BURNS,  AIO)  THE  OLD  BALLABS.  [legtdmtil 

every  blast  to  topple  down  into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep  1" 
He  might  have  traced  his  habit  of  ale-house  tippling  to  the  last 
long  precious  draught  of  his  favourite  usquebaugh,  which  he 
took  in  the  prospect  of  bidding  farewell  forever  to  his  native 
land  ;  and  his  conjugal  infidelities  to  his  first  disappointment  in 
love,  which  would  not  have  happened  to  him  if  he  had  been 
born  to  a  small  estate  in  land,  or  bred  up  behind  a  counter  1 

Lastly,  Mr.  Wordsworth  might  have  shown  the  incompati- 
bility between  the  Muses  and  the  Excise,  which  never  agreed 
well  together,  or  met  in  one  seat,  till  they  were  unaccountably 
reconciled  on  Rydal  Mount  He  must  know  (no  man  better] 
the  distraction  created  by  the  opposite  calls  of  business  and  of 
fancy,  the  torment  of  extents,  the  plague  of  receipts  laid  in  order 
or  mislaid,  the  disagreeableness  of  exacting^  penalties  orpajring 
the  forfeiture ;  and  how  all  this  (together  with  the  broaching 
of  casks  and  the  splashing  of  beer-barrels)  must  have  preyed 
upon  a  mind  like  Burns's,  with  more  than  his  natural  sensibility 
and  none  of  his  acquired  firmness. 

Mr.  Coleridge,  afluding  to  this  circumstance  of  the  promotiQO 
of  the  Scottish  Bard  to  be  "  a  ganger  of  ale-firkins,"  in  a  poetl' 
cal  epistle  to  his  friend  Charles  Lamb,  calls  upon  him,  in  9 
burst  of  heart-felt  indignation,  to  gather  a  wreath  of  h^QtMrnSy 
nettles,  and  nightshade, 


(( 


To  twine 


The  illustrious  brow  of  Scotch  nobility." 

If,  indeed,  Mr.  Lamb  had  undertaken  to  write  a  letter  in  defence 
of  Burns,  how  diflferent  would  it  have  been  from  this  o^'  iWr. 
Wordsworth's !  How  much  better  than  I  can  even  iroaRtSf  ^• 
to  have  been  done  ! 

It  is  hardly  reasonable  to  look  for  a  hearty  or  genuine  defence 
of  Burns  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Wordsworth ;  for  there  is  no  com- 
mon link  of  sympathy  between  them.  Nothing  can  be  more 
diflferent  or  hostile  than  the  spirit  of  their  poetry.  Mr.  Words- 
worth's poetry  is  the  poetry  of  mere  sentiment  and  pensive  con- 
templation :  Burns's  is  a  very  highly  sublimated  essence  of 
animal  existence.  With  Burns, ''  self-love  and  social  are  tbe 
game*' — 
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"  And  well  tak  a  cup  of  kindness  jet, 
For  auld  lang  syne." 

Mr.  Wordsworth  is  "  himself  alone,"  a  recluse  philosopher,  or  a 
relttctant  spectator  of  the  scenes  of  many-coloured  life ;  moralis- 
ing on  them,  not  describing,  not  entering  into  them.  Robert 
Burns  has  exerted  all  the  vigour  of  his  mind,  all  the  happiness 
of  his  nature,  in  exalting  the  pleasures  of  wine,  of  love,  and 
good  fellowship :  but  in  Mr.  Wordsworth  there  is  a  total  dis^- 
union  and  divorce  of  the  faculties  of  the  mind  from  those  of  the 
body :  the  banns  are  forbid,  or  a  separation  is  austerely  pro- 
nounced from  bed  and  board — a  memd  et  Awo.  From  the 
Lyrical  Ballads,  it  does  not  appear  that  men  eat  or  drink,  marry 
or  are  given  in  marriage.  If  we  lived  by  every  sentiment  that 
proceeded  out  of  mouths,  and  not  by  bread  or  wine,  or  if  the 
species  weire  continued  like  trees  (to  borrow  an  expression  from 
the  great  Sir  Thomas  Brown,)  Mr.  Wordsworth's  poetry  would 
be  just  as  good  as  ever.  It  is  not  so  with  Burns :  he  is  "  famous 
for  the  keeping  it  up,"  and  in  his  verse  is  ever  fresh  and  gay. 
For  this,  it  seems,  he  has  fallen  under  the  displeasure  of  the 
Edinburgh  Reviewers,  and  the  still  more  formidable  patronage 
of  Mr.  Wordsworth's  pen. 

"  This,  this  was  the  unkindest  cut  of  all." 

I  was  going  to  give  some  extracts  out  of  this  composition  in 
support  of  what  I  have  said,  but  I  find  them  too  tedious.  In- 
deed (if  I  may  be  allowed  to  speak  my  whole  mind,  under  cor- 
rection) Mr.  Wordsworth  could  not  be  in  any  way  expected  to 
tolerate  or  give  a  favourable  interpretation  to  Burns^s  constitu- 
tional foibles — even  his  best  virtues  are  not  good  enough  for 
hiuL  He  is  repelled  and  driven  back  into  himself,  not  less  by 
the  worth  thaft  by  the  faults  of  others.  His  taste  is  as  exclusive 
and  repugnant  as  his  genius.  It  is  because  so  few  things  give 
him  pleasure  that  he  gives  pleasure  to  so  few  people.  It  is  not 
every  one  who  can  perceive  the  sublimity  of  a  daisy,  or  the  pa- 
dios  to  be  extracted  from  a  withered  thorn ! 

To  proceed  from  Burns's  patrons  to  his  poetry,  than  which  no 
two  things  can  be  more  different  His  "  Twa  Dogs"  is  a  verf 
spirited  piece  of  description^  both  as  it  xespecto  <k<&  ^.Ti\is>ai  %xl^ 
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human  creation,  and  conveys  a  very  vivid  idea  of  the  mannen 
both  of  high  and  low  life.     The  burlesque  panegyric  of  the  fiist 

'*  His  locked,  lettered,  braw  bnuw  collar 
Show'd  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar,"*- 

reminds  one  of  Launce's  account  of  his  dog  Crabbe,  where  he 
is  said,  as  an  instance  of  his  being  in  the  way  of  promotion,  ^^to 
have  got  among  three  or  four  gentleman-like  dogs  under  the 
Duke's  table."  The  "  Halloween"  is  the  most  striking  and 
picturesque  description  of  local  customs  and  scenery.  The 
Brigs  of  Ayr,  the  Address  to  a  Haggis,  Scotch  Drink,  and  innu- 
merable others,  are,  however,  full  of  the  same  kind  of  charac- 
teristic and  comic  painting.  But  his  masterpiece  in  this  way  is 
his  Tam  o'  Shanter.  I  shall  give  the  beginning  of  it,  but  I  am 
afraid  J  shall  hardly  know  when  to  leave  off 

"  When  chapman  billies  leave  the  street, 
And  diputhy  neebo^rs  neebours  meet, 
As  market-days  are  wearing  late. 
And  folk  begin  to  tak'  the  gate ; 
While  we  sit  bousing  at  the  nappy. 
And  getting  fou  and  unco  haf^y, 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Scots  miles, 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps,  and  styles. 
That  lie  between  us  and  our  hame, 
Where  sits  our  sulky,  sullen  dame, 
Gathering  her  brows  like  gathering  stonui 
Nursing  her  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 

This  truth  fand  honest  Tam  o'  Shanter, 
As  he  frae  Ayr  ae  night  did  canter ; 
(Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  surpasses 
For  honest  mep  and  bonny  lasses.) 

O  Tam !  hadst  thou  but  been  sae  wise. 
As  ta'en  thy  ain  wife  Kate's  advice ! 
She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  was  a  skellum, 
A  blethering,  blustering,  drunken  blellum ; 
That  frae  November  till  October 
Ae  market-day  thou  was  na  sober ; 
That  ilka  melder,  wi'  the  miller. 
Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller ; 
That  ev'ry  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on, 
.  The  enuih  «jidLA)bjM  ^  mvosbij^  ^  51a  \ 
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That  at  the  Lord's  house,  eVn  on  Sunday, 
Thou  drank  wi'  Kirton  Jean  till  Mondays- 
She  prophesy'd,  that,  late  or  soon, 
Thou  wad  he  found  deep  drown'd  in  Doon ; 
Or  catch^  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk. 
By  Alloway's  auld  haunted  kirk. 

Ah,  gentle  dames !  it  gars  me  greet, 
»     To  think  how  mony  counsels  sweet. 
How  mony  lengthen^,  sage  advices. 
The  hushand  frae  the  wife  despises ! 

But  to  our  tale :  Ae  market  night, 
^Tam  had  got  planted  unco  right 
Fast  hy  an  ingle,  bleeziAg  finely, 
Wi'  reaming  swats,  that  drank  divinely ; 
And  at  his  elbow,  Souter  Johnny, 
His  ancient,  trusty,  drouthy  crony ; 
Tam  lo'ed  him  like  a  vera  brither ; 
They  had  been  fou  for  weeks  thegither. 
The  night  drave  on  vd'  sangs  and  clatter, 
And  aye  the  ale  was  growing  better : 
The  landlady  and  Tam  grew  gracious 
Wi'  &vours  secret,  sweet,  and  precious : 
The  Souter  tauld  his  queerest  stories ; 
The  landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus : 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle, 
Tam  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy. 
E'en  drown'd  himsel  amang  the  nappy ; 
As  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o'  treasure. 
The  minutes  wing'd  their  way  vn'  pleasure : 
Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tam  was  glorious, 
O'er  a'  the  ills  of  life  victorious ! 

But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread. 
You  seize  the  flow'r — its  bloom  is  shed ; 
Or  like  the  snow,  falls  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white — ^then  melts  forever ; 
Or  like  the  Borealis  race. 
That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place ; 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form. 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm. — 
Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide. 
The  hour  approaches,  Tam  maun  ride ; 
That  hour  o'  night's  black  arch  the  key-stane, 
That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in,  . 

And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in,  ^  I 

Am  ne*er  poor  sinoer 'was  abroad  in. 
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The  wind  blew  as  'tw«d  Uawn  ito  kst ; 
The  rattting  ihoweri  row  on  the  blast, 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swalbw'd, 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang,  the  thunder  beUow'd : 
That  night  a  child  might  understand 
The  Deil  had  business  on  his  hand. 

Weel  mounted  on  his  gray  mare,  Meg, 
A  better  never  lified  leg, 
Tarn  skelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire, 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire ; 
Whiles  haulding  fast  his  gude  blue  bonnet ; 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Scots  sonnet ; 
Whiles  glowring  roiHid  wi'  prudent  cajpes, 
^jest  bogles  catch  him  unawares ; 
Kirk-Alloway  was  drawing  nigh, 
Whare  ghaists  and  houlets  nightly  ciy. — 

By  this  time  Tam  was  cross  the  f<Mrd, 
Whare  in  the  snaw,  the  chapman  smoor'd ; 
And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  stane, 
Whare  drunken  Charlie  brakes  neck-bane ; 
And  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whare  hunters  fand  the  murder'd  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  well, 
Whare  Mungo's  mither  hang'd  henel.—* 
Before  him  Doon  pours  all  his  floods ; 
The  doubling  storm  roars  thro'  the  woods ; 
The  lightnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll : 
Whan,  glimmering  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirk-AIIoway  seem'd  in  a  bleeze ; 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing; 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing. 

Inspiring  bold  John  Barl^com ! 
What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  scorn  1 
Wi'  Tippenny,  we  fear  nae  evil^ 
Wi'  Usqueba,  we'll  face  the  devil ! 
The  swats  sae  ream'd  in  Tammie^s  noddle^ 
Fair  play,  he  car'd  na  de'ils  a  boddle. 
But  Maggie  stood  right  sair  astonish'd. 
Till,  by  the  bee  and  hand  admonish'd, 
She  ventur'd  forward  on  the  light 
And,  wow !   Tam  saw  an  undo  sight! 
Warlocks  and  'vtitoVins  Vxi  ^  Avcvca^ 
Nae  Ughl  cf^Won  new  itae'^tnxvcft^ 
But  hotnp\ve»,  jV^,  ttewAw^^, 
PutUfttajidvM«A» 
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As  winnock-bunker,  in  the  east, 
There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o'  beast; 
A  toozie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  large, 
To  gie  them  miudc  was  his  charge ; 
He  screw'd  the  pipes,  and  gart  them  skirl, 

Till  roof  and  niters  a*  did  dirl , 

Coffins  stood  round  like  open  presses, 
That  shaw'd  the  dead  in  their  last  dresses ; 
And,  by  some  devilish  cantrip  slight. 
Each  in  its  cauld  hand  held  a  light — 
By  which  heroic  Tam  was  able 
To  note  upon  the  haly  table 
A  murderer's  banes  in  gibbet-aims ; 
Twa  span-lang,  wee,  unchristen'd  baims ; 
A  thief,  new  cutted  frae  a  rape,  ' 

Wi'  his  last  gasp  his  gab  did  gape ; 
Five  tomahawks,  wi*  bluid  red  rusted ; 
Five  scimitars,  wi'  murder  crusted ; 
A  garter,  which  a  babe  had  strangled ; 
A  knife,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled, 
Whom  his  ain  son  o'  life  bereft. 
The  gray  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft ; 
WV  mair  o'  horrible  and  awfii', 
Which  e'en  to  name  wad  be  unlawtu*. 

As  Tammie  glowr'd,  amaz'd  and  curious, 
The  mirth  and  Ain  grew  fast  and  furious : 
The  Pip«r  loud  and  louder  blew ; 
The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew; 
They  reel'd,  they  set,  they  cross'd,  they  eMtit, 
mi  ilka  Carlin  swat  and  reekit, 
And  coost  her  duddies  to  the  wark, 
And  Ibnket  at  it  in  her  sark  1 

Now  Tam,  O  Tam !  had  they  been  qaeaM 
A'  plump  and  strapping  hi  their  teens ; 
Their  sarks,  instead  o'  creesble  flannen, 
Been  snaw-white  seventeen  hundred  linen  t 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pahr. 
That  anee  were  plushj  o'  gude  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  gi'en  them  aff  my  hurdies. 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonnie  burdies ! 

But  withered  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  foal, 
Louping  alia  flinging  on  a  cronmiocVL, 
/  wondft  did  na  turn  thy  stomacYi. 
Ba$  Tam  ken'd  wh«l  was  ^Iwi  ftt?  iMnKn^^ 
7!b«ro  was  aa  wioMDM  wMud^  Mid  "wt^kf ) 
12 
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That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 
(Lang  after  ken'd  on  Carrick  shore ; 
For  mony  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot, 
And  perish'd  mony  a  bonnie  boat, 
And  shook  baith  meikle  com  and  bear, 
And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear — ) 
Her  cutty  sark  o'  Paisely  harn, 
That  while  a  lassie  she  had  worn, 
In  longitude  tho'  sorely  scanty, 

It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  vaunty 

Ah !  little  ken'd  thy  reverend  grannie, 
That  sark  she  cofl  for  her  wee  Nannie, 
Wi'  twa  pund  Scots  ('twas  a'  her  riches,) 
Wad  ever  grae'd  a  dance  of  witches ! 

"But  here  my  Muse  her  wing  maun  cour; 
Sic  flights  are  far  beyond  her  power : 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  and  flang, 
(A  souple  jade  she  was,  and  Strang) 
And  how  Tam  stood  like  ane  bewitch'd. 
And  thought  his  very  een  enrich'd ; 
Ey'n  Satan  glowr'd  and  fidg'd  fu'  fain, 
And  hotch't,  and  blew  wi'  might  and  main; 
Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither, 
Tam  tint  his  reason  a'  thegither. 
And  roars  out, '  Weel  done.  Cutty  Sark !' 
And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark ; 
And  scarcely  had  he  Maggie  rallied, 
When  out  the  hellish  legion  sallied. 

As  bees  biz  out  wi'  angry  fyke ; 
When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke 
As  open  pussie's  mortal  foes, 
When,  pop  t  she  starts  before  their  nose ; 
Aa  eager  tins  the  market-crowd, 
When  *  Catch  the  thief!'  resounds  aloud ; 
So  Maggie  rms-4he  witches  follow, 
Wi'  mony  an  eldritch  skreech  and  hollow. 

Ah,  Tam !  ah,  Tam  i  thou'U  get  thy  j&uriaM 
In  hell  they'll  roast  thee  Uke  a  herrin' ! 
In  vain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  comin'  i 
Kate  soon  will  be  a  waefu'  W(>man  I 
Now,  do  thy  speedy  uUnost,  Mag, 
And  win  the  key-stane  o'  the  bi^g ; 
Theio,  al  theai  ibou  tb.y  tail  may  kws^ 
A  Tunmng  atteaui  V!i[i«^  ^t«  ivb.  cx^ow^X 
But  ete  t^e  kej-aVaiv©  Aie  c5«vi\.^xm^^ 

The  &6at  a;iaiVa\ie\^^^  ^aak»\ 
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For  Nannie,  far  before  the  rest, 
Hard  upon  noble  Maggie  prest, 
And  flew  at  Tain  wi'  furious  ettle  9 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle—. 
Ae  spring  brought  afif  her  master  hak^ 
But  left  behind  her  ain  grey  tail : 
The  Carlin  daught  her  by  the  rump, 
And  lefl  poor  Maggie  scarce  a  stump. 

Now,  wha  this  tale  of  truth  shall  read, 
Ilk  man  and  mother's  son  tak  heed : 
Whane'er  to  drink  you  are  inclined. 
Or  Cutty  Sarks  rih  in  your  mind, 
Think,  ye  may  buy  the  joys  owre  dearj 
Remember  Tam  o'  Shanter's  mare." 

Bums  has  given  the  extremes  of  licentious  eccentricity  and 
)nvivial  enjoyment,  in  the  story  of  this  scape-grace,  and  of 
itriarchial  simplicity  and  gravity  in  descrihing  the  old  national 
laracter  of  the  Scottish  peasantry.  The  Cotter's  Saturday 
ight  is  a  nohle  and  pathetic  picture  of  human  manners, 
ingled  with  a  fine  religious  awe.  It  comes  oyer  the  mind 
ice  a  slow  and  solemn  strain  of  music.  The  soul  of  the  poet 
pires  from  this  scene  of  low-thoughted  care,  and  reposes,  in 
smhling  hope,  on  "the  bosom  of  its  Father  and  its  God." 
ardly  any  thing  can'  be  more  touching  than  the  following 
mzas,  for  instance,  whether  as  they  describe  human  interests, 

breathe  a  lofty  devotional  spirit 

"  The  toil-worn  Cotter  firae  his  labour  goes. 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end. 
Collects  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes, 
Hoping  the  mom  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend, 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  hamewaid  bend. 

At  length  his  lonely  cot  appear*  in  view, 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
Th'  expectant  wee-things,  toddlin,  stacher  through 

To  meet  their  dad,  vrV  flichterin  noise  and  glee. 
His  wee-bit  ingle,  blinkin  bonilie, 

His  clean  hearth-stane,  his  thriftie  wifie's  smile. 
The  lisping  infant,  prattling  on  his  knee, 

Does  a*  bis  weary  carking  cajres  beg>ii\e, 
And  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  and  YuB  toVL 
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Belyve,  the  elder  bairns  come  drappmg  in 

At  service  oat,  amang  the  -fanners  roan', 
Some  ca'  the  pleugh,  some  herd,  some  tentie  rin 

A  cannie  errand  to  a  neebor  town ; 
Their  eldest  hope,  their  Jenny,  woman-grown, 

In  youthfu'  bloom,  love  sparkling  in  her  e'e, 
Comes  hame,  perhaps,  to  show  a  braw  new  gown, 

Or  deposite  her  sair-won  penny-fee, 
To  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in  hardship  be. 

Wi'  joy  unfeign'd,  brothers  and  sisters  meet, 

And  each  for  other's  welfare  kindly  spiers ; 
The  social  hours,  swift-wing'd,  unnotic'd  fleet ; 

£lach  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or  hears : 
The  parents,  partial,  eye  their  hopeful  years; 

Anticipation  forward  points  the  view ; 
The  mither,  wi'  her  needle  and  her  shears, 

Gars  auld  claes  look  amaist  as  weel's  the  new; 

The  father  mixes  a'  wi'  admonition  due. 

•  •  •  • 

But,  hark !  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door; 

Jenny,  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same, 
Tells  how  a  neebor  lad  cam  o'er  the  moor, 

To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  hame. 
The  wily  mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 

Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  her  cheek ; 
With  heaii^truck,  anxious  care,  inquires  his  name, 

While  Jeimy  hafflins  is  afraid  to  speak ; 
Wed  pleas'd  the  mother  hears  it's  nae  wild,  worthless  rake. 

Wi'  kindly  welcome,  Jenny  brings  him  ben ; 

A  strappan  youth;  he  taks  the  mother's  eye; 
Blithe  Jenny  sees  the  yisit's  no  ill  ta'en ; 

The  father  cracks  of  horses,  pleughs,  and  kye. 
The  youngster's  artless  heart  o'erflows  vn'  joy, 

But  blate  an'  laithfu',  scarce  can  weel  behave : 
The  mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 

What  makes  the  youth  sae  buhfti'  an'  sae  grave ; 
Weel-pleas'd  to  think  her  bairn's  respected  like  the  lave. 

But  now  the  supper  crowns  their  simple  board. 
The  halesome  parritch,  chief  o'  Scotia's  food: 

The  soupe  their  only  hawkie  does  afford. 

That  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows  her  cood : 

The  dame  brings  forth,  in  complimental  mood, 
To  grace  the  lad,  her  weel-hained  kebbuck,  fell, 

An'  aft  he's  piteiA,  axv^  «i&\i»  c«!«*^  \Boa^\ 
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The  frugal  wifie,  garrulous,  will  tell, 
How  'twas  a  towmond  auld,  dn*  lint  was*r  the  bell. 

The  cheerfU'  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face. 

They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide ; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  with  patriarchal  grace, 

The  big  ha'-Bible,  ance  his  father's  pride : 
His  bonnet  rev'rently  is  laid  aside. 

His  lyart  haffets  wearing  thin  an'  hare; 
Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zion  glide. 

He  wales  a  portion  wi'  judicious  care ; 
And  *'  Let  us  worship  God !"  he  says,  with  solemn  air. 

They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise ; 

They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aim : 
Perhaps  Dundee's  wild-warbling  measures  rise, 

Or  plaintive  Martyrs,  worthy  of  the  name ; 
Or  noble  Elgin  beets  the  heay'nward  flame. 

The  s^veetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays : 
Compar'd  With  these,  Italian  trills  ar^  tame ; 

The  tickled  ears  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise ; 
Nae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  praise." 

Burns's  poetical  epistles  to  his  friends  are  admirable,  whether 
for  the  touches  of  satire,  the  painting  of  character,  or  the  sin- 
cerity of  fi-iendship  they  display.  Those  to  Captain  Grose,  and 
to  Davie,  a  brother  poet,  are  among  the  best :  they  are  "  the 
true  pathos  and  sublime  of  human  life."  His  prose-letters  are 
sometimes  tinctured  with  affectation.  They  seem  written  by  a 
man  who  has  been  admired  for  his  wit,  and  is  expected  on  all 
occasions  to  shine.  Those  in  which  he  expresses  his  ideas  of 
natural  beauty  in  reference  to  Alison's  Essay  on  Taste,  and 
advocates  the  keeping  up  the  remembrances  of  old  customs 
and  seasons,  are  the  most  powerfully  written.  His  English 
serious  odes  and  moral  stanzas  are,  in  general,  failures,  such  as 
The  Lament,  Man  was  made  to  Mourn,  &c. ;  nor  do  I  much 
admire  his  "  Scots  wha  hae  wP  Wallace  bled."  In  this  strain 
of  didactic  or  sentimental  moralising,  the  lines  to  Glencairn  are 
the  most  happy  and  impressive.  His  imitations  of  the  old  hu- 
morous ballad  style  of  Ferguson's  songs  are  no  whit  inferior 
to  the  admirable  originals,  such  as  "  John  Anderson,  my  Joe^" 
and  many  more.    But  ot  all  his  pioducliona,  iVift  ^'afittft>aR,  «»^ 
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serious  love-songs  which  he  has  left  behind  him,  in  the  manner 
of  the  old  ballads,  are  perhaps  those  which  take  the  deepest  and 
most  lasting  hold  on  the  mind.  Such  are  the  lines  to  Mary 
Morison,  and  those  entitled  Jessy. 

"  Here's  a  health  lo  ane  I  lo'e  deaf^ 

Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear — 
Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers  meet,    , 

And  soft  as  their  parting  tear — Jessy ! 

Altho'  thou  maun  never  be  mine, 

Altho'  even  hope  is  denied ; 
'Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing 

Than  aught  in  the  world  beside — Jessy !" 

The  conclusion  of  the  other  is  as  follows : 

"  Yestreen,  when  to  the  trembling  string 

The  dance  gaed  through  the  lighted  ha'^ 
To  thee  my  fancy  took  its  wing, 

I  sat,  but  neither  heard  nor  saw. 
Tho'  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw, 

And  yon  the  toast  of  a'  the  town, 
I  sighed,  and  said  among  them  a', 

Ye  are  na  Mary  Morison." 

That  beginning,  "  Oh  gin  my  love  were  a  bonny  red  rose,"  is  a 
piece  of  rich  and  fantastic  description.  One  would  think  that 
nothing  could  surpass  these  in  beauty  of  expression,  and  in  true 
pathos :  and  nothing  does  or  can,  but  some  of  the  old  Scotch 
ballads  themselves.  There  is  in  them  a  still  more  original  cast 
of  thought,  a  hiore  romantic  imagery — the  thistle's  glittering 
dbwn,  the  gilliflower  on  the  old  garden-wall,,  the  horseman's 
silver  bells,  the  hawk  on  its  perch — a  closer  intimacy  with 
nature,  a  firmer  reliance  on  it,  as  the  only  stock  of  Wealth 
which  the  mind  has  to  resort  to,  a  more  infantine  simplicity  of 
manners,  &  greater  strength  of  affection,  hopes  longer  cherished 
and  longfer  deferred,  sighs  that  the  heart  dare  hardly  heave,  and 
"  thotights  that  often  lie  tob  deep  fot  tears."  We  seem  to  feel 
that  those  who  wrote  and  i§ung  them  (the  early  ihifastrels)  lived 
in  the  open  air,  wandering  on  from  place  to  place  with  restless 
feet  and  thoughts,  and  lending  an  ever-open  ear  to  the  fear 
*il  accidents  of  wax  oi  Yove,  ^o^>mi^  ^"\\.  ^^^  \si^ssjth.  of  old 
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tradition  or  common  fame,  and  moving  the  strings  of  their  harp ' 
^th  sounds  that  sank  into  a  nation*s  heart  How  fine  an  il- 
lustration of  this  is  that  passage  in  Don  Gluixote,  where  the 
Icnight  and  Sancho,  going  in  search  of  Dulcinea,  inquire  their 
"way  of  the  countryman,  who  was  driving  his  mules  to  plough 
"before  break  of  dayj  "singing  the  ancient  ballad  of  Ronces- 
valles."  Sir  Thomas  Overbury  describes  his  country  girl  as 
still  acconfpanied  with  fragments  of  old  songs.  One  of  the 
"best  and  most  striking  descriptions  of  the  effects  of  this  mixture 
of  n^onal  poetry  and  music  is  to  be  found  in  one  of  the  letters 
of  Archbishop  Herring,  giving  an  account  of  a  confirmation- 
tour  in  the  mountains  of  Wales. 

"  That  pleasure  over,  our  work  became  very  arduous,  for  we  were  to 
mount  a  rock,  and  in  many  places  of  the  road,  over  natural  stairs  of  stone. 
I  submitted  to  this,  which  they  told  me  was  but  a  taste  of  the  country,  and 
to  prepare  me  for  worse  things  to  come.  However,  worse  things  did  not 
come  that  morning,  for  we  dined  soon  after  out  of  our  own  wallets ;  and, 
though  our  inn  stood  in  a  place  of  the  most  frightful  solitude,  and  the  best 
formed  for  the  habitation  of  monks  (who  once  possessed  it)  in  the  world,  yet 
we  made  a  cheerful  meal.  The  novelty  of  the  thing  gave  me  spirits,  and 
the  air  gave  me  appetite  much  keener  than  the  knife  I  ate  with.  We  had 
our  music  too ;  for  there  came  in  a  harper,  who  soon  drew  about  us  a  group 
of  figures  that  Hogarth  would  have  given  any  price  for.  The  harper  was  in 
his  true  place  and  attitude ;  a  man  and  woman  stood  before  him,  singing  to 
his  instrument  wildly,  but  not  disagreeably ;  a  little  dirty  child  was  playing 
with  the  bottom  of  the  harp ;  a  woman  in  a  sick  night^cap  hanging  over  the 
stairs ;  a  boy  with  crutches,  fixed  in  a  staring  attention,  and  a  girl  carding 
wool  in  the  chimney,  and  rocking  a  cradle  with  her  naked  feet,  interrupted 
in  her  business  by  the  charms  of  the  music ;  all  ragged  and  dirty,  and  all 
silently  attentive.  These  figures  gave  us  a  most  entertaining  picture,  and 
would  please  you  or  any  man  of  observation ;  and  one  reflection  gave  me  a 
particular  comfort,  that  the  assembly  before  us  demonstrated  that  even  here 
the  influential  sun  warmed  poor  mortals,  and  inspired  them  with  love  and 
music." 

I  could  wish  that  Mr.  Wilkie  had  been  recommended  to  take 
this  group  as  the  subject  of  his  admirable  pencil ;  he  has  painted 
a  picture  of  Bathsheba,  instead. 

In  speaking  of  the  old  Scotch  ballads,  I  need  do  no  more  than 
mention  the  name  of  Auld  Robin  Gray.  The  effect  of  reaxliu^ 
this  old  ballad  is  as  if  all  our  hopes  and  feaxH  \i\m!^  -vjl^xi  '^^ 
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laaC  fibxe  of  the  heart,  and  we  felt  that  giving  way.  What 
silenee,  what  loneliness,  what  leisure  for  grief  and  despair! 

'*  My  father  pressed  me  sair, 

Though  my  mother  did  na'  speak; 
But  she  looked  in  my  face 
Till  my  heart  was  like  to  hreak.'' 

The  irksomeness  of  the  situations,  the  sense  of  painful  depen- 
dence, is  excessive ;  and  yet  the  sentiment  of  deep-rooted,  patient 
afiection  triumphs  over  all,  and  is  the  only  impression  thai  re- 
maina  Lady  Ann  BothwelPs  Lament  is  not,  I  think,  quite 
equal  to  the  lines  beginning — 

"  O  waly,  waly,  up  the  bank, 

And  waly,  waly,  down  the  brae, 
And  waly,  waly,  yon  bum  side, 

Where  I  and  my  love  wont  to  gae. 
I  leant  my  back  unto  an  alk, 

I  thought  it  was  a  trusty  tree ; 
But  first  it  bow'd,  and  syne  it  brak, 

Sae  my  true-love's  forsaken  me. 

O  waly,  waly,  love  is  bonny, 

A  little  time  while  it  is  new ; 
But  when  it's  auld,  it  waxeth  cauld. 

And  fades  awa'  like  the  morning  dew. 
Whan  cockle-shells  turn  siller  bells. 

And  muscles  grow  on  every  tree. 
Whan  frost  and  snaw  sail  warm  us  aw, 

Then  sail  my  love  prove  true  to  me. 

Now  Arthur  seat  sail  be  my  bed. 

The  sheets  sail  ne'er  be  fyld  by  me : 
Saint  Anton's  well  sail  be  my  diink, 

Since  my  true-love's  forsaken  me. 
Martinmas  wind,  when  wilt  thou  blaw. 

And  shake  the  green  leaves  aff  the  tree 't 
O  gentle  death,  whan  wilt  thou  cum 

And  tak'  a  life  that  wearies  me  1 

^Tis  not  the  frost  that  freezes  sae. 

Nor  blawing  snaw's  inclemencie, 
Tis  not  sic  cacald^  that  makes  me  cry, 

But  my  YoNe^a  YyeasX  ^gts^m  c».\}\!^\a  tba« 
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Whan  we  came  in  bj  Glaigow  town, 

We  weie  a  comely  sight  to  see, 
My  love  was  clad  in  black  velvet, 

And  I  myself  in  cramaaie. 

But  had  I  wist,  before  I  kist, 

That  love  had  been  sae  hard  to  win ; 
rd  lockt  my  heart  in  case  of  gowd, 

And  pinn'd  it  with  a  siller  pin. 
And  oh !  if  my  poor  babe  were  bom, 

And  set  upon  the  nurse's  knee, 
^  And  I  mysel  in  the  cold  grave ! 

Since  my  true-love's  forsaken  me.'' 

The  finest  modern  imitation  of  this  style  is  the  Braes  of  Yarrow ; 
and  perhaps  the  finest  subject  for  a  story  of  the  same,  kind,  in  any 
modern  book,  is  that  told  in  Turner's  History  of  England,  o£  a 
Mahometan  won^an,  who,  having  fallen  in  love  with  an  Eng- 
lish merchant,  the  father  of  Thomas  k  Becket,  followed  him  all 
the  way  to  England,  knowing  only  the  word  London,  and  the 
name  of  her  lover,  Gilbert. 

But  to  have  done  with  this,  which  is  rather  too  serious  a  sub- 
ject.— The  old  English  ballads  are  of  a  gayer  and  more  lively 
turn.  They  are  adventurous  and  romantic;  but  they  relate 
chiefly  to  good  living  and  good  fellowship,  to  drinking  and 
hunting  scenes.  Robin  Hood  is  the  chief  of  these,  and  he  still, 
in  imagination,  haunts  Sherwood  Forest.  The  archers  green 
glimmer  under  the  waving  branches ;  the  print  on  the  grass  re- 
mains where  they  have  just  finished  their  noontide  meal  under 
the  green-wood  tree;  and  the  echo  of  their  bugle-horn  and 
twanging  bows  resounds  through  the  tangled  mazes  of  the 
forest,  as  the  tall  slim  deer  glances  startled  by. 

**  The  trees  in  Sherwood  Forest  are  old  and  good 
The  grass  beneath  them  now  is  dimly  green : 
Are  they  deserted  all  1  Is  no  young  mien, 
With  loose-slung  bugle,  met  within  the  wood  1 

No  arrow  found — foil'd  of  its  antWd  food — 
Struck  in  the  oak's  rude  side  1 — ^Is  there  nought  seen 
To  mark  the  revelries  which  there  have  been, 

Jd  the  sweet  days  of  meny  Robin  Hood'\ 
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Gk>  there  with  summer,  and  with  evening — go 

In  the  aof^  shadows,  like  some  wand'ring  man 

And  thou  shalt  far  amid  the  forest  know 

The  archer-men  in  green,  with  belt  and  bow, 
Feasting  on  pheasant,  river-fowl,  and  swan, 
With  Robin  at  their  head,  and  Marian/'  * 

*  Sonnet  on  Sherwood  Forest,  by  J.  H.  Reynolds. 
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LECTURE  VIIL 

ON  THE  LIVING  POETS. 

"  No  more  of  talk  where  God  or  Angel  guest 
With  man,  as  with  his  friend,  familiar  us'd 
To  sit  indulgent" 

CrENius  is  the  heir  of  fame  ;  but  the  hard  condition  on  which  the 
l)right  reversion  must  be  earned  is  the  loss  of  life.  Fame  is  the 
Recompense  not  of  the  living,  but  of  the  dead.  The  temple  of 
iame  stands  upon  the  grave :  the  flame  that  bums  upon  its  altars 
is  kindled  from  the  ashes  of  great  men.  Fame  itself  is  immor- 
tal, but  it  is  not  begot  till  the  breath  of  genius  is  extinguished. 
For  fame  is  not  popularity,  the  shout  of  the  multitude,  the  idle 
"buzz  of  fashion,  the  venal  puff,  the  soothing  flattery  of  favour  or 
of  friendship ;  but  it  is  the  spirit  of  a  man  surviving  himself  in 
the  minds  and  thoughts  of  other  men,  undying  and  imperishable. 
It  is  the  power  which  the  intellect  exercises  over  the  intellect, 
and  the  lasting  homage  which  is  paid  to  it,  as  such,  independent- 
ly of  time  and  circumstances,  purified  from  partiality  and  evil- 
speaking. — Fame  is  the  sound  which  the  stream  of  high  thoughts, 
carried  dowa  to  future  ages,  makes  as  it  flows — deep,  distant, 
murmuring  evermore  like  the  waters  of  the  mighty  ocean.  He 
who  has  ears  truly  touched  to  this  music  is  in  a  manner  deaf  to 
the  voice  of  popularity.  The  love  of  fame  differs  from  mere 
vanity  in  this, — that  the  one  is  immediate  and  personal,  the 
other  ideal  and  abstracted.  It  is  not  the  direct  and  gross  homage 
paid  to  himself,  that  the  lover  of  true  fame  seeks  or  is  proud  of  ; 
but  the  indirect  and  pure  homage  paid  to  the  eternal  forms  of 
truth  and  beauty  as  they  are  reflected  in  his  mind,  that  gives 
him  confidence  and  hope.  The  love  of  nature  is  the  first  thing 
in  the  mind  of  the  true  poet :  the  admiration  of  himself  the  last 
A  man  of  genius  cannot  well  be  a  coxcom\)  *,  ioi  Ycvs  tk«AS&  \ns^ 
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full  of  other  things  to  be  much  occupied  with  his  own  persoE 
He  who  is  conscious  of  great  powers  in  himself  has  also  a  high 
standard  of  excellence  with  which  to  compare  his  efforts:  he 
appeals  also  to  a  test  and  judge  of  merit,  which  is  the  highest, 
but  which  is  too  remote,  grave,  and  impartial,  to  flatter  his  self- 
love  extravagantly,  or  puff  him  up  with  intolerable  and  vain 
conceit.     This,  indeed,  is  one  test  of  genius  and  of  real  greatness 
of  mind,  whether  a  man  can  wait  patiently  and  calmly  for  the 
award  of  posterity,  satisfied  with  the  unwearied  exercise  of  his 
faculties,  retired  within  the  'sanctuary  of  his  own  thoughts ;  or 
whether  he  is  eager  to  forestal  his  own  immortality,  and  mort- 
gage it  for  a  newspaper  puff.     He  who  thinks  much  of  himself 
will  be  in  danger  of  being  forgotten  by  the  rest  of  the  world: 
he  who  is  always  trying  to  lay  violent  hands  on  reputation  will 
not  secure  the  best  and  most  lasting.     If  the  restless  candidate 
for  praise  takes  no  pleasure,  no  sincere  and  heartfelt  delight  in 
his  works,  but  as  they  are  admired  and  applauded  by  others, 
what  should  others  see  in  them  to  admire  or  applaud  ?    They 
cannot  be  expected  to  admire  them  because  they  are  his ;  hut 
for  the  truth  and  nature  contained  in  them,  which  must  first  he 
inly  felt  and  copied  with  severe  delight,  from  the  love  of  truth 
and  nature,  before  it  can  ever  appear  there.     Was  Raphael, 
think  you,  when  he  painted  his  pictures  of  the  Virgin  and  Child 
in  all  their  inconceivable  truth  and  beauty  of  expression,  think- 
ing most  of  his  subject  or  of  himself?     Do  you  suppose  that 
Titian,  when  he  painted  a  landscape,  was  pluming  himself  on 
being  thought  the  finest  colourist  in  the  world,  or  making  him- 
self so  by  looking  at  nature  7     Do  you  imagine  that  Shakspeare, 
when  he  wrote  Lear  or  Othello,  was  thinking  of  anything  hut 
Lear  and  Othello  ?     Or  that  Mr.  Kean,  when  he  plays  these 
characters,  is  thinking  of  the  audience  ? — No :  he  who  would 
be  great  in  the  eyes  of  others  must  first  learn  to  be  nothing  in 
his  own.     The  love  of  fame,  as  it  enters  at  times  into  his  mind, 
is  only  another  name  for  the  love  of  excellence ;  or  it  is  the 
ambition  to  attain  the  highest  excellence,  sanctioned   by  the 

'?hest  authority — ^that  of  time. 
Those  minds,  then,  which  are  the  most  entitled  to  expect  it, 

1  best  put  up  "wilh.  t\ie  Tpoal^oTi'eiCL'etiX  ol^^a  Ovsfiasi&\a  lasting 
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&ine.  They  can  afford  to  wait.  They  are  not  afraid  that  truth 
and  nature  will  ever  wear  out ;  will  lose  their  gloss  with  nov- 
elty, or  their  effect  with  fashion.  If  their  works  have  the  seeds 
of  immortality  in  them,  they  will  live ;  if  they  have  not,  they 
care  little  ahout  them  as  theirs.  They  do  not  complain  of  the 
start  which  others  have  got  of  them  in  the  race  of  everlasting 
renown,  or  of  the  impossihilify  of  attaining  the  honours  which 
time  alone  can  give,  during  the  term  of  their  natural  lives. 
They  know  that  no  applause,  however  loud  and  violent,  can 
anticipate  or  over-rule  the  judgment  of  posterity;  that  the 
opinion  of  no  one  individual,  nor  of  any  one  generation  can 
have  the  weight,  the  authority  (to  say  nothing  of  the  force  of 
sympathy  and  prejudice,)  which  must  helong  to  that  of  succes- 
sive generations.  The  brightest  living  reputation  cannot  be 
equally  imposing  to  the  iipagination  with  that  which  is  covered 
and  rendered  venerable  with  the  hoar  of  innumerable  ages. 
No  modem  production  can  have  the  same  atmosphere  of  senti- 
ment around  it  as  the  remains  of  classical  antiquity.  But  then 
our  modems  may  console  themselves  with  the  reflection  that 
they  will  be  old  in  their  tum,  and  will  either  be  remembered 
with  still  increasing  honours,  or  quite  forgotten ! 

I  would  speak  of  the  living  poets  as  I  have  spoken  of  the 
dead  (for  I  think  highly  of  many  of  them ;)  but  I  cannot  speak 
of  them  with  the  same  reverence,  because  I  do  not  feel  it ;  with 
the  same  confidence,  because  I  cannot  have  the  same  authority 
to  sanction  my  opinion.  I  cannot  be  absolutely  certain  that  any- 
body, twenty  years  hence,  will  think  anything  about  any  of 
them ;  but  we  may  be  pretty  sure  that  Milton  and  Shakspeare 
will  be  remembered  twenty  years  hence.  We  are,  therefore, 
not  without  excuse  if  we  husband  our  enthusiasm  a  little,  and 
do  not  prematurely  lay  out  our  whole  stock  in  untried  ventures, 
and  what  may  tum  out  to  be  false  bottoms.  I  have  myself  out- 
lived one  generation  of  favourite  poets,  the  Darwins,  the  Hay- 
leys,  the  Sewards.  Who  reads  them  now? — If,  however,  I 
have  not  the  verdict  of  posterity  to  bear  me  out  in  bestowing  the 
most  unqualified  praises  on  their  immediate  successors,  it  is  also 
to  be  remembered  that  neither  does  it  warrant  me  in  con- 
demning them.    Indeed^  it  was  not  my  "widck.  \x^  ^  Vii\^  "^sa^ 
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ungrateful  part  of  the  subject ;   but  something  of  the  sort  is 
expected  from  me,  and  I  must  run  the  gauntlet  as  well  as  I  can. 
Another  circumstance  that  adds  to  the  difficulty  of  doing  justice 
to  all  parties  is  that  I  happen  to  have  had  a  personal  acquaintance 
with  some  of  these  jealous  votaries  of  the  Muses ;  and  that  is 
not  the  likeliest  way  to  imbibe  a  high  opinion  of  the  rest    Poets 
do  not  praise  one  another  in  the  language  of  hyperbole.    I  am 
afraid,  therefore,  that  I  labour  under  a  degree  of  prejudice 
against  some  of  the  most  popular  poets  of  the  day,  from  an  early 
habit  of  deference  to  the  critical  opinions  of  some  of  the  least 
popular.     I  cannot  say  that  I  ever  learnt  much  about  Shak* 
speare  or  Milton,   Spenser  or  Chaucer,  from  these  professed 
guides ;  for  I  never  heard  them  say  much  about  them.    They 
were  always  talking  of  themselves  and  one  another.     Nor  am  I 
certain  that  this  sort  of  personal  intercourse  with  living  authors, 
while  it  takes  away  all  real  relish  or  freedom  of  opinion  with 
regard  to  their  contemporaries,  greatly  enhances  our  respect  for 
themselves.     Poets  are  not  ideal  beings ;  but  have  their  prose- 
sides,  like  the  commonest  of  the  people.     We  often  hear  per- 
sons say,  What  they  would  have  given  to  have  seen  Shakspeare! 
For  my  part,  I  would  give  a  great  deal  not  to  have  seen  him; 
at  least,  if  he  was  at  all  like  anybody  else  that  I  have  ever  seen. 
But  why  should  he  ?  for  his  works  are  not !     This  is,  doubdess, 
one  great  advantage  which  the  dead  have  over  the  living.    It 
is  always  fortunate  for  ourselves  and  others,  when  we  are  pre- 
vented from  exchanging  admiration  for  knowledge.     The  splen- 
did vision  that  in  youth  haunts  our  idea  of  the  poetical  character, 
fades,  upon  acquaintance,  into  the  light  of  common  day ;  as  the 
azure  tints  that  deck  the  mountain's  brow  are  lost  on  a  nearer 
approach  to  them.     It  is  well,  according  to  the  moral  of  one  of 
the  Lyrical  Ballads, — "To  leave  Yarrow  unvisited."     But  to 
"  leave  this  face-making,"  and  begin. 

I  am  a  great  admirer  of  the  female  writers  of  the  present  day; 
they  appear  to  me  like  so  many  modem  muses.  I  could  be  in 
love  with  Mrs.  Inchbald,  romantic  with  Mrs.  Radclifie,  and  saP 
castic  with  Madame  D'Arblay:  but  they  are  novel-writers,  and, 
like  Audrey,  may  "  thank  the  gods  for  not  having  made  them 
poetical."    Did  any  on^  \icie  e^ct  x^^.^"^^;  Ijibvtnstor'a  School t 
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If  they  have  not,  I  wish  they  would ;  there  will  be  just  time 
before,  the  next  three  volumes  of  the  Tales  of  My  Landlord 
come  out.  That  is  not  a  school  of  affectation,  but  of  humanity. 
No  one  can  think  too  highly  of  the  work,  or  highly  enough  of 
the  author. 

The  first  poetess  I  can  recollect  is  Mrs.  Barbauld,  with  whose 
works  I  became  acquainted  before  those  of  any  other  author, 
male  or  female,  when  I  was  learning  to  spell  words  of  one 
syllable  in  her  story-books  for  children.  I  became  acquainted 
with  her  poetical  works  long  after  in  Enfield's  Speaker ;  and 
remember  being  much  divided  in  my  opinion,  at  that  time, 
between  her  Ode  to  Spring  and  Collins's  Ode  to  Evening.  I 
wish  I  could  repay  my  childish  debt  of  gratitude  in  terms  of  ap- 
)>ropriate  praise.  She  is  a  very  pretty  poetess;  and,  to  my 
&ncy,  strews  the  flowers  of  poetry  most  agreeably  round  the 
borders  of  religious  controversy.  She  is  a  neat  and  pointed 
prose-writer.  Her  "  Thoughts  on  the  Inconsistency  of  Human 
Expectations"  is  one  of  the  most  ingenious  and  sensible  essays 
in  the  language.  There  is  the  same  idea  in  one  of  Barrow's 
Sermons. 

Mrs.  Hannah  More  is  another  celebrated  modem  poetess, 
and  I  believe  still  living.  She  has  written  a  great  deal  which 
I  have  never  read. 

Miss  Baillie  must  make  up  this  trio  of  female  poets.  Her 
tragedies  and  comedies,  one  of  each  to  illustrate  each  of  the 
passions,  separately,  from  the  rest,  are  heresies  in  the  dramatic 
art  She  is  a  Unitarian  in  poetry.  With  her  the  passions  are, 
like  the  French  republic,  one  and  indivisible :  they  are  not  so 
in  nature,  or  in  Shakspeare.  Mr.  South ey  has,  I  believe,  some- 
where expressed  an  opinion  that  the  Basil  of  Miss  Baillie  is 
superior  to  Romeo  and  Juliet.  I  shall  not  stay  to  contradict 
him.  On  the  other  hand,  I  prefer  her  De  Montfort,  which  was 
condemned  on  the  stage,  to  some  later  tragedies,  which  have 
been  more  fortunate — to  the  Remorse,  Bertram,  and  lastly, 
Fazio.  There  is  in  the  chief  character  of  that  play  a  nerve,  a 
continued  unity  of  interest,  a  setness  of  purpose  and  precision 
of  outline  which  John  Kemble  alone  was  capable  of.  giving ; 
and  there  is  aU  the  grace  which  woiueu  \xav^  m  "vrc^com,.   \s^ 
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saying  that  De  Montfort  was  a  character  which  just  suited  Mi. 
Kembie,  I  mean  to  pay  a  compliment  to  both.  He  was  not  '^t 
man  of  no  mark  or  likelihood :"  and  what  he  could  be  suppov- 
ed  to  do  particularly  well  must  have  a  meaning  in  it  As  to  the 
other  tragedies  just  mentioned,  there  is  no  reason  why  any 
common  actor  should  not  '^  make  mouths  in  them  at  the  in- 
visible event,** — one  as  well  as  another.  Having  thus  express- 
ed my  sense  of  the  merits  of  this  authoress,  I  must  add  that  her 
comedy  of  the  Election,  performed  last  summer  at  the  Lyceom 
with  indifferent  success,  appears  to  /me  the  perfection  of  baby- 
house  theatricals.  Every  thing  in  it  has  such  a  do-me-good  air, 
is  so  insipid  and  amiable.  Virtue  seems  such  a  pretty  playing  at 
make-believe,  and  vice  is  such  a  naughty  word.  It  is  a  theory 
of  some  French  author  that  little  girls  ought  not  to  be  suffered  to 
have  dolls  to  play  with,  to  call  them  pretty  dears^  to  admire  their 
black  eyes  and  cherry  cheeks,  to  lament  and  bewail  over  them  if 
they  fall  down  and  hurt  their  faces,  to  praise  them  when  they  are 
good,  and  scold  them  when  they  are  naughty.  It  is  a  school  of 
affectation:  Miss  Baillie  has  profited  of  it  She  treats  her 
grown  men  and  women  as  little  girls  treat  their  dolls — ^makes 
moral  puppets  of  them,  pulls  the  wires,  and  they  talk  virtu^  and 
act  vice,  according  to  their  cue  and  the  title  prefixed  to  each 
comedy  or  tragedy,  not  firom  any  real  passions  of  their  own, 
or  love  either  of  virtue  or  vice. 

The  transition  from  these  to  Mr.  Rogers's  Pleasures  of  Mem- 
ory is  not  far :  he  is  a  very  lady-like  poet  He  is  an  elegant, 
but  feeble  writer.  He  wraps  up  obvious  thoughts  in  a  glittering 
cover  of  fine  words ;  is  full  of  enigmas  with  no  meaning  to 
them ;  is  studiously  inverted,  and  scrupulously  far-fetched ;  and 
his  verses  are  poetry,  chiefly  because  no  particle,  line,  or  syl- 
lable of  them  reads  like  prose.  He  differs  from  Milton  in  this 
respect,  who  is  accused  of  having  inserted  a  number  of  prosaic 
lines  in  Paradise  Lost  This  kind  of  poetry,  which  is  a  more 
minute  and  inoffensive  species  of  the  Delia  Cruscan,  is  like  ths 
game  of  asking  what  one's  thoughts  are  like.  It  is  a  tortuous,  tot- 
tering, wriggling,  fidgetty  translation  of  every  thing  from  the 
vulgar  tongue,  into  all  the  tantalizing,  teasing,  tripjnng,  lining, 
iitMMiM»fm«iiiise  of  tk«  Ya^<^\ic^^i^»a&&^  %tid4^ion  of  poeli* 
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cal  diction.  You  have  nothing  like  truth  of  nature  or  simplicity  of 
expression.  The  fastidious  and  languid  reader  is  never  shocked 
by  meeting,  from  the  rarest  chance  in  the  world,  with  a  sin- 
gle homely  phrase  or  intelligible  idea.  You  cannot  see  the 
thought  for  the  ambiguity  of  the  language,  the  figure  for  the 
finery,  the  picture  for  the  varnish.  The  whole  is  refined,  and 
firittered  away  into  an  appearance  of  the  most  evanescent  bril- 
liancy and  tremulous  imbecility. — There  is  no  other  fault  to  be 
found  with  the  Pleasures  of  Memory  than  a  want  of  taste  and 
genius.  The  sentiments  are  amiable,  and  the  notes  at  the  end 
highly  interesting,  particularly  the  one  relating  to  the  Countesi 
Pillar  (as  it  is  called)  between  Appleby  and  Penrith,  erected 
(as  the  inscription  tells  the  thoughtful  traveller)  by  Anne 
Countess  of  Pembroke,  in  the  year  1648,  in  memory  of  her 
last  parting  with  her  good  pious  mother  in  the>  same  place  in 
the  year  1616 — 

"  To  shew  that  power  of  love,  how  great 
Beyond  all  human  estimate." 

This  story  is  also  told  in  the  poem,  but  with  so  many  artful 
inuehdos  and  tinsel  words  that  it  is  hardly  intelligible,  and  still 
less  does  it  reach  the  heart. 

CampbelPs  Pleasures  of  Hope  is  of  the  same  school,  in  which 
a  painful  attention  is  paid  to  the  expression  in  proportion  as 
there  is  little  to  express,  and  the  decomposition  of  prose  is  sub- 
stituted for  the  composition  of  poetry.  How  much  the  sense 
and  keeping  in  the  ideas  are  sacrificed  to  a  gingle  of  words  and 
epigrammatic  turn  of  expression,  may  be  seen  in  such  lines  as 
the  following : — one  of  the  characters,  an  old  invalid,  wishes  to 
end  his  days  under 

"  Some  hamlet  shade,  to  yield  his  sickly  form 
Health  in  the  breeze,  and  shelter  in  the  storm." 

Now  the  antitliesis  here  totally  fails ;  for  it  is  the  breeze,  and 
not  the  tree,  or,  as  it  is  quaintly  expressed,  handd  shade,  that 
affords  health,  though  it  is  the  tree  that  affords  shelter  in  or 
from  the  storm.  Instances  of  the  same  sort  of  curiosa  infe(idCa^ 
are  not  rare  in  this  author.     His  verses  on  \!i[i<^  '^aXtXft  cjl'S^^^^:^ 
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linden  have  considerable  spirit  and  animation.  His  Qertrude 
of  Wyoming  is  his  principal  performance.  It  is  a  kind  of  his- 
torical paraphrase  of  Mr.  Wordsworth's  poem  of  Rath.  It 
shows  little  power,  or  power  enervated  by  extreme  fiaisddioua- 
ness.     [t  is 

"  Of  outward  show 


Elaborate ;  of  inward  less  exact." 

There  axe  painters  who  trust  more  to  the  setting  of  their  pictiires 
Uian  to  the  truth  of  the  likeness.     Mr.  Campbell  always  seems 
lo  me  to  be  thinking  how  his  poetry  will  look  when  it  comes 
to  be  hot-pressed  on  superfine  wove  paper,  to  have  a  dispropor 
donate  eye  to  points  and  commas,  and  dread  of  errors  of  the 
jness.     He  is  so  afraid  of  doing  wrong,  of  making  the  smallest 
mistake,  that  he  does  little  or  nothing.    Lest  he  should  wander 
irretrievably  from  the  right  path,  he  stands  still.     He  writes 
according  to  established  etiquette.     He  ofiTers  the  Muses  no  vio- 
lence.    If  he  lights  upon  a  good  thought  he  immediately  drops 
it  for  fear  of  spoiling  a  good  thing.     When  he  launches  a  senti- 
ment that  you  think  will  float  him  triumphantly  for  once  to  the 
bottom  of  the  stanza,  he  stops  short  at  the  end  of  the  first  or 
second  line,  and  stands  shivering  on  the  brink  of  beauty,  afiaid 
lo  trust  himself  to  the  fathomless  abyss.    TiUus  nimiumj  timidusqiu 
procdlarum.    His  very  circumspection  betrays  him.     The  poet, 
as  well  as  the  woman,  that  deliberates,  is  undone.     He  is  much 
like  a  man  whose  heart  fidls  him  just  as  he  is  going  up  in  a 
balloon,  and  who  breaks  his  neck  by  flinging  himself  out  of  it 
when  it  is  too  late.     Mr.  Campbell  too  often  maims  and  mangles 
his  ideas  before  they  are  full  formed,  to  form  them  to  the  Pro- 
crustes' bed  of  criticism ;  or  strangles  his  intellectual  ofispring 
in  the  birth,  lest  they  should  come  to  an  untimely  end  in  the 
Edinburgh  Review.     He  plays  the  hypercritic  on  himself,  and 
starves  his  genius  to  death  firom  a  needless  apprehension  of  a 
plethora.    No  writer  who  thinks  habitually  of  the  critics,  either 
to  trmnble  at  their  censures  or  set  them  at  defiance,  can  write 
well.    It  is  the  business  of  reviewers  to  watch  poets,  not  of  poets 
to  watch  reviewers.     There  is  one  admirable  simile  in  thti 
|K)e2n|  of  the  £uio]^u  e\]a!L<i\Ao\i^x.  V|  >^<s^%cM>tY  Indian  in  his 
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hand,  "  like  morning  brought  by  night."  The  love-scenes  of 
Grertrude  of  Wyoming  breathe  a  balmy  voluptuousness  of  senti- 
ment ;  but  they  are  generally  broken  off  in  the  middle ;  thej 
are  like  the  scent  of  a  bank  of  violets,  faint  and  rich,  which  &e 
gale  suddenly  conveys  in  a  different  direction.  Mr.  Campbell 
is  careful  of  his  own  reputation,  and  economical  of  the  pleasures 
of  his  readers.  He  treats  them  as  the  fox  in  the  fable  treated 
his  guest  the  stork;  or,  to  use  his  own  expression,  his  fine 
things  are 

"  Like  angels'  visits,  few,  and  far  between.''  * 

There  is  another  fault  in  this  poem,  which  is  Ihe  mechanical 
structure  of  the  fable.  The  most  striking  evoats  occur  in  the 
riiape  of  antitheses.  The  story  is  cut  into  the  form  of  a  paral- 
lelogram. There  is  the  same  systematic  alternation  of  good  and 
evil,  of  violence  and  repose,  that  there  is  of  light  and  shade  in  a 
picture.  The  Indian,  who  is  the  chief  agent  in  the  interest  of 
the  poem,  vanishes  and  returns  after  long  intervals,  like  the 
periodical  revolutions  of  the  planets.  He  unexpectedly  appears 
just  in  the  nick  of  time,  after  years  of  absence,  and  without  any 
known  reason  but  the  convenience  of  the  author  and  the  as- 
tonishment of  the  reader ;  as  if  nature  were  a  machine  con- 
structed on  a  principle  of  complete  contrast,  to  produce  a  theat- 
rical efiect.  Nee  Deus  inUrsitj  nid  digtms  vindice  nodus.  Mr. 
CdmpbelPs  savage  never  appears  but  upon  great  occasions,  and 
then  his  punctuality  is  preternatural  and  alarming.  He  is  the 
most  wonderful  instance  on  record  of  poetical  fdiabUity,  The 
most  dreadful  mischiefs  happen  at  the  most  mortifying  mo- 
ments ;  and  when  your  expectations  are  wound  up  to  the^highest 
pitch,  you  are  sure  to  have  them  knocked  on  the  head  by  a  pre- 
meditated and  remorseless  stroke  of  the  poef  s  pen.  This  is 
done  so  often  for  &e  convenience  of  the  author,  that  in  tiie  end 
it  ceases  to  be  for  the  satisfaction  of  the  reader. 

*  There  is  the  same  idea  in  Blair's  Graye. 

" Its  visits, 

Like  those  of  angels,  short,  and  far  between." 

Mr.  Campbell,  in  altering  the  expression,  hsA  «^«ei\iL   ^^Y««?  v&il 
** ftr  between, "are  the  aame  thing. 
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Tom  Moore  is  a  poet  of  a  quite  different  stamp.  He  is  as 
heedless,  gay,  and  prodigal  of  his  poetical  wealth,  as  the  other 
is  careful,  reserved,  and  parsimonious.  The  genius  of  both  is 
national.  Mr.  Moore's  Muse  is  another  Ariel,  as  light,  as 
tricksy,  as  indefatigable,  and  as  humane  a  spirit.  His  fancy  is 
forever  on  the  wing,  flutters  in  the  gale,  glitters  in  the  sun. 
Every  thing  lives,  moves,  and  sparkles  in  his  poetry,  while  over 
all  love  waves  his  purple  light  His  thoughts  are  as  restless,  as 
many,  and  as  bright,  as  the  insects  that  people  the  sun's  beam. 
"  So  work  the  honey-bees,"  extracting  liquid  sweets  from  open- 
ing buds ;  so  the  butterfly  expands  its  wings  to  the  idle  air;  so 
Uie  thistle's  silver  down  is  wafted  over  summer  seas.  An  airy 
Toyager  on  life's  stream,  his  mind  inhales  the  fragrance  of  a 
thousand  shores,  and  drinks  of  endless  pleasures  under  halcyon 
skies. — Wherever  his  footsteps  tend  over  the  enamelled  ground 
of  fairy  fiction — 

"  Around  him  the  hees  in  play  flutter  and  cluster, 
And  gaudy  butterflies  ^lic  around.'' 

The  fault  of  Mr.  Moore  is  an  exuberance  of  involuntary  power. 
His  facility  of  production  lessens  the  effect  of,  and  hangs  as  a 
dead  weight  upon,  what  he  produces.  His  levity  at  last  op- 
presses. The  infinite  delight  he  takes  in  such  an  infinite  numr 
ber  of  things,  creates  indifference  in  minds  less  susceptible  of 
pleasure  than  his  own.  He  exhausts  attention  by  being  inex- 
haustible. His  variety  cloys ;  his  rapidity  dazzles  and  distracts 
the  sight.  The  graceful  ease  with  whidi  he  lends  himself  to 
every  subject,  the  genial  spirit  with  which  he  indulges  in  every 
sentimeht,  prevents  him  from  giving  their  full  force  to  the  masses 
of  things,  from  connecting  them  into  a  whole.  He  wants  in- 
tensity, strength,  and  grandeur.  His  mind  does  not  brood  over 
the  great  and  permanent ;  it  glances  over  the  sur&ces,  the  first 
impressions  of  things,  instead  of  grappling  with  the  deep-rooted 
prejudices  of  the  mind,  its  inveterate  habits,  and  that  ^  perilous 
stuflTthat  weighs  upon  the  heart."  His  pen,  as  it  is  rapid  and 
fanciful,  wants  momentum  and  passion.  It  requires  the  same 
pnnciple  to  make  us  thoroughly  like  poetry  that  makes  us  like 
oaweives  so  well  ftie  feAiu^  ol  c.QTiM\Kxva^  \&KDSit:^.    The  im- 
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pressions  of  Mr.  Moore's  poetry  are  detached,  desultory,  and 
physical.  Its  gorgeous  colours  brighten  and  fade  like  the  rain- 
bow's. Its  sweetness  evaporates  like  the  effluvia  exhaled  ^om 
beds  of  flowers !  His  gay  laughing  style,  which  relates  to  the 
immediate  pleasures  of  love  or  wine,  is  better  than  his  senti- 
mental and  romantic  vein.  His  Irish  melodies  are  not  free  from 
affectation  and  a  certain  sickliness  of  pretension.  His  serious 
descriptions  are  apt  to  run  into  flowery  tenderness.  His  pathos 
sometimes  melts  into  a  mawkish  sensibility,  or  crystallizes  into 
all  the  prettiness  of  allegorical  language,  and  glittering  hardness 
of  external  imagery.  But  he  has  wit  at  will,  and  of  the  first 
quality.  His- satirical  and  burlesque  poetry  is  his  best:  it  is 
first-rate.  His  Twopenny  Post-Bag  is  a  perfect  "  nest  of  spice- 
ry ;"  where  the  Cayenne  is  not  spared.  The  politician  there 
sharpens  the  poet's  pen.  In  this,  too,  our  bard  resembles  the 
bee — he  has  its  honey  and  its  sting. 

Mr.  Moore  ought  not  to  have  written  Lalla  Rookh,  even  for 
three  thousand  guineas.  His  fame  is  worth  more  than  that 
He  should  have  minded  the  advice  of  Fadladeen.  It  is  not, 
however,  a  failure,  so  much  as  an  evasion  and  a  consequent  dis- 
appointment of  public  expectation.  He  should  have  left  it  to 
others  to  break  conventions  with  nations,  and  faith  with  the 
world.  He  should,  at  any  rate,  have  kept  his  with  the  public. 
Lalla  Rookh  is  not  what  people  wanted  to  see  whether  Mr. 
Moore  could  do — namely,  whether  he  could  write  a  long  epic 
poem.  It  is  four  short  tales.  The  interest,  however,  is  often  high- 
wrought  and  tragic,  but  the  execution  still  turns  to  the  efleminate 
and  voluptuous  side.  Fortitude  of  mind  is  the  first  requisite  of  a 
tragic  or  epic  writer.  Happiness  of  nature  and  felicity  of  genius 
are  the  pre-eminent  characteristics  of  the  bard  of  Erin.  If  he  is 
not  perfectly  contented  with  what  he  is,  all  the  world  beside  is. 
He  had  no  temptation  to  risk  any  thing  in  adding  to  the  love 
and  admiration  of  his  age,  and  more  than  one  country. 

"  Therefore  to  be  possessed  with  double  pomp, 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before, 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  anothei  hue 


in  ON  THE  LIVING  POETS.  [lbciv 


Unto  the  ndnbow,  or  with  taper  light 

To  leek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heav'n  to  garnish, 

Is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  excess." 

The  same  might  be  said  of  Mr.  Moore's  seeking  to  bi 
epic  crown,  or  the  shadow  of  one,  round  his  other  laurels 

If  Mr.  Moore  has  not  suffered  enough  personally,  Loi 
yon  (judging  from  the  tone  of  his  writings)  might  be  tl 
to  have  suffered  too  much  to  be  a  truly  great  poet. 
Moore  lays  himself  too  open  to  all  the  various  impul 
things,  the  outward  shows  of  earth  and  sky,  to  every  brea 
blows, to  every  stray  sentiment  that  crosses  his  fancy; 
Byron  shuts  himself  up  too  much  in  the  impenetrable  glc 
hu  own  thoughts,  and  buries  the  natural  light  of  thii 
''nook  monastic."  The  Giaour,  the  Corsair,  Childe  I 
are  all  the  same  person,  and  they  are  apparently  all  h 
The  everlasting  repetition  of  one  subject,  the  same  dcurk  § 
of  fiction,  with  the  darker  colours  of  the  poet's  mind 
over  it,  the  unceasing  accumulation  of  horrors  on  h 
head,  steels  the  mind  against  the  sense  of  pain  as  inevita 
the  unwearied  Siren  sounds  and  luxurious  monotony  < 
Moore's  poetry  make  it  inaccessible  to  pleasure. 

Lord  Byron's  poetry  is  as  morbid  as  Mr.  Moore's  is  c 
and  dissipated.  He  has  more  depth  of  passion,  more  fore 
impetuosity,  but  the  passion  is  always  of  the  same  unac 
able  character,  at  once  violent  and  sullen,  fierce  and  gl 
It  is  not  the  passion  of  a  mind  struggling  with  misfortu 
the  hopelessness  of  its  desires,  but  of  a  mind  preying 
itself,  and  disgusted  with,  or  indifferent  to,  all  other  ) 
There  is  nothing  less  poetical  than  this  sort  of  unacc< 
dating  selfishness.  There  is  nothing  more  repulsive  tha 
sort  of  ideal  absorption  of  all  the  interests  of  others,  < 
good  and  ills  of  life,  in  the  ruling  passion  and  moody  absti 
of  a  single  mind,  as  if  it  would  make  itself  the  centre 
universe,  and  there  was  nothing  worth  cherishing  but 
tellectual  diseases.  It  is  like  a  cancer,  eating  into  the  he 
poetry.  But  still  there  is  power:  and  power  rivets  att 
and  forces  admiration.  ''  He  hath  a  demon :"  and  that 
next  thing  to  being  iuSl  oi  \littft  Qio^.  "^y^  \stQv  collec 
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scattered  gloom :  his  eye  flashes  livid  fire  that  withers  and  con- 
suoies.  But  still  we  watch  the  progress  of  the  scathing  holt 
with  interest,  and  mark  the  ruin  it  leaves  behind  with  awe. 
Within  the  contracted  range  of  his  imagination,  he  has  great 
unity  and  truth  of  keeping.  He  chooses  elements  and  agents 
congenial  to  his  mind,  the  dark  and  glittering  ocean,  the  frail 
hark  hurrying  before  the  storm,  pimtes  and  men  that  ^  house 
on  the  wild  sea  with  wild  usages."  He  gives  the  tumultuous 
eagerness  of  action,  and  the  fixed  despair  of  thought.  In  vigour 
of  style  and  force  of  conception,  he  in  one  sense  surpasses 
every  writer  of  the  present  day.  His  indignant  apophthegms  are 
like  oracles  of  misanthropy.  He  who  wishes  for  ^'  a  curse  to 
kill  with,''  may  find  it  in  Lord  Byron's  writings.  Yet  he  has 
beauty  lurking  underneath  his  strength,  tenderness  sometimes 
joined  with  the  phrenzy  of  despair.  A  flash  of  golden  light 
sometimes  follows  from  a  strc^e  of  his  pencil,  Hke  a  &lling 
Bdeteor.  The  flowers  that  adorn  his  poetry  bloom  over  charnel- 
houses  and  the  grave ! 

There  is  one  subject  on  which  Lord  Byron  is  fond  of  writing, 
on  which  I  wish  he  would  not  write — Bonaparte.  Not  that 
I  quarrel  with  his  writing  for  him,  or  against  him,  but  with  his 
writing  both  for  him  and  against  him.  What  right  has  he  to 
do  this?  Bonaparte's  character,  be  it  what  else  it  may,  does 
not  change  every  hour  according  to  his  Lordship's  varying 
humour.  He  is  not  a  pipe  for  Fortune's  finger,  or  for  his  Lord- 
ship's Muse,  to  play  what  stop  she  pleases  on.  Why  should 
Lord  B3rron  now  laud  him  to  the  skies  in  the  hour  of  success, 
and  then  peevishly  wreak  his  disappointment  on  the  god  of  his 
idolatry?  The  man  he  writes  of  does  not  rise  or  fall  with 
circumstances:  but  "looks  on  tempests  and  is  never  shaken.-' 
Besides,  he  is  a  subject  for  history,  and  not  for  poetry. 

"  Great  princes'  favourites  their  fair  leaves  spread, 

But  as  the  marigold  at  the  sun's  eye, 
And  in  themselves  their  pride  lies  buried ; 

For  at  a  frown  they  in  their  glory  die. 
I'he  painful  warrior,  famoused  for  fight,  * 

After  a  thousand  victories  once  foil'd, 
Is  from  the  book  of  honour  razed  quite, 

And  all  the  rest  forgot  fox  which  heUni'd" 
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If  Lord  Byron  will  write  anything  more  on  this  hazardom 
theme,  let  him  take  these  lines  of  Shakspeare  for  his  guide,  and 
finish  them  in  the  spirit  of  the  original — ^they  will  then  be 
worthy  of  the  subject 

Walter  Scott  is  the  most  popular  of  all  the  poets  of  the  present 
day,  and  deservedly  so.     He  describes  that  which  is  most  easily 
and  generally  understood  with  more  vivacity  and  effect  thaa 
anybody  else.     He  has  no  excellences,  either  of  a  lofly  or  re- 
condite kind,  which  lie  beyond  the  reach  of  the  most  ordinary 
capacity  to  find  out ;  but  he  has  all  the  good  qualities  which  all 
the  world  agree  to  understan'd.     His  style  is  clear,  flowing,  and 
transparent :  his  sentiments,  of  which  his  style  is  an  easy  and 
natural  medium,  are  common  to  him  with  his  readers.     He  has 
none  of  Mr.  Wordsworth's  idiosyncracy.     He  differs  from  his 
readers  only  in  a  greater  range  of  knowledge  and  facility  of  ex- 
pression.    His  poetry  belongs  to  the  class  of  improvisatori  poetry. 
It  has  neither  depth,  height,  nor  breadth  in  it ;  neither  imcom- 
mon  strength,  nor  uncommon  refinement  of  thought,  sentiment, 
or  language.     It  has  no  originality.     But  if  this  author  has  no 
research,  no  moving  power  in  his  own  breast,  he  relies  with  the 
greater  safety  and  success  on  the  force  of  his  subject.     He  se- 
lects a  story  such  as  is  sure  to  please,  full  of  incidents,  characters, 
peculiar  manners,  costume,  and  scenery;  and  he  tells  it  in  a 
way  that  can  offend  no  one.     He  never  wearies  or  disappoints 
you.     He  is  communicative  and  garrulous ;  but  he  is  not  his 
own  hero.     Hcnever  obtrudes  himself  on  your  notice  to  prevent 
your  seeing  the  subject.     What  passes  in  the?  poem  passes  much 
as  it  would  have  done  in  reality.     The  author  has  little  or 
nothing  to  do  with  it.     Mr.  Scott  has  great  intuitive  power  of 
fancy,  great  vividness  of  pencil  in  placing  external  objects  and 
events  before  the  eye.     The  force  of  his  mind  is  picturesque, 
rather  than  moral.     He  gives  more  of  the  features  of  nature  than 
the  soul  of  passion.     He  conveys  the  distinct  outlines  and  visi- 
ble changes  in  outward  objects,  rather  than  "  their  mortal  con- 
sequences." .  He  is  very  inferior  to  Lord   Byron   in   intense 
passion,  to  Moore  in  delightful  fancy,  to  Mr.  Wordsworth  in 
profound  sentiment :  but  he  has  more  picturesque  power  than 
aoy  of  them  •,  thai  is,  \i^  igNa^es  ^'b  cfe\^t^  tkemselves,  about 
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which  they  might  feel  and  think,  in  a  much  more  striking  point 
of  view,  with  greater  variety  of  dress  and  attitude,  and  with 
more  local  truth  of  colouring.     His  imagery  is  Grothic  and 
grotesque.     The  manners  and  actions  have  the  interest  and 
curiosity  belonging  to  a  wild  country  and  a  distant  period  of 
time.     Few  descriptions  have  a  more  complete  reality,  a  more 
striking  appearance  of  life  and  motion,  than  that  of  the  warriors 
in  the  Lady  of  the  Lake,  who  start  up  at  the  command  of^ 
Roderick  Dhu,  from  their  concealment  under  the  fern,  and  dis- 
appear again  in  an  instant.     The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel  and 
Marmion  are  the  first,  and  perhaps  the  best,  of  his  works.     The 
Goblin  Page,  in  the  first  of  these,  is  a  very  interesting  and  in- 
scrutable little  personage.     In  reading  these  poems,  I  confess  I 
am  a  little  disconcerted,  in  turning  over  the  page,  to  find  Mr. 
Westall's  pictures,  which  always  ^eera  fac-simUes  of  the  persons 
represented,  witli  ancient  costume  and  a  theatrical  air.     This 
may  be  a  compliment  to  Mr.  Westall,  but  it  is  not  one  to  Walter 
Scott.     The  truth  is,  there  is  a  modern  air  in  the  midst  of  the 
antiquarian  research  of  Mr.  Scott^s  poetry.     It  is  history  or  tra- 
dition in  masquerade.     Not  only  the  crust  of  old  words  and 
images  is  worn  oflf  with  time, — the  substance  is  grown  compara- 
tively light  and  worthless.     The  forms  are  old  and  uncouth ; 
but  the  spirit  is  eflfeminate  and  frivolous.     This  is  a  deduction 
from  the  praise  I  have  given  to  his  pencil  for  extreme  fidelity, 
though  it  has  been  no  obstacle  to  its  drawing-room  success.     He 
has  just  hit  the  town  between  the  romantic  and  the  fashionable ; 
and,  between  the  two,  secured  all  classes  of  readers  on  his  side. 
In  a  word,  I  conceive  that  he  is  to  the  great  poet  what  an  excel- 
lent mimic  is  to  a  great  actor.     There  is  no  determinate  impres- 
sion left  on  the  mind  by  reading  his  poetry.     It  has  no  results. 
The  reader  rises  up  from  the  perusal  with  new  images,  and 
associations,  but  he  remains  the  same  man  that  he  was  before. 
A  great  mind  is  one  that  moulds  the  minds  of  others.     Mr. 
Scott  has  put  the  Border  Minstrelsy  and  scattered  traditions  of 
the  country  into  easy,  animated  verse.     But  the  Notes  to  his 
poems  are  just  as  entertaining  as  the  poems  themselves,  and  his 
poems  are  only  entertaining. 

Mr.  Wordsworth  is  the  most  original  ipoe\.  no^  \i?r«\^.   ^^ 
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is  the  reverse  of  Walter  Scott  in  his  defects  and  excellence 
He  has  nearly  all  that  the  other  wants,  and  wants  all  that  the 
other  possesses.     His  poetry  is  not  external,  hut  internal;  it 
does  not  depend  upon  tradition,  or  story,  or  old  song ;  he  ftt^ 
nishes  it  from  his  own  mind,  and  is  his  own  subject.     He  is  the 
poet  of  mere  sentiment.     Of  many  of  the  Lyrical  Ballads,  it  is 
not  possible  to  speak  in  terms  of  too  high  praise,  such  as  Hart- 
leap  Well,  the  Banks  of  the  Wye,  Poor  Susan,  parts  of  the 
Leech-gatherer,  the  lines  to  a  Cuckoo,  to  a  Daisy,  the  Com- 
plaint, several  of  the  Sonnets,  and  a  hundred  others  of  incon- 
ceivable beauty,  of  perfect  originality  and  pathos.     They  open 
a  finer  and  deeper  vein  of  thought  and  feeling  than  any  poet  in 
modern  times  has  done,  or  attempted.     He  has  produced  a 
deeper  impression,  and  on  a  aonaller  circle,  than  any  other  of  hit 
contemporaries.     His  powers  have  been  mistaken  by  the  age, 
nor  does  he  exactly  understand  them  himself     He  cannot  form 
a  whole.     He  has  not  the  constructive  faculty.     He  can  give 
only  the  fine  tones  of  thought,  drawn  from  his  mind  by  accident 
or  nature,  like  the  sounds  drawn  from  the  .^lolian  harp  by  the 
wandering  gale. — He  is  totally  deficient  in  all  the  machinery 
of  poetry.     His  Excursion,  taken  as  a  whole,  notwithstanding 
the  noble  materials  thrown  away  in  it,  is  a  proof  this.    The 
line  labours,  the  sentiment  moves  slow,  but  the  poem  stands 
stock-still.     The  reader  makes  no  way  from  the  first  line  to  the 
last,     It  is  more  than  anything  in  the  world  like  Robinsoi 
Crusoe's  boat,  which  would  have  been  an  excellent  good  boat 
and  would  have  carried  him  to  the  other  side  of  the  globe,  bu 
that  he  could  not  get  it  out  of  the  sand  where  it  stuck  fast    1 
did  what  little  I  could  to  help  to  launch  it  at  the  time,  but  i 
would  not  do.     I  am  not,  however,  one  of  those  who  laugh  a 
the  attempts  or  failures  of  men  of  genius.     It  is  not  my  way  t< 
cry  "  Long  life  to  the  conqueror."     Success  and  desert  are  no 
with  me  synonymous  terms;  and  the  less  Mr.  Wordsworth*; 
general  merits  have  been  understood,  the  more  necessary  is  it  t< 
insist  upon  them.     This  is  not  the  place  to  repeat  what  I  havi 
already  said  on  the  subject     The  reader  may  turn  to  it  in  th( 
Round  Table.*    I  do  not  think,  however,  there  is  anything  ii 

*  The  criUdsia  i«(exteii  Vo  -^niQWm  torasAVn^^  k^t^tasd^x. 
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i  larger  poem  equal  to  many  of  the  detaehed  pieces  in  the 
Tical  Ballads.  As  Mr.  Wordsworth's  poems  have  been  little 
own  to  the  public,  or  chiefly  through  garbled  extracts  from 
sm,  I  will  here  give  an  entire  poem  (one  that  has  always  been 
avonrite  with  me,)  that  the  reader  may  know  what  it  is  that 
i  admirers  of  this  author  find  to  be  delighted  with  in  his 
stry.  Those  who  do  not  feel  the  beauty  and  the  force  of  it 
ly  save  themselves  the  trouble  of  inquiring  farther. 

HART-LEAP  WELL. 

"  The  knight  had  ridden  down  from  Wensley  moor 
With  the  slow  motion  of  a  sunmier's  cloud ; 
He  turned  aside  towards  a  vassal's  door, 
And, '  Bring  another  horse !'  he  cried  aloud. 

Another  horse !' — ^That  shout  the  vassal  heard, 

And  saddled  his  hest  steed,  a  comely  gray; 
Sir  Walter  mounted  him ;  he  was  the  third 

Which  he  had  mounted  on  that  glorious  day. 

Joy  sparkled  in  the  prancing  courser's  eyes ; 

The  horse  and  horseman  are  a  happy  pair ; 
But,  though  Sir  Walter  like  a  falcon  flies, 

There  is  a  doleful  silence  in  the  air. 

A  rout  this  morning  left  Sir  Walter's  hall, 
That  as  they  galloped  made  the  echoes  roar; 

But  horse  and  man  are  vanished,  one  and  all ; 
Such  race,  I  think,  was  never  seen  before. 

Sir  Walter,  restless  as  a  veering  wind. 

Calls  to  the  few  tired  dogs  that  yet  remain : 
Brach,  Swift,  and  Music,  noblest  of  their  kind, 

Follow,  and  up  the  weary  mountain  strain. 

The  knight  hallooed,  he  chid  and  cheered  them  on 
With  suppliant  gestures  and  upbraidings  stem ; 

But  breath  and  eye-sight  fail ;  and,  one  by  one. 
The  dogs  91%  stretched  among  the  mountain  fern. 

Where  is  the  throng,  the  tumuH  of  the  racel 

The  bugles  that  so  joyfully  were  blown  1 
— ^This  chase  it  looks  not  like  an  earthly  chase ; 

Sir  Waitet  and  the  hart  are  left  OkUmft. 
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Tlie  poor  bart  toila  along  the  moontain  ride; 

I  will  not  stop  to  tell  bow  far  be  fled, 
Nor  will  I  mention  by  what  death  he  died  ; 

But  now  the  knight  beholds  him  lying  dead. 

Dismounting  then,  he  leaned  against  a  thorn ; 

He  had  no  follower,  dog,  nor  man,  nor  boy : 
He  neither  smacked  his  whip  nor  blew  his  horn, 

But  gazed  upon  the  spoil  with  silent  joy. 

Close  to  the  thorn  on  which  Sir  Walter  leaned, 
Stood  his  dumb  partner  in  this  glorious  act ; 

Weak  as  a  lamb  the  hour  that  it  is  yeaned ; 
And  foaming  like  a  mountain  cataract. 

Upon  his  side  the  hart  was  lying  stretched : 
His  nose  half-touched  a  spring  beneath  a  hill, 

And  with  the  last  deep  groan  his  breath  had  fetched 
The  waters  of  the  spring  were  trembling  still. 

And  now,  too  happy  for  repose  or  rest, 

(Was  never  man  in  such  a  joyful  case !) 
Sir  Walter  walked  all  round,  north,  south,  and  west, 

And  gazed,  and  gazed  upon  that  darling  place. 

And  climbing  up  the  hill — (it  was  at  least. 
Nine  roods  of  sheer  ascent)  Sir  Walter  found. 

Three  several  hoof-marks  which  the  hunted  beast 
Had  lefl  imprinted  on  the  verdant  ground. 

Sir  Walter  wiped  his  face  and  cried,  *  Till  now 
Such  sight  was  never  seen  by  living  eyes : 

Three  leaps  have  borne  him  from  this  lofty  brow, 
Down  to  the  very  fountain  where  he  lies. 

I'll  build  a  pleasure-house  upon  this  spot. 

And  a  small  arbour,  made  for  rural  joy ; 
'Twill  be  the  traveller's  shed,  the  pilgrim's  cot, 

A  place  of  love  for  damsels  that  are  coy. 

A  cunning  artist  will  I  have  to  frame 

A  basin  for  that  fountain  in  the  dell ; 
And  they,  who  do  make  mention  of  the  same 

From  this  day  forth,  shall  call  it  Hmrt-leap  Well. 

And,  gallant  brute !  to  make  thy  praises  known, 

Another  monument  shall  here  be  raised ; 
Three  several  pillars,  each  a  rough-hewn  stone, 

And  plants  YrVvexe  \)dl^  \tf»>^  ^«  Vasi Vv«^  ^Sl^ased. 


iBE  Tin.]  ON  THE  UVINa  POETS.  189 

And,  in  the  summer-time  when  days  are  long, 

I  will  come  hither  wkh  my  paramour ; 
And  with  the  dancers,  and  the  minstrel's  song, 

We  will  make  merry  in  that  pleasant  hower. 

Till  the  foundations  of  the  mountains  fail,  ' 
My  mansion  with  its  arbour  shall  endure ; — 

The  joy  of  them  who  till  the  fields  of  Swale, 
And  them  who  dwell  among  the  woods  of  Ure !' 

Then  home  he  went,  and  left  the  hart,  stone  dead. 

With  breathless  nostrils  stretched  above  the  spring, 
— Soon  did  the  knight  perform  what  he  had  said, 
And  far  and  wide  the  fame  thereof  did  ring. 

Ere  thrice  the  moon  into  her  port  had  steered, 

A  cup  of  stone  received  the  living  well  ] 
Three  pillars  of  rude  stone  Sir  Walter  reared. 

And  built  a  house  of  pleasure  in  the  dell. 

And  near  the  fountain,  flowers  of  stature  tall 

With  trailing  plants  and  trees  were  intertwined, — 

Which  soon  composed  a  little  sylvan  hall, 
A  leafy  shelter  from  the  sun  and  wind. 

And  thither,  when  the  summer-days  were  long, 

Sir  Walter  journeyed  with  his  paramour ; 
And  with  the  dancers  and  the  minstrel's  song 

Made  merriment  within  that  pleascmt  bower. 

The  knight.  Sir  Walter,  died  in  course  of  time, 

And  his  bones  lie  in  his  paternal  vale. — 
But  there  is  matter  for  a  second  rhyme. 

And  I  to  this  would  add  another  tale." 


PART  SECOND. 

'*  The  moving  accident  is  not  my  trade : 
To  freeze  the  blood  I  have  no  ready  arts : 
^Tis  my  delight,  alone  in  summer  shade, 
To  pipe  a  simple  song  for  thinking  hearts. 

As  I  from  Hawes  to  Richmond  did  repair, 
It  chanced  that  I  saw  standing  in  a  dell 

Three  aspens  at  three  comers  of  a  square, 
And  one,  not  four  yards  d^ant,  ueai  tk'W^ 


\ 


\ 
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What  this  imported  I  eoold  ill  divine : 
And,  pulling  now  the  rein  my  hone  to  etop, 

I  law  three  pillan  atanding  in  a  line, 
The  lait  atone  i»llar  on  a  dark  hill-top. 

The  trees  were  gray,  with  neither  arms  nor  head ; 

Half-wasted  the  square  mound  of  tawny  green ; 
So  that  you  just  might  say,  as  then  I  said, 

*  Heto  in  old  time  the  hand  of  man  hath  been.* 

I  looked  upon  the  hill  both  far  and  near,  ' 
More  doleful  place  did  never  eye  surrey ; 

It  seemed  as  if  the  spring-time  came  not  here, 
And  Nature  here  were  willing  to  decay. 

I  stood  in  various  thoughts  and  fancies  lost. 
When  one,  who  was  in  shepherd's  garb  attired. 

Came  up  the  hollow : — ^Him  did  I  accost. 
And  what  this  place  might  be  I  then  inquired. 

The  shepherd  stopped,  and  that  same  story  told 
Which  in  my  former  rhyme  I  have  rehearsed. 

'  A  jolly  place,*  said  he,  *  in  times  of  old ! 
But  something  ails  it  now ;  the  spot  is  curst 

You  see  these  lifeless  stumps  of  aspen  wood — 
Some  say  that  they  are  beeches,  others  elms —    • 

These  were  the  bower ;  and  here  a  mansion  stood, 
The  finest  palace  of  a  hundred  realms ! 

The  arbour  does  its  own  condition  tell ; 

You  see  the  stones,  the  fountain,  and  the  stream ; 
But  as  to  the  great  lodge !  you  might  as  well 

Hunt  half  a  day  for  a  forgotten  dream. 

There's  neither  dog  nor  heifer,  horse  nor  sheep, 
Will  wet  his  lips  within  that  cup  of  stone ; 

And  oftentimes,  when  all  are  fast  asleep. 
This  water  doth  send  forth  a  dolorous  groan. 

Some  say  that  here  a  murder  has  been  done. 
And  blood  cries  out  for  blood :  but,  for  my  part, 

I've  guessed,  when  I've  been  sitting  in  the  sun, 
That  it  was  all  for  that  unhappy  hart. 

What  thoughts  must  through  the  creature's  brant  have  ] 
Even  from  the  topmost  stone,  upon  the  steep, 

Are  but  lliree  \>o\mdv~«jvd  look^  Sir,  at  this 
O  Master  \  \l\LaA\M«ii  ^civmWk^. 
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For  thirteen  boon  he  nm  a  desperate  raee; 

And  in  my  simple  mind  we  cannot  tell 
What  cause  the  hart  might  have  to  love  this  place, 

And  come  and  make  his  death-bed  near  the  well. 

Here  on  the  grass  perhaps  asleep  he  sank, 

Lulled  by  this  fountain  in  the  summer^ide ; 
This  water  was  perhaps  the  first  he  drank 

When  he  had  wandered  from  his  mother's  side. 

In  April  here  beneath  the  scented  thorn 
He  heard  the  birds  their  morning  carols  sing ; 

And  he,  perhaps,  for  aught  we  know,  was  bom 
Not  half  a  farlong  from  that  self-same  spring. 

But  now  here's  neither  grass  nor  pleasant  shade ; 

The  sun  on  drearier  hollow  never  shone ; 
So  will  it  be,  as  I  have  often  said, 

mi  trees,  and  stones,  and  fountain  all  are  gone.' 

*  Gray-headed  Shepherd,  thou  hast  spoken  well ; 

Small  difference  lies  between  thy  creed  and  mine: 
This  beast  not  unobserved  by  Nature  fell ;  . 

His  death  was  mourned  by  sympathy  divine. 

The  Being  that  is  in  the  clouds  and  air,  » 

That  is  in  the  green  leaves  among  the  groves, 

Maintains  a  deep  and  reverential  care 
For  the  unoffending  creatures  whom  he  loves. 

The  pleasure-house  is  dust : — ^behind,  before. 
This  is  no  common  waste,  no  coomion  gloom ; 

But  Nature,  in  due  course  of  time,  once  more 
Shall  here  put  on  her  beauty  and  her  bloom. 

She  leaves  the  objects  to  a  slow  decay. 
That  what  we  are,  and  have  been,  may  be  known ; 

But,  at  the  coming  of  the  milder  day. 
These  monuments  shall  all  be  overgrown. 

One  lesson.  Shepherd,  let  us  two  divide. 
Taught  both  by  what  she  shows,  and  what  conceals, 

Never  to  blend  our  pleasure  or  our  pride 
With  sorrow  of  the  meanest  thing  that  feels.' " 

r.  Wordsworth  is  at  the  head  of  that  which  has  been  do- 
nated the  Liake  school  of  poetry ;  a  school  which,  with  all 
espect  for  it,  I  do  not  think  sacred  fcoia  cn\\s.\sRSk  cit  ^xfeXK^"^ 


193  ON  THE  LIVING  POETS.  [lectdre  tiil    ■  ^ 

from  faults,  of  some  of  which  faults  I  shall  speak  with  becoming 
frankness ;  for  I  do  not  see  that  the  liberty  of  the  press  ought  to 
be  shackled,  or  freedom  of  speech  curtailed,  to  screen  either  its 
revolutionary  or  renegado  extravagances.  This  school  of  poetry 
had  its  origin  in  the  French  revolution,  or  rather  in  those  senti- 
ments and  opinions  which  produced  that  revolution  ;  and  which 
sentiments  and  opinions  were  indirectly  imported  into  this  coun- 
try in  translations  from  the  German  about  that  period.  Our 
poetical  literature  had,  towards  the  close  of  the  last  century, 
degenerated  into  the  most  trite,  insipid,  and  mechanical  of  all 
things,  in  the  hands  of  the  followers  of  Pope  and  the  old  French 
school  of  poetry.  It  wanted  something  to  stir  it  up,  and  it  found 
that  something  in  the  principles  and  events  of  the  French  revo- 
lution. From  the  impulse  it  thus  received,  it  rose  at  once  from 
the  most  servile  imitation  and  tamest  common-place  to  the  utmost 
pitch  of  singularity  and  paradox.  The  change  in  the  belles- 
lettres  was  as  complete,  and  to  many  persons  as  startling,  as  the 
change  in  politics  with  which  it  went  hand  in  hand.  There 
was  a  mighty  ferment  in  the  heads  of  statesmen  and  poets,  kings 
and  people. — According  to  the  prevailing  notions,  all  was  to  be 
natural  and  new.  Nothing  that  was  established  was  to  be  tol- 
erated. All  the  conmion-place  figures  of  poetry,  tropes,  allego- 
ries, personifications,  with  the  whole  heathen  mythology,  were 
instantly  discarded ;  a  classical  allusion  was  considered  as  a 
piec^  of  antiquated  foppery ;  capital  letters  were  no  more  allowed 
in  print  than  letters-patent  of  nobility  were  permitted  in  real  hfe ; 
kings  and  queens  were  dethroned  from  their  rank  and  station  in 
legitimate  tragedy  or  epic  poetry,  as  they  were  decapitated  else- 
where ;  rhyme  was  looked  upon  as  a  relic  of  the  feudal  system, 
and  regular  metre  was  abolished  along  with  regular  govern- 
ment.— ^Authority  and  fashion,  elegance  or  arrangement,  were 
hooted  out  of  countenance,  as  pedantry  and  prejudice.  Every 
one  did  that  which  was  good  in  his  own  eyes.  The  object  was 
to  reduce  all  things  to  an  absolute  level ;  and  a  singularly 
afilected  and  outrageous  simplicity  prevailed  in  dress  and  man 
ners,  in  style  and  sentiment.  A  striking  efiTect  produced  where 
it  was  least  expected.,  ^tofttkitv^  'kv<&'^  ^\i^  ^tl^ina^  no  matter 
wiiether  good,  bad,  ox  mdififeiexx^  ^V^^et  bassos.  ^^  Vfisc^^^w 
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travagant  or  childish,  was  all  that  was  aimed  at,  or  considesed 
as  compatible  with  sound  philosophy  and  an  age  of  reason. 
The  licentiousness  grew  extreme:  Coryate's  Crudities  were 
nothing  to  it  The  world  was  to  be  turned  topsy-turvy ;  and 
poetry,  by  the  good  will  of  our  Adam-wits,  was  to  share  its  fate^ 
and  begin  dt  novo.  It  was  a  time  of  promise,  a  renewal  of  the 
world  and  of  letters ;  and  the  Deucalions,  who  were  to  perform 
this  feat  of  regeneration,  were  the  present  poet-laureat  and  the 
twro  authors  of  the  Lyrical  Ballads.  The  Grermans,  who  made 
heroes  of  robbers,  and  honest  women  of  cast-ofT  mistresses,  had 
already  exhausted  the  extravagant  and  marvellous  in  sentiment 
and  situation ;  our  native  writers  adopted  a  wonderful  simplicity 
of  style  and  matter.  The  paradox  they  set  out  with  was  that  all 
things  are  by  nature  equally  fit  subjects  for  poetry ;  or  that,  if 
there  is  any  preference  to  be  given,  those  that  are  the  meanest 
and  most  unpromising  are  the  best,  as  they  leave  the  greatest 
scope  for  the  unbounded  stores  of  thought  and  fancy  in  the 
writer's  own  mind.  Poetry  had  with  them  "  neither  buttress 
nor  coigne  of  vantage  to  make  its  pendant  bed  and  procreant 
cradle."  It  was  not  "  bom  so  high :  its  aiery  buildeth  in  the 
cedar's  top,  and  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  scorns  the  sun."  It 
grew  like  a  mushroom  out  of  the  ground ;  or  was  hidden  in  it 
like  a  truffle,  which  it  required  a  particular  sagacity  and  indus- 
try to  find  out  and  dig  up.  They  founded  the  new  school  on  a 
principle  of  sheer  humanity,  on  pure  nature  void  of  art  It 
could  not  be  said  of  these  sweeping  reformers  and  dictators  in 
the  republic  of  letters,  that  ^^  in  their  train  walked  crowns  and 
crownets ;  that  realms  and  islands,  like  plates,  dropt  from  their 
pockets:"  but  they  were  surrounded,  in  company  with  the 
Muses,  by  a  mixed  rabble  of  idle  apprentices  and  Botany  Bay 
convicts,  female  vagrants,  gipsies,  meek  daughters  in  the  family 
of  Christ,  of  idiot  boys  and  mad  mothers,  and  after  them  ^'  owls 
and  night-ravens  flew." — They  scorned  "  degrees,  priority,  and 
place,  insisture,  course,  proportion,  season,  form,  office,  and  cus- 
tom, in  all  line  of  order :" — the  distinctions  of  birth,  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  fortune,  did  not  enter  into  their  abstracted,  lofty,  and 
levelling  calculation  of  human  nature.  He  who  was  more  than 
man  with  them  was  none.    They  claimi^  Vin&x^^sc2c)^^i^^ 
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tfte  commonest  of  the  people :   peasants,  pedlers,  and  village- 

'  barbers  were  their  oracles  and  bosom  friends.  Their  poetry,  in 
the  extreme  to  which  it  professedly  tended,  and  was  in  effect 
carried,  levels  all  distinctions  of  nature  and  society;  has  ''no 
figures  nor  no  fantasies,"  which  the  prejudices  of  superstition  or 
the  customs  of  the  world  draw  in  the  brains  of  men ;  "  no  trivial 
fond  recbrds"  of  all  that  has  existed  in  the  history  of  past  ages; 
it  has  no  adventitious  pride,  pomp,  or  circumstance,  to  set  it  off; 
**  the  marshal's  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe ;"  neither  tra- 
dition, reverence,  nor  ceremony,  "that  to  great  ones  'longs:"  it 
breaks  in  pieces  the  golden  images  of  poetry,  and  defaces  its 
armorial  bearings,  to  melt  them  down  in  the  mould  of  common 
humanity  or  of  its  own  upstart  self-sufficiency.     They  took  the 

'same  method  in  their  new-fangled  "metre  ballad-mongering" 
scheme,  which  Rousseau  did  in  his  prose  paradoxes — of  exciting 
attention  by  reversing  the  established  standards  of  opinion  and 
estimation  in  the  world.     They  were  for  bringing  poetry  back 
to  its  primitive  simplicity  and  state  of  nature,  as  he  was  for 
bringing  society  back  to  the  savage  state :  so  that  the  only  thing 
remarkable  left  in  the  world  by  this  change  would  be  the  per- 
sons who  had  produced  it.     A  thorough  adept  in  this  school  of 
poetry  and  philanthropy  is  jealous  of  all  excellence  but  his  own. 
He  does  not  even  like  to  share  his  reputation  with  his  subject; 
ibr  he  would  have  it  all  to  proceed  from  his  own  power  and 
originality  of  mind.     Such  a  one  is  slow  to  admire  anything 
that  is  admirable ;  feels  no  interest  in  what  is  most  interesting 
to  others,  no  grandeur  in  any  thing  grand,  no  beauty  in  any 
thing  beautiful.     He  tolerates  only  what  he  himself  creates ;  he 
sympathizes  only  with  what  can  enter  into  no  competition  with 
him,  with  "  the  bare  trees  and  mountains  bare,  and  grass  in  the 

'  green  field."  He  sees  nothing  but  himself  and  the  universe. 
He  hates  all  greatness  and  all  pretensions  to  it,  whether  well  or 
ill  founded.  His  egotism  is  in  some  respects  a  madness ;  for  he 
scorns  even  the  admiration  of  himself,  thinking  it  a  presumption 
in  any  one  to  suppose  that  he  has  taste  or  sense  enough  to  an- 
derstand  him.  He  hates  all  science  and  all  art ;  he  hates  chem- 
istry, he  hates  concYioVog^  \  ^^  ^^'ax.^^  '^  ^Vyait^  \  he  hates  Sir 

Isaac  Newton  •,  te  \iatfca  vnaioicw  \  V^Xsax^W^^x^  \kfc\i3bx^\!^«»r 
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physics,  which,  he  says,  are  unintelligible,  and  yet  he  would  be 
thought  to  understand  them ;  he  hates  prose ;  he  hates  all  po- 
etry but  his  own ;  he  hates  the  dialogues  in  Shakspeare ;  he 
hates  music,  dancing,  and  painting ;  he  hates  Rubens,  he  hates 
Rembrandt ;  he  hates  Raphael,  he  hates  Titian ;  he  hates  Van- 
dyke ;  he  hates  the  antique  ;  he  hates  the  Apollo  Belyid«re ; 
he  hates  the  Venus  of  Medicis.  This  is  the  reason  that  so  few 
people  take  an  interest  in  his  writings,  because  he  takes  an 
interest  in  nothing  that  others  do  I — The  effect  has  been  per- 
ceiyed  as  something  odd ;  but  the  cause  or  principle  has  never 
been  distinctly  traced  to  its  source  before,  as  far  as  I  know. 
The  proofs  are  to  be  found  every  where — in  Mr.  Southey's  Bot- 
any Bay  Eclogues,  in  his  book  of  Songs  and  Sonnets,  his  Odes 
and  Inscriptions,  so  well  parodied  in  the  A nti- Jacobin  Review, 
in  his  Joan  of  Arc,  and  last,  though  not  least,  in  his  Wat  Tyler ; 

"  When  Adam  delved,  and  Eve  span, 
Where  was  then  the  gentleman  *?" — 

(or  the  poet  laureat  either,  we  may  ask  ?) — ^in  Mr.  Coleridge's 
Ode  to  an  Ass's  Foal,  in  his  lines  to  Sarah,  his  Religious  Mus- 
ings ;  and  in  his  and  Mr.  Wordsworth's  Lyrical  Ballads,  passim. 
Of  Mr.  Southey's  larger  epics,  I  have  but  a  faint  recollection 
at  this  distance  of  time,  but  all  that  I  remember  of  them  is  me- 
chanical and  extravagant,  heavy  and  superficial.  His  afiectedy 
disjointed  style  is  well  imitated  in  the  Rejected  Addresses. 
The  difference  Jbetween  him  and  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  seems 
to  be  that  the  one  is  heavy  and  the  other  light,  the  one  solemp 
and  the  other  pragmatical,  the  one  phlegmatic  and  the  other 
flippant ;  and  that  there  is  no  Gay  in  the  present  time  to  give 
a  Catalogue  Raisonn6  of  the  performances  of  the  living  under- 
taker of  epica  Kehama  is  a  loose  sprawling  figure,  such  as 
we  see  cut  out  of  wood  or  paper,  and  pulled  or  jerked  with 
wire  or  thread,  to  make  sudden  and  surprising  motions,  without 
meaning,  grace,  or  nature  in  them.  By  far  the  best  of  his 
works  are  some  of  his  shorter  personal  compositions,  in  which 
there  is  an  ironical  mixture  of  the  quaint  and  serious,  such  as 
his  lines  on  a  picture  of  Gaspar  Poussin,  the  'fine  tale  of  Gual- 
berto,  his  Descnption  of  a  Pig,  and  the  Ro\\^A.t^^^^\si^Nsk'wv 
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affecting,  beautiful,  and  modest  retrospect  on  his  own  character. 
May  the  aspiration  with  which  it  concludes  be  fulfilled !  * —  ,  , 

*  "  O  reader !  hast  thou  ever  stood  to  see 

The  Holly  Tree  1 
The  eye  that  contemplates  it  well  perceives 

Its  glossy  leaves, 
Ordered  by  an  intelligence  so  wise 
As  might  confound  the  Atheist's  sophistries. 

'  Below,  a  circling  fence,  its  leaves  are  seen 

Wrinkled  and  keen ; 
No  grazing  cattle  through  their  prickly  round 

Can  reach  to  wound ; 
But  as  they  grow  where  nothing  is  to  fear, 
Smooth  and  unarm'd  the  pointless  leaves  appear. 

I  love  to  view  these  things  with  curious  eyes, 

And  moralize ; 
And  in  the  wisdom  of  the  Holly  Tree 

Can  emblems  see 
Wherewith  perchance  to  make  a  pleasant  rhyme, 
Such  as  may  profit  in  the  after  time. 

So,  though  abroad  perchance  I  might  appear 

Harsh  and  austere, 
To  tliose  who  on  my  leisure  would  intrude 

Reserved  and  rude. 
Gentle  at  home  amid  my  Mends  Pd  be, 
like  the  high  leaves  upon  the  Holly  Tree. 

And  should  my  youth,  as  youth  is  apt,  I  know, 

Some  harshness  show. 
All  vain  asperities  I  day  by  day 
,  Would  wear  away, 

Till  the  smooth  temper  of  my  agid  should  be 
like  the  high  leaves  updn  the  Holly  Tree. 

And  as  when  all  the  sunmier  treks  are  seen 

So  bright  and  green. 
The  Holly  leaves  their  fadeless  hues  display 

Less  bright  than  they. 
But  when  the  bare  and  wintry  woods  we  see^ 
What  then  so  cheerful  as  the  Holly  Tree  1 

So  serious  shoUld  my  youth  appear  among 

! 


The  thoughtless  throng,  * 


So  would  I  seem  amid  the  young  and  gay 

More  grave  than  they, 
That  in  my  age  as  cheerful  I  might  be 
Am  the  fpwssk.  Ynntet  ot  ii)ki«13A\Vi  *li«ft? — 
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;  the  little  he  has  done  of  true  and  sterling  excellence  is 
rloaded  by  the  quantity  of  indifferent  matter  which  he  turns 
every  year,  "  prosing  or  versing/*  with  equally  mechanical 
irresistible  facility.  His  Essays,  or  political  and  moral  di»* 
dtions,  are  not  so  full  of  original  matter  as  Montaigne'& 
3y  are  second  or  third  rate  compositions  in  that  class, 
t  remains  that  I  should  say  a  f^yr  words  of  Mr.  Coleridge ; 
.  there  is  no  one  who  has  a  better  right  to  say  what  he  thinks 
lim  than  I  have.  '^  Is  there  here  any  dear  friend  of , Caesar  1 
him  I  say,  that  Brutus's  love  to  Caesar  was  no  less  than  his.'* 
;  no  matter. — His  Ancient  Mariner  is  his  most  remarkable, 
formance,  and  the  only  one  that  I  could  point  out  to  any  one 
riving  an  adequate  idea  of  his  great  natural  powers.  It  is 
h  Gennan,  however,  and  in  it  he  seems  to  "conceive  of 
try  but  as  a  drunken  dream,  reckless,  careless,  and  heedless, 
tast,  present,  and  to  come."  His  tragedies  (for  he  has  written 
)  are  not  answerable  to  it ;  they  are,  except  a  few  poetical 
sages,  drawling  sentiment  and  metaphysical  jargon.  He 
no  genuine  dramatic  talent.  There  is  one  fine  passage  in 
Christabel,  that  which  contains  the  description  of  the  quar- 
between  Sir  Leoline  and  Sir  Roland  de  Vaux  of  Tryer- 
ne,  who  had  been  friends  in  youth. 

'*  Alas !  they  had  been  friends  in  youth, 
But  whispering  tongues  can  poison  truth ; 
And  constancy  lives  in  realms  above ! 
And  life  is  thorny !  and  youth  is  vain ; 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love, 
Doth  work  like  madness  in  the  brain ; 
And  thus  it  chanc'd  as  I  divine, 
With  Roland  and  Sir  Leoline. 

• 

Each  ipeak  words  of  high  disdain 
And  insult  to  his  heart's  best  brother, 
And  parted  ne'er  to  meet  again ! 
But  neither  ever  found  another 
To  free  the  hollow  heart  from  painhig— 

They  stood  aloof,  the  scars  remaining, 
Like  cliffs  which  had  been  rent  asunder : 
A  dreary  sea  now  flows  between, 
But  neither  heat,  nor  frost,  hot  thundex^ 
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Shall  wholly  do  away  I  ween 

The  marks  of  that  which  once  hath  been. 

Sir  Leoline  a  moment's  space 
Stood  gazing  on  the  damsel's  face ; 
And  the  youthful  lord  of  Tryermaine 
Came  back  upon  his  heart  again." 

It  might  seem  insidious  if  I  were  to  praise  his  ode  entitled  Fire, 
Famine,  and  Slaughter,  as  an  effusion  of  high  poetical  enthusi- 
asm, and  strong  political  feeJing.  His  Sonnet  to  Schiller  conveys 
a  fine  compliment  to  the  author  of  the  Rohhers,  and  an  equally 
fine  idea  of  the  state  of  youthful  enthusiasm  in  which  he  com- 
posed it. 

**  Schiller !  that  hour  I  would  have  wish'd  to  die, 
If  through  the  sl^udd'ring  midnight  I  had  sent 
From  the  dark  dungeon  of  the  tower  time-rent, 
That  fearful  voice,  a  famish'd  father's  cry — 

That  in  no  after  moment  aught  less  vast 
Might  stamp  me  mortal !    A  triumphant  shout 
^  Black  Horror  scream'd,  and  all  her  goblin  rout 

From  the  more  with'ring  scene  diminish'd  pass'd. 

Ah !  Bard  tremendous  in  sublimity ! 
Could  I  behold  thee  in  thy  loftier  mood, 

Wand'ring  at  eve,  with  finely  frenzied  eye, 
Beneath  some  vast  old  tempest-swinging  wood  t 
Awhile,  with  mute  awe  gazing,  I  would  brood. 

Then  weep  aloud  in  a  wild  ecstasy !" — 

His  Condones  ad  Popidum,  Watchman,  &c.  are  dreary  trash. 
Of  his  Friend,  I  have  spoken  the  truth  elsewhere.  But  I  may 
say  of  him  here,  that  he  is  the  only  person  I  ever  knew  who 
answered  to  the  idea  of  a  man  of  genius.  He  is  the  only 
person  from  whom  I  ever  learnt  anything.  There  is  only  one 
thing  he  could  learn  from  me  in  return,  hut  that  he  has  not 
He  was  the  first  poet  I  ever  knew.  His  genius  at  that  time 
had  angelic  wings,  and  fed  on  manna.  He  talked  on  for  ever; 
and  you  wished  him  to  talk  on  for  ever.  His  thoughts  did  not 
seem  to  come  with  lahour  and  efibrt ;  but  as  if  home  on  the  gusts 
of  genius,  and  as  if  the  wings  of  his  imagination  lifted  him 
iom  off  his  feet    His  \oic^  to\V^  otl^^  ^«t  VJ^a  ^^^  pealing 
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organ,  and  its  sound  alone  was  the  music  of  thought  His 
mind  was  clothed  with  wings ;  and  raised  on  them,  he  lifted 
philosophy  to  heaven.  In  his  descriptions,  you  then  saw  the 
progress  of  human  happiness  and  liberty  in  bright  and  never- 
ending  succession,  like  the  steps  of  Jacob's  ladder,  with  airy 
shapes  ascending  and  descending,  and  with  the  voice  of  Gk>d  at 
the  top  of  the  ladder.  And  shall  I,  who  heard  him  then,  listen 
to  him  now?  Not  I!  That  spell  is  broke ;  that  time  is  gone 
forever ;  that  voice  is  heard  no  more :  but  still  the  recollection 
comes  rushing  by  with  thoughts  of  long-past  years,  and  rings 
in  my  ears  with  never-dying  sound. 

"  What  though  the  radiance  which  was  once  fM>  bright, 
Be  now  forever  vaniflh'd  from  my  sight, 
Though  nothing  can  hring  back  the  hour 
Of  glory  in  the  grass,  of  splendour  in  the  flow'r ; 

I  do  not  grieve,  but  rather  find 

Strength  in  what  remains  behind ; 

In  the  primal  sympathy, 

Which  having  been,  must  ever  be ; 

In  the  soothing  thoughts  that  spring 
.  Out  of  human  suffering ; 
In  years  that  bring  the  philosophic  mind !" — 

I  have  thus  gone  through  the  task  I  intended,  and  have  come 
at  last  to  the  level  ground.  I  have  felt  my  subject  gradually 
sinking  from  under  me  as  I  advanced,  and  have  been  afraid  of 
ending  in  nothing.  The  interest  has  unavoidably  decreased  at 
almost  every  successive  step  of  the  progress,  like  a  play  that  has 
its  catastrophe  in  the  first  or  second  act.  This,  however,  I  could 
not  help.     I  have  done  as  well  as  I  could. 


APPENDIX. 


I. 


ON  Milton's  lycidas. 

"  At  last  he  rose,  and  twitched  his  mantle  blue : 
To-morrow  to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  new." 

Of  all  Milton's  smaller  poems,  Lycidas  is  the  greatest  favourite 
with  me.  I  cannot  agree  to  the  charge  which  Dr.  Johnson  has 
brought  against  it  of  pedantry  and  want  of  feeling.  It  is  the 
fine  emanation  of  classical  sentiment  in  a  youthful  scholar — 
"most  musical,  most  melancholy."  A  certain  tender  gloom 
overspreads  it,  a  wayward  abstraction,  a  forgelfulness  of  his  sub- 
ject in  the  serious  reflections  that  arise  out  of  it.  The  gusts  of 
passion  come  and  go  like  the  sounds  of  music  borne  on  the 
wind.  The  loss  of  the  friend  whose  death  he  laments  seem  to 
have  recalled,  with  double  force,  the  reality  of  those  speculations 
which  they  had  indulged  together ;  we  are  transported  to  clas- 
sic ground,  and  a  mysterious  strain  steals  responsive  on  the  ear, 
while  we  listen  to  the  poet, 

"  With  eager  thought  warbling  his  Doric  lay." 

I  shall  proceed  to  give  a  few  passages  at  length  in  support  of 
my  opinion.  The  first  I  shall  quote  is  as  remarkable  for  the 
truth  and  sweetness  of  the  natural  descriptions  as  for  the  chaiac- 
teiistic  elegance  of  the  allusions. 
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"  Together  both,  ere  the  high  lawn  appeared 


Under  the  opening  eye-lids  of  the  morn, 

We  drove  a-field ;  and  both  together  heard 

What  time  the  gray-fly  winds  her  sultry  horn,  V 

Battening  our  flocks  with  the  fresh  dews  of  night,  \f 

Oft  still  the  star  that  rose  at  evening  bright 

Towards  Heaven's  descent  had  sloped  his  westering  wheeL 

Meanwhile  the  rural  ditties  were  not  mute, 

Tempered  to  the  oaten  flute : 

Rough  satyrs  danced,  and  fauns  with  cloven  heel 

From  the  glad  sound  would  not  be  absent  long, 

And  old  Dametas  loved  to  hear  our  song. 

But  oh !  the  heavy  change,  now  thou  art  gone, 

Now  thou  art  gone,  and  never  must  return  ! 

Thee,  shepherd,  thee  the  woods  and  desert  caves 

With  wild  thyme  and  the  gadding  vine  o'ergrown, 

And  all  their  echoes  mourn. 

The  willows  and  the  hazel  copses  green 

Shall  now  no  more  be  seen 

Fanning  their  joyous  leaves  to  thy  soft  lays. 

As  killing  as  the  canker  to  the  rose, 

Or  taint-worn  to  the  weanling  herds  that  graze. 

Or  frost  to  flowers  that  their  gay  wardrobe  wear 

When  first  the  white-thorn  blows ; 

Such,  Lycidas,  thy  loss  to  shepherd's  ear !" 

After  the  fine  apostrophe  on  Fame  which  PhcBbus  is  inyoked 
to  utter,  the  poet  proceeds : — 

''  Oh  fountain  Arethuse,  and  thou  honour'd  flood. 
Smooth  sliding  Mincius,  crown'd  with  vocal  reeds. 
That  strain  I  heard  was  of  a  higher  mood ; 
But  now  my  oat  proceeds, 
And  listens  to  the  herald  of  the  sea 
That  came  in  Neptune's  plea. 
He  ask'd  the  waves,  and  ask'd  the  felon  winds, 
What  hard  mishap  hath  doom'd  this  gentle  swain  1 
And  question'd  every  gust  of  rugged  winds 
That  blows  from  ofi"  each  beaked  promontory. 
They  knew  not  of  his  story :   - 
And  sage  Hippotades  their  answer  brings. 
That  not  a  blast  was  from  his  dungeon  stray 'd, 
The  air  was  calm,  and  on  the  level  brine 
Sleek  Panope  with  all  het  sisters  play'd." 

If  this  is  art,  it  is  ]peifecX  aii\  xiq»i  $>.ci  -«^  V\^  'tfsv  ^asj^^ssfi^ 
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better.  The  measure  of  the  verse,  the  very  soand  of  the  names, 
would  almost  produce  the  effect  here  described.  To  ask  the 
poet  not  to  make  use  of  such  allusions  as  these  is  to  ask  the 
painter  not  to  dip  in  the  colours  of  the  rainbow,  if  he  could. — 
In  fact,  it  is  the  common  cant  of  criticism  to  consider  every  allu- 
sion to  the  classics,  and  particularly  in  a  mind  like  Milton's,  as 
pedantry  and  affectation.  Habit  is  a  second  nature;  and,  in 
this  sense,  the  pedantry  (if  it  is  to  be  so  called)  of  the  scholastic 
enthusiast,  who  is  constantly  referring  to  images  of  which  his 
mind  is  full,  is  as  graceful  las  it  is  natural  It  is  not  affectation 
m  him  t«  recur  to  ideas  and  modes  of  expression  with  which  he 
has  the  strongest  associations,  and  in  which  he  takes  the  greatest 
delight  Milton  was  as  conversant  with  the  world  of  genius 
before  him  as  with  the  world  of  nature  about  him ;  the  fables 
of  the  ancient  mythology  were  as  familiar  to  him  as  his  dreams. 
To  be  a  pedant  is  to  see  neither  the  beauties  of  nature  nor  of 
art  '  Milton  saw  4)oth ;  and  he  made  use  of  the  one  only  to 
adorn  and  give  new  interest  to  the  other.  He  was  a  passionate 
admirer  of  nature ;  and,  in  a  single  couplet  of  his,  describing 
the  moon, — 

"  Like  one  that  had  been  led  astray 
Through  the  heaven's  wide  pathless  way," — 

there  is  more  intense  observation,  and  intense  feeling  of  nature 
(as  if  he  had  gazed  himself  blind  in  looking  at  her,)  than  in 
twenty  volumes  of  descriptive  poetry.  But  he  added  in  his  own 
observation  of  nature  the  splendid  fictions  of  ancient  genius,  en- 
shrined her  in  the  mysteries  of  ancient  religion,  and  celebrated 
her  with  the  pomp  of  ancient  names. 

"  Next  Camus,  reverend  sire,  went  footing  slow, 
His  mantle  airy,  and  his  bonnet  sedge,  ' 

Inwrought  with  figures  dim,  and  on  the  edge 
like  to  that  sanguine  flower  inscrib'd  with  woe. 
Oh !  who  hath  reft  (quoth  he)  my  dearest  pledge  1 
Last  came  and  last  did  go. 
The  pilot  of  the  Galilean  lake." — 

There  is  a  wonderful  correspondence  in  the  rhythm  of  these 
lines  to  the  idea^  which  they  conyey.    TYda  ^^a^scs^gb^  ^sr^sx^ 
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alludes  to  the  clerical  character  of  Lyddas^  has  been  found  fault 
with,  as  combining  the  truths  of  the  Christian  religion  with  the 
fiction  of  the  Heathen  mythology.     I  conceive  there  is  very  little 
foundation  for  this  objection,  either  in  reason  or  good  taste.    I 
will  not  go  so  far  as  to  defend  Camoens,  who,  in  his  Lusud^ 
makes  Jupiter  send  Mercury  with  a  dream  to  propagate  the 
Catholic  religion ;  nor  do  I  know  that  it  is  generally  proper  to 
introduce  the  two  things  in  the  same  poem,  though  I  see  no  ob- 
jection to  it  here ;  but  of  this  I  am  quite  sure,  that  there  is  no 
inconsistency  or  natural  repugnance  between  this  poetical  and 
religious  faith  in  the  same  mind.     To  the  understanding,  the 
belief  of  the  one  is  incompatible  with  that  of  the  other ;  but,  in 
the  imagination,  they  not  only  may,  but  do  constantly,  co-exist 
I  will  venture  to  go  farther,  and  maintain  that  every  classical 
scholar,  however  orthodox  a  Christian  he  may  be,  is  an  honest 
Heathen  at  heart.     This  requires  explanation. — Whoever,  then, 
attaches  a  reality  to  any  idea  beyond  the  mere  name,  has,  to  a 
certain  extent  (though  not  an  abstract,)  an  habitual  and  practical 
belief  in  it.     Now,  to  any  one  familiar  with  the  names  of  the 
personages  of  the  Heathen  mythology,  they  convey  a  positive 
identity  beyond  the  mere  name.     We  refer  them  to  something 
out  of  ourselves.     It  is  only  by  an  effort  of  abstraction  that  we 
divest  ourselves  of  the  idea  of  their  reality ;  all  our  involuntary 
prejudices  are  on  their  side.      This  is  enough  for  the  poet 
They  impose  on  the  imagination  by  all  the  attractions  of  beauty 
and  grandeur.     They  come  down  to  us  in  sculpture  and  in 
song.  ,  We  have  the  same  associations  with  them  as  if  they  had 
really  been :  for  the  belief  of  the  fiction  in  ancient  times  has 
produced  all  the  same  effect  as  the  reality  could  have  done.    It 
was  a  reality  to  the  minds  of  the  ancient  Greeks  and  Romans, 
and  through  them  it  is  reflected  to  us.     And,  as  we  shape  towers, 
and  men,  and  armed  steeds,  out  of  the  broken  clouds  that  glitter 
in  the  distant  horizon,  so,  throned  above  the  ruins  of  the  ancient 
world,  Jupiter  still  nods  sublime  on  the  top  of  blue  Olympus, 
Hercules  leans  upon  his  club,  Apollo  has  not  laid  aside  his  bow, 
nor  Neptune  his  trident ;  the  sea-gods  ride  upon  the  sounding 

waves,  the  long  piocessVoii  oi  \v£to^^  «sA  ^<^T&)\-^j;yk  i^asses  in 

endless  review  before  \i8,  eiA  «ft!\\\.  v«^\isat 
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"  The  mufies  in  a  ring 
Aye  round  about  Jove's  altar  sing : 

Have  sight  of  Proteus  coming  from  the  sea, 
And  hear  old  Triton  blow  his  wreathed  horn." 

ill  these  mighty  fictions  had  really  existed,  they  could  have 
16  no  more  for  us ! — I  shall  only  give  one  other  passage  from 
cidas  ;  but  1  flatter  myself  that  it  will  be  a  treat  to  my  readers, 
hey  are  not  already  familiar  with  it.  It  is  the  passage  which 
itains  that  exquisite  description  of  the  flowers : 

"  Return,  Alpbeus ;  the  dread  voice  is  past 
That  shrunk  thy  streams ;  return,  Sicilian  Muse, 
And  call  the  vales,  and  bid  them  hither  cast 
Their  bells  and  flow'rets  of  a  thousand  hues. 
Ye  valleys  low,  where  the  mild  whispers  use 
Of  shades  and  wanton  winds  and  gushing  brooks, 
On  whose  fresh  lap  the  swart-star  sparely  looks, 
Throw  hither  all  your  quaint  enamell'd  eyes. 
That  on  the  green  turf  suck  the  honeyed  showers, 
And  purple  all  the  ground  with  vernal  flowers ; 
Bring  the  rathe  primrose  that  forsaken  dies. 
The  tufted  crow-toe,  and  pale  jessamine, 
The  white  pink,  and  the  pansy  freaked  virith  jet, 
The  glowing  violet, 

The  musk-rose,  and  the  well-attired  woodbine, 
With  cowslips  wan,  that  hang  the  pensive  head, 
And  every  flower,  that  sad  embroidery  wears ; 
Bid  amaranthus  all  his  beauty  shed. 
And  daffadillies  fill  their  cups  with  tears, 
To  strew  the  laureat  herse  where  Lydd  lies. 
For  so  to  interpose  a  little  cause. 
Let  our  frail  thoughts  dally  with  false  surmise. 
Ah  me !  Whilst  thee  the  shores  and  sounding  seas 
Waft  far  away,  where'er  thy  bones  are  hurl'd, 
Whether  beyond  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
Where  thou  perhaps  under  the  whelming  tide 
Yisit'st  the  bottom  of  the  monstrous  world ; 
Or  whether  thou  to  our  moist  vows  denied, 
Sleep'st  by  the  fables  of  Bellerus  old, 
Where  the  great  vision  of  the  guarded  mount 
Looks  towards  Namancos  and  Bayona's  hold 
Look  homeward,  Angel,  now,  and  melt  with  mth, 
And,  0  je  PoJphixui,  wait  the  hap\«ai  ywoAi.^^ 
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Dr.  Johnson  is  very  much  offended  at  the  introduction  of  these 
Dolphins ;  and  indeed,  if  he  had  had  to  guide  them  through  the 
waves,  he  would  have  made  much  the  same  figure  as  his  old 
friend  Dr.  Burney  does,  swimming  in  the  Th4imes  with  his  wig 
on,  with  the  water-nymphs,  in  the  picture  of  Barry,  at  the 
Adelphi. 

There  is  a  description  of  flowers  in  the  Winier's  Tale,  which 
I  shall  give  as  a  parallel  to  Milton's.  I  shall  leave  my  readers 
to  decide  which  is  the  finest ;  for  I  dare  not  give  the  preference. 
Perdita  says, — 

"  Here's  flowers  for  you, 
Hot  lavender,  mints,  savoury,  marjoram. 
The  marygold  that  goes  to  bed  with  the  sun. 
And  with  him  rises,  weeping ;  these  are  flowers 
Of  middle  summer,  and  I  think  they  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age.    Y'  are  welcome. 

''  CamiUo.    I  should  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  flock, 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

''Perdita.    Out,  alas! 
You'd  be  so  lean  that  blasts  of  January 

Would  blow  you  through  and  through.    Now,  my  fidrest  friends, 
I  would  I  had  some  flowers  o'  th'  spring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day .  O  Proserpina, 
For  the  flowers  now  that,  frighted,  you  let  fall 
From  Dis's  wagon !  daffodils. 
That  come  before  the  swallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  oi  March  with  beauty ;  violets  dim, 
But  sweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes, 
Or  Cytherea's  breath ;  pale  primroses, 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phcebus  in  his  strength,  a  malady 
Most  incident  to  maids ;  bold  oxlips,  and 
The  crown  imperial ;  lilies  of  all  kinds. 
The  flower  de  lis  being  one.    O  these  I  lack 
To  make  you  garlands  of,  and  my  sweet  friend 
To  strew  him  o'er  and  o'er." 

Dr.  Johnson's  general  remark,  that  Milton's  genius  had  not 
room  to  shew  itself  in  his  smaller  pieces,  is  not  weU-founded. 
Not  to  mention  Lycidas,  the  Allegro,  and  Penseroso,  it  proceeds 
on  a  false  estimate  of  the  merits  of  his  great  work,  which  is  not 
moire  di8tingui&\ked  Yiy  ^^^ckiS^  ^"^^  ^raXAsmt^  than  by  tende^ 
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ness  and  beauty. — The  last  were  as  essential  qualities  of  Mil- 
ton's mind  as  the  first.  The  battle  of  the  angels,  which  has 
been  commonly  considered  as  the  best  part  of  the  Paradise 
Lost  J  is  the  worst 


II. 


ON  THE   CHARACTER   OF   IOLTON's  EVE. 

The  difference  between  the  character  of  Eve  in  Milton,  and 
Shakspeare's  female  characters  is  very  striking,  and  it  appears 
to  me  to  be  this : — ^Milton  describes  jEre  not  only  as  full  of  love 
and  tenderness  for  Adam,  but  as  the  constant  object  of  admira- 
tion in  herself  She  is  the  idol  of  the  poet's  imagination,  and 
he  paints  her  whole  person  with  a  studied  profusion  of  charms. 
She  is  the  wife,  but  she  is  still  as  much  as  ever  the  mistress,  of 
Adam.  She  is  tepresented,  indeed,  as  devoted  to  her  husband, 
as  twining  round  him  for  support,  "  as  the  vine  curls  her  ten- 
drils," but  her  own  grace  and  beauty  are  never  lost  sight  of  in 
the  picture  of  copjugal  felicity.  AdanCs  attention  and  regard 
are  as  much  to  her  as  hers  to  him  ;  for  "  in  the  first  garden  of 
their  innocence,"  he  had  no  other  objects  or  pursuits  to  distract 
his  ^ttentioti ;  she  was  both  his  business  and  his  pleasure. 
Shakspeare's  females,  on  the  contrary,  seem  to  exist  only  in  their 
attachment  to  others.  They  are  pure  abstractions  of  the  affec- 
tions. Their  features  are  not  painted,  nor  the  colour  of  their 
hair.  Their  hearts  only  are  laid  open.  We  are  acquainted 
with  Imogen,  Miranda,  Ophelia,  or  Desdemonu,  by  what  they 
thought  and  felt,  but  we  cannot  tell  whether  they  were  black, 
brown,  or  fair.  But  Milton's  Eve  is  all  of  ivory  and  gold. 
Shakspeare  seldom  tantalizes  the  reader  with  a  luxurious  dis- 
play of  the  personal  charms  of  his  heroines,  with  a  curious 
inventory  of  particular  beauties,  except  indirectly,  and  for  some 
other  purpose,  as  where  lachimo  describes  Imogen  asleep,  or  the 
old  men  in  the  Winter^ s  Tcde  vie  with  each  other  in  invidious 
praise  of  Perdita,    Even  in  Juliet,  the  moe(l  \oVvx\tViQraA  ^"Ck.^ 
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glowing  of  the  class  of  characters  here  spoken  of,  we  are  re-  I 
minded  chiefly  of  circumstances  connected  with  the  physiognomy  I 
of  passion,  as  in  her  leaning  with  her  cheek  upon  her  arm,  or 
which  only  convey  the  general  impression  of  enthusiasm  made 
on  her  lover's  brain.  One  thing  may  be  said,  that  Shakspeare 
had  not  the  same  opportunities  as  Milton :  for  his  women  were 
clothed,  and  it  cannot  be  denied  that  Milton  took  Eve  at  a  con- 
siderable disadvantage  in  this  respect.  He  has  accordingly 
described  her  in  all  the  loveliness  of  nature,  tempting  to  sight 
as  the  fruit  of  the  Hesperides  guarded  by  that  Dragon  old,  her- 
self the  fairest  among  the  flowers  of  Paradise ! 

The  figures  of  both  Adam  and  Eve  are  very  prominent  in 
this  poem.  As  there  is  little  action  in  it,  the  interest  is  con- 
stantly kept  up  by  the  beauty  and  grandeur  of  the  images. 
They  are  thus  introduced : 

"  Two  of  far  nobler  shape,  erect  and  tall, 
Godlike  erect,  with  native  honour  clad, 
In  naked  majesty  seemed  lords  of  all. 
And  worthy  seemed ;  for  in  their  looks  divine 
The  image  of  their  glorious  Maker  shone : 

Though  both 
Not  equal,  as  their  sex  not  equal  seem'd ; 
For  contemplation  he  and  valour  formed. 
For  softness  she  and  sweet  attractive  grace ; 
He  for  Qod  only,  she  for  Gh)d  in  him. 
His  fair  large  front  and  eye  sublime  declared 
Absolute  rule ;  and  hyacinthine  locks 
Round  from  his  parted  forelock  manly  hung 
Clust'ring,  but  not  beneath  his  shoulders  broad; 
She  as  a  veil  down  to  the  slender  waist 
Her  unadorned  golden  tresses  wore 
Dishevell'd,  but  in  wanton  ringlets  wav'd 
As  the  vine  curls  her  tendrils,  which  implied 
Subjection,  but  required  with  gentle  sway, 
And  by  her  jdelded,  by  him  best  r^eiv*d, 
Yielded  with  coy  submission,  modest  pride,  ^ 
And  sweet  reluctant  amorous  delay." 

Eve  is  not  only  Tepieseivt.ed  as  beautiful,  but  with  conscious 
beauty.    Shakspeaxtfa\ifito\ii'e»  «x^  ^iSaxtfisX  SsaKwSisStfj^  ^^^^ 
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•ms,  and  wound  without  knowing  it.  They  are  not  coquets, 
le  salvation  of  mankind  had  depended  upon  one  of  them, 
lon't  know — but  the  devil  might  have  been  baulked.  This 
It  a  conjecture  !  JEve  has  a  great  idea  of  herself,  and  there 
ime  difficulty  in  prevailing  on  her  to  quit  her  own  image, 
first  time  she  discovers  its  reflection  in  the  water.  She  gives 
following  account  of  herself  to  Adam : — 

"  That  day  I  oft  rcmembcT,  when  from  sleep 
I  first  awak'd,  and  found  myself  repos'd 
Under  a  shade  of  flow'rs,  much  wond'ring  where 
And  what  I  was,  whence  thither  brought  and  how. 
Not  distant  far  from  thence  a  murmuring  sound 
Of  waters  issued  from  a  cave,  and  spread 
Into  a  liquid  plain,  then  stood  unmov'd 
Pure  as  the  expanse  of  Heav'n  ;  I  thither  went 
With  unexperienc'd  thought,  and  laid  me  down 
On  the  green  bank,  to  look  into  the  clear 
Smooth  lake,  that  to  me  seemed  another  sky : 
Asl  bent  down  to  look  just  opposite 
A  shape  within  the  wat'ry  gleam  appear'd, 
Bending  to  look  on  me ;  I  started  back, 
It  started  back ;  but  pleas'd  I  soon  return 'd, 
Pleas'd  it  return'd  as  soon  with  answ'ring  looks 
Of  sympathy  and  love." 

poet  afterwards  adds  : — 

"  So  spake  our  general  mother,  and  with  eyes 

Of  conjugal  attraction  unreprov'd. 

And  meek  surrender,  half  embracing  lean'd 

On  our  first  father ;  half  her  swelling  breast 

Naked  met  his  under  the  flowing  gold 

Of  her  loose  tresses  hid  :  he  in  delight 

Both  of  her  beauty  and  submissive  charms 

Smil'd  with  superior  love,  as  Jupiter 

On  Juno  smiles,  when  he  impregns  the  clouds  ♦ 

That  shed  the  May  flowers." 

* 
he  same  thought  is  repeated  with  greater  simplicity,  and 
aps  even  beauty,  in  the  beginning  of  the  Fifth  Book : — 

"  So  much  the  more 
His  wonder  was  to  find  unwaken'd  Eve 
Wkb  treeses  diacompoa'd  and  glowing  cheeV^ 
15 


ttO  ON  MILTON«  EVE.  [appendix,! 

Ai  through  unquiet  rest :  he,  on  his  side, 
Leaning  half-rais'd  with  looks  of  cordial  love 
Hung  over  her  enamour'd,  and  beheld 
Beauty,  which,  whether  waking  or  asleep, 
Shot  forth  peculiar  graces ;  then  with  voice 
Mild,  as  when  Zephyrus  on  Flora  breathes. 
Her  hand  soft  touching,  whisper'd  thus :  Awake 
My  fairest,  my  espous'd,  my  latest  found, 
Heav'n's  last  best  gift,  my  ever  new  delight, 

The  general  style,  indeed,  in  which  Eve  i$  addressed  by 
Adatfij  or  described  by  the  poet,  is  in  the  highest  strain  of  com- 
pliment : — 

"  When  Adam  thus  to  Eve.    Fair  consort,  the  hour 

Of  night  approaches." 
"  To  whom  thus  Eve,  with  perfect  beauty  adorned." 
*'  To  whom  our  general  ancestor  replied, 

Daughter  of  Grod  and  Man,  accomplish'd  Eve." 

Eve  is  herself  so  well  convinced  that  these  epithets  are  her 
due  that  the  idea  follows  her  in  her  sleep,  and  she  dreams  of 
herself  as  the  paragon  of  nature,  the  wonder  of  the  universe  :— 

"  Methought 
Close  at  mine  ear,  one  call'd  me  forth  to  walk. 
With  gentle  voice,  I  thought  it  thine ;  it  said. 
Why  sleep'st  thou,  Eve  1  now  is  the  pleasant  time. 
The  cool,  the  silent,  save  where  silence  yields 
To  the  night>warbling  bird,  that  now  awake 
Tunes  sweetest  his  love-labour'd  song ;  now  reigns 
FuU-orb'd  the  moon,  and  with  more  pleasing  light 
Shadowy  sets  off  the  face  of  things ;  in  vain 
If  none  regard ;  Heav'n  wakes  with  all  his  eyes, 
Whom  to  behold  but  thee,  Nature's  desire  1 
In  whose  sight  all  things  joy,  with  ravishment 
Attracted  by  thy  beauty  still  to  gaze." 

This  is  the  very  topic,  too,  on  which  the  Serpent  afterwards 

enlarges  with  so  much  artful  insinuation  and  fatal  consequences 

of  success.     "  So  talked  the  spirited  sly  snake." — The  con- 

ciasion  of  the  foregoing  ^Gexv^^Vn  viViiciOsi'Eriae.^^Wfts  her  dream 

and  Adam  comforts  Yiei,\amci\i%ik«xn^«^^»^^^^^  ^^  \^"«sto^^^^ 
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that,  though  not  to  ray  immediate  purpose,  I  cannot  refrain  from 
quoting  it : — 

"  So  cheer'd  he  his  fair  spouse,  and  she  was  cheered ; 
But  silently  a  gentle  tear  let  fall 
From  either  eye,  and  wip'd  them  with  her  hair ; 
Two  other  precious  drops  that  ready  stood, 
Each  in  their  crystal  sluice,  he  ere  they  fell 
Kiss'd,  as  the  gracious  signs  of  sweet  remorse 
And  pious  awe,  that  fear'd  to  have  offended/' 

The  formal  eulogy  on  Eve  which  Adam  addresses  to  the 
Angel,  in  giving  an  account  of  his  own  creation  and  hers,  is 
ftill  of  elaborate  grace : — 

"  Under  his  forming  hand  a  creature  grew, 

so  lovely  fair 

,       That  what  seem'd  fair  in  all  the  world  seemed  now 
» 

Mean,  or  in  her  summ'd  up,  in  her  contained 
And  in  her  looks,  which  from  that  time  infus'd 
Sweetness  into  my  heart,  unfelt  before, 
And  into  all  things  from  her  air  inspired 
The  spirit  of  love  and  amorous  delight." 

That  which  distinguishes  Milton  from  the  other  poets,  who 
have  pampered  the  eye  and  fed  the  imagination  with  exuberant 
descriptions  of  female  beauty,  is  the  moral  severity  with  which 
he  has  tempered  them.  There  is  not  a  line  in  his  works  which 
tends  to  licentiousness,  or  the  impression  of  which,  if  it  has 
such  a  tendency,*  is  not  effectually  checked  by  thought  and 
sentiment     The  following  are  two  remarkable  instances : — 

"  In  shadier  bower 
More  secret  and  sequestered,  though  but  feign'd, 
Pan  or  Sylvanus  never  slept,  nor  Nymph, 
Nor  Faunus  haunted.    Here  in  close  recess. 
With  flowers,  garlands,  and  sweet  smelling  herbs, 
Espoused  Eve  deck'd  first  her  nuptial  bed. 
And  heavenly  quires  the  hymencean  sung, 
What  day  the  genial  Angel  to  our  sire 
Brought  her  in  naked  beauty  more  adom'd. 
More  lovely  than  Pandora,  whom  the  GK>ds 
Endow'd  with  all  their  gifts,  and  O  too  Ukft ' 
Id  Bad  event,  when  to  tV  unwiaet  «oti 
OfJttpbet  brought  by  Hermes,  she  ensiiBf  ^ 
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Mankind  by  her  fair  looks,  to  be  aveng'd 
On  him  who  had  stole  Jove's  authentic  fire." 

The  other  is  a  passage  of  extreme  beauty  and  pathos  blended. 

It  is  the  one  in  which  the  Angel  is  described  as  the  guest  of 

our  first  ancestors : — 

"  Meanwhile  at  table  Eve 
Ministered  naked,  and  their  flowinjir  cups 
With  pleasant  liquors  crown'd :  O  innocence 
Deserving  Paradise !  if  ever,  then, 
Then  had  the  sons  of  God  excuse  to  have  been 
Enamour'd  at  that  sight :  but  in  those  hearts 
Love  unlibidinous  reigned,  nor  jealousy 
Was  understood,  the  injured  lover's  HelL" 

The  character  which  a  living  poet  has  given  of  Spenser 
would  be  much  more  true  of  Milton : — 

'*  Yet  not  more  sweet 
Than  pure  was  he,  and  not  more  pure  than  wise; 
High  Priest  of  all  the  Muses'  mysteries." 

Spenser,  on  the  contrary,  is  very  apt  to  pry  into  mysteries  which 
do  not  belong  to  the  Muses.     Milton^s  voluptuousness  is  not  las- 
civiousness  nor  sensual.     He  describes  beautiful  objects  for  their 
own  sakes.     Spenser  has  an  eye  to  the  consequences,  and  steeps 
every  thing  in  pleasure,  often  not  of  the  purest  kind.    The 
want  of  passion  has  been  brought  as  an  objection  against  Mil- 
ton, and  his  Adam  and  Eve  have  been  considered  as  rather  insipid 
personages,  wrapped  up  in  one  another,  a^d  who  excite  but 
little  sympathy  in  any  one  else.     I  do  not  feel  this  objection  my- 
self: I  am  content  to  be  spectator  in  such  scenes,  without  any 
other  excitement     In  general  the  interest  in  Milton  is  essential- 
ly epic,  and  not  dramatic  ;  and  the  difference  between  the  epic 
and  the  dramatic  is  this,  that  in  the  former  the  imagination  pro- 
duces the  passion,  and  in  the  latter  the  passion  produces  the 
imagination.     The  interest  of  epic  poetry  arises  from  the  con- 
templation of  certain  objects  in  themselves  grand  and  beautiful ; 
the  interest  of  dramatic  poetry  from  sympathy  with  the  passions 
and  pursuits  of  others ;  that  is  from  the  practical  relations  of 
certain  persons  to  cexXaVa  o\>\^c\a^«ja  ^^^\k^\!k!^  ^\ji.  accident  or 
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'he  Pyramids  of  Egypt  are  epic  objects :  the  imagination  of 
a  is  necessarily  attended  with  passion ;  but  they  have  no 
natic  interest ;  till  circumstances  connect  them  with  some 
lan  catastrophe.  Now  a  poem  might  be  constructed  almost 
rely  of  such  images,  of  the  highest  intellectual  passion,  with 
)  dramatic  interest ;  and  it  is  in  this  way  that  Milton  has  in 
reat  measure  constructed  his  poem.  That  is  not  its  fault, 
its  excellence.  The  fault  is  in  those  who  have  no  idea  but 
me  kind  of  interest.  But  this  question  would  lead  to  a 
er  discussion  than  I  have  room  for  at  present.  I  shall  con- 
e  these  extracts  from  Milton  with  two  passages,  which  have 
lys  appeared  to  me  to  be  highly  affecting,  and  to  contain  a 
discrimination  of  character : 

*'  O  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  of  Death ! 
Must  I  thus  leave  thee,  Paradise  1  thus  leave 
Thee,  native  soil,  these  happy  walks  and  shades, 
Fit  haunt  of  Gods  1    Where  I  had  hope  to  spend, 
Cluiet,  though  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day 
That  must  he  mortal  to  us  hoth.    O  flowers, 
That  never  will  in  other  climate  grow, 
My  early  visitation  and  my  last 
At  even,  which  I  hred  up  with  tender  hand 
From  the  first  opening  bud,  and  gave  ye  names, 
Who  now  shall  rear  ye  to  the  sun,  or  rank 
Your  tribes,  and  water  from  th'  ambrosial  fount  1 
Thee,  lastly,  nuptial  bow'r,  by  me  adorn'd 
With  what  to  sight  or  smell  was  sweet,  from  thee 
How  shall  I  part,  and  whither  wander  down 
Into  a  lower  world,  to  this  obscure 
And  wild  7  how  shall  we  breathe  in  other  air 
Less  pure,  accustom'd  to  immortal  fruits  V* 

his  is  the  lamentation  of  Eve  on  being  driven  out  of  Para- 

AdarrCs  reflections  are  in  a  different  strain,  and  still  finer. 

r  expressing  his  submission  to  the  will  of  his  Maker,  he 


"  This  most  afflicts  me,  that  departing  hence 
As  from  his  face  I  shall  be  hid,  depriv'd 
His  blessed  countenance ;  here  I  could  frequent 
With  worship  place  by  place  where  he  vouchsaf 'd 
Pjiainici9'«divme,  and  to  my  eons  lelttto, 


814  ON  WORDSWORTBPS  "EXCURSION."  [appenihx, ra. 


On  this  mount  he  appeared,  under  this  tree 

Stood  visible,  among  these  lones  his  voice 

I  heard,  here  with  him  at  this  fountain  talk'd : 

So  many  grateful  altars  I  would  rear 

Of  grassy  turf,  and  pile  up  every  stone 

Of  lustre  from  the  brook,  in  memory 

Or  monument  to  ages,  and  thereon 

Offer  sweet-smelling  gums  and  fruits  and  flowers. 

In  yonder  nether  world  .where  shall  I  seek 

His  bright  appearances,  or  footstep  trace  1 

For  though  I  fled  him  angry,  yet,  recalled 

To  life  prolong'd  and  promised  race,  I  now 

Gladly  behold  though  but  his  utmost  skirts 

Of  glory,  and  far  ofi*  his  steps  adore." 


ni. 

ON  VOL.  Wordsworth's  poem,  "  the  excursion." 

In  power  of  intellect,  in  lofty  conception,  in  the  depth  of  feeling, 
at  once  simple  and  sublime,  which  pervades  every  part  of  it,  and 
which  gives  to  every  object  an  almost  preternatural  and  preter- 
human interest,  this  work  has  seldom  been  surpassed.  The 
poem  of  the  Excursion  resembles  that  part  of  the  country  in 
which  the  scene  is  laid.  It  has  the  same  Tastness  and  magnifi*  ' 
cence,  with  the  same  nakedness  and  confusion.  It  has  the  same 
overwhelming,  oppressive  power.  It  excites  or  recals  the  same 
sensations  which  those  who  have  traversed  that  wonderful 
scenery  must  have  felt.  We  are  surrounded  with  the  constant 
sense  and  superstitious  awe  of  the  collective  power  of  matter,  of 
the  gigantic  and  eternal  forms  of  nature,  on  which,  from  the  be- 
ginning of  time,  the  hand  of  man  has  made  no  impression. 
Here  are  no  dotted  lines,  no  hedge-row  beauties,  no  box-tree 
borders,  no  gravel  walks,  no  square  mechanic  inclosures  ;  all  is 
left  loose  and  irregular  in  the  rude  chaos  of  aboriginal  nature. 
The  boundaries  of  hill  and  valley  are  the  poet's  only  geography, 
where  we  wander  with  him  incessantly  over  deep  beds  of  moss 

and  waving  fern,  amidst  tYie  Vcoo^a  oi  i^^-^^«t  ^\A  ^rAji  ^nim^s. 

Such  18  the  severe  simplidXy  ol  Ux,  ^^x^^^SioL^  xas^aSiaaxV 


jLPPENDix,  m.]  ON  WORDSWORTH'S  "EXCURSION."  315 

doubt  whether  he  would  not  reject  a  druidical  temple,  or  time- 
hallowed  ruin,  as  too  modern  and  artificial  for  his  purpose.  He 
only  familiarizes  himself  or  his  readers  with  a  stone,  covered 
with  lichens,  which  has  slept  in  the  same  spot  of  ground  from  the 
creation  of  the  world,  or  with  the  rocky  fissure  between  two 
mountains  caused  by  thunder,  or  with  a  cavern  scooped  out  by 
the  sea.  His  mind  is,  as  it  were,  coeval  with  the  primary  forms 
of  things ;  his  imagination  holds  immediately  from  nature,  and 
"  owes  no  allegiance  "  but  "  to  the  elements." 

The  Excursion  may  be  considered  as  a  philosophical  pastoral 
poem, — as  a  scholastic  romance.  It  is  less  a  poem  on  the 
country  than  on  the  love  of  the  country.  It  is  not  so  much  a 
desctiption  of  natural  objects  as  of  the  feeling  associated  with 
them  ;  not  on  account  of  the  manners  of  rural  life,  but  the  result 
of  the  poet's  reflections  on  it.  He  does  not  present  the  reader 
with  a  lively  succession  of  images  or  incidents,  but  paints  the 
outgoings  of  his  owq  heart,  the  shapings  of  his  own  fancy.  He 
may  be  said  to  create  his  own  materials ;  his  thoughts  are  his 
real  subject.  His  understanding  broods  over  that  which  is 
"without  form  and  void,"  and  "makes  it  pregnant."  He  sees 
all  things  in  himself  He  hardly  ever  avails  himself  of  remark- 
able objects  or  situations,  but,  in  general,  rejects  them  as  inter- 
fering with  the  workings  of  his  own  mind,  as  disturbing  the 
smooth,  deep,  majestic  current  of  his  own  feelings.  Thus  his 
descriptions  of  natural  scenery  are  not  brought  home  distinctly 
to  the  naked  eye  by  forms  and  circumstances,  but  every  object  is 
seen  through  the  medium  of  innumerable  recollections,  is  clothed 
with  the  haze  of  imagination  like  a  glittering  vapour,  is  obscured 
with  the  excess  of  glory,  has  the  shadowy  brightness  of  a  wak- 
ing dream.  The  image  is  lost  in  the  sentiment,  as  sound  in  the 
multiplication  of  echoes, 

"  And  visions,  as  prophetic  eyes  avow, 
Hang  on  each  leaf,  and  cling  to  every  hough.' 

In  describing  human  nature,  Mr.  Wordsworth  equally  shuns 
the  common  'vantage-grounds  of  popular  story,  of  striking  inci- 
dent)  dr  fatal  catastrophe,  as  cheap  and  vulgar  modes  of  produ- 
cing an  effect    He  scans  the  human  lac^  ^  V)fiL^  \!la^:^:aA^ClS^ 
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measures  the  earth's  zone,  without  attending  to  the  picturesque 
points  of  view,  the  abrupt  inequalities  of  surface.  He  contem- 
plates the  passions  and  habits  of  men,  not  in  their  extremes,  but 
in  the  first  elements ;  their  follies  and  vices,  not  at  their  height, 
with  ail  their  embossed  evils  upon  their  heads,  but  as  lurking 
in  embryo, — the  seeds  of  the  disorder  inwoven  with  our  very 
constitution.  He  only  sympathises  with  those  simple  forms  of 
feeling  which  mingle  at  once  with  his  own  identity,  or  with  the 
stream  of  general  humanity.  To  him  the  great  and  the  small 
are  the  same ;  the  near  and  the  remote ;  what  appears,  and  what 
only  is.  The  general  and  the  permanent,  like  the  Platonic 
.ideas,  are  his  only  realities.  All  accidental  varieties  and  indi- 
vidual contrasts  are  lost  in  an  endless  continuity  of  feeling ;  like 
drops  of  water  in  the  ocean-stream !  An  intense  intellectual 
egotism  swallows  up  every  thing.  Even  the  dialogues  intro- 
duced in  the  present  volume  are  soliloquies  of  the  same  charac- 
ter, taking  different  views  of  the  subject,.  The  recluse,  the 
pastor,  and  the  pedler,  are  three  persons  in  o^e  poet.  I  myself 
disapprove  of  thes^  "  interlocutions  between  Lucius  and  Caius" 
as  impertinent  babbling,  wher«  there  is  no  dramatic  distinction 
of  character.  But  the  evident  scope  and  tendency  of  Mr- 
Wordsworth's  mind  is  the  reverse  of  dramatic.  It  resists  all 
change  of  character,  all  variety  of  scenery,  all  the  bustle,  ma- 
chinery, and  pantomime  of  the  stage,  or  of  real  life, — whatever 
might  relieve,  or  relax,  or  change  the  direction  of  its  own  activ- 
ity, jealous  of  all  competition.  The  power  of  his  mind  preys 
upon  itself  It  is  as  if  there  were  nothing  but  himself  and  the 
universe.  He  lives  in  the  busy  solitude  of  his  own  heart ;  in 
the  deep  silence  of  thought.  His  imagination  lends  life  and 
feeling  only  to  "  the  bare  trees  and  mountains  bare ;"  peoples 
the  viewless  tracts  of  air,  and  converses  with  the  silent  clouds ! 
I  could  have  wished  that  our  author  had  given  to  his  work 
the  form  of  a  didactic  poem  altogether,  with  only  occasional  di- 
gressions or  allusions  to  particular  instances.  But  he  has  chosen 
to  encumber  himself  with  a  load  of  narrative  and  description, 
which  sometimes  hinders  the  progress  and  effect  of  the  general 
reasoning,  and  whkVi,  irvst^aA.  o^  Vievw^  vawoveu  with  the  text, 
would  have  come  iubeXlet  \vi^Va.\u  Y^oafe^axvQN.'^^'^N.'^^^^iSii.^ 
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the  volume.     Mr.  Wordsworth,  indeed,  says  finely,  and  perhaps 
B8  truly  as  finely : — 

"  Exchange  the  shepherd's  frock  of  native  gray 
For  robes  with  regal  purple  tinged ;  convert 
The  crook  into  a  sceptre ;  give  the  pomp 
Of  circumstance ;  and  here  the  tragic  Muse 
Shall  find  apt  subjects  for  her  highest  art. 
Amid  the  groves,  beneath  tlie  shadowy  bills, 
The  generations  are  prepared ;  the  pangs, 
The  internal  pangs  are  ready ;  the  dread  strife 
Of  poor  humanity's  afflicted  will 
Struggling  in  vain  with  ruthless  destiny." 

But  he  immediately  declines  availing  himself  of  these  re- 
sources of  the  rustic  moralist :  for  the  priest,  who  ofiiciates  as 
"  the  sad  historian  of  the  pensive  plain,"  says  in  reply : — 

"  Our  system  is  not  fashioned  to  preclude 
That  sympathy  which  you'  for  others  ask  : 
And  I  could  tell,  not  travelling  for  my  theme 
Beyond  the  limits  of  these  humble  graves, 
Of  strange  disasters ;  but  I  pass  them  by, 
Loth  to  disturb  what  Heaven  hath  hushed  to  peace." 

^  fliere  is,  in  fact,  in  Mr.  Wordsworth's  mind  an  evident  re- 
pugnance to  admit  anything  that  tells  for  itself  without  the  inter- 
pretation of  the  Jpoet, — a  fastidious  antipathy  to  immediate  effect, 
— a  systematic  unwillingness  to  share  the  palm  with  his  subject. 
Where,  however,  he  has  a  subject  presented  to  him,  "  such  as 
the  meeting  soul  may  pierce,"  and  to  which  he  does  not  grudge 
to  lend  the  aid  of  his  fine  genius,  his  powers  of  description  and 
fancy  seem  to  be  little  inferior  to  those  of  his  classical  predeces- 
sor, Akenside.  Among  several  others  which  I  might  select, 
I  give  the  following  passage,  describing  the  religion  of  ancient 
Greece : — 

"  In  that  fair  clime,  the  lonely  herdsman,  stretch'd 
On  the  soft  grass  through  half  a  summer's  day. 
With  music  lulled  his  indolent  repose : 
And  in  some  fit  of  weariness,  if  he, 
When  his  own  breath  was  silent,  chanced  to  hear 
A  distant  strain,  far  sweeter  than  iVie  aoxxix^^ 
Which  Ms  pppr  skill  coiild  make,  hva  itJic^  i<&\x^^ 
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EiVen  from  the  blazing  chariot  of  the  sun, 

A  beardless  youth,  who  touched  a  golden  lute, 

And  filled  the  illumined  groves  with  ravishment. 

The  nightly  hunter,  lifting  up  his  eyes 

Towards  the  crescent  moon,  with  grateful  heart 

Called  on  the  lovely  wanderer,  who  bestowed 

That  timely  light,  to  share  his  joyous  sport : 

And  hence,  a  beaming  Goddess  with  her  Nymphs 

Across  the  lawn  and  through  the  darksome  grove, 

(Nor  unaccompanied  with  tuneful  notes 

By  echo  multipled  from  rock  cr  cave,) 

Swept  in  the  storm  of  chase,  as  moon  and  stars 

Glance  rapidly  along  the  clouded  heavens, 

When  winds  are  blowing  strong.    The  traveller  slaked 

His  thrist  from  rill,  or  gushing  fount,  and  thanked 

The  Naiad. — Sun-beams,  upon  distant  hills 

Gliding  apace,  with  shadows  in  their  train, 

Might,  with  small  help  from  fancy,  be  transformed 

Into  fleet  Oreads,  sporting  visibly. 

The  zeph3rrs  fanning  as  they  passed  their  vHngs, 

Lacked  not  for  love,  fair  objects,  whom  they  wooed 

With  gentle  whisper.    Withered  boughs  grotesque. 

Stripped  of  their  leaves  and  twigs  by  hoary  age. 

From  depth  of  shaggy  covert  peeping  forth 

In  the  low  vale,  or  on  steep  mountain  side : 

And  sometimes  intermixed  with  stirring  horns 

Of  the  live  deer,  or  goat's  depending  beard ; 

These  were  the  lurking  satyrs,  a  wild  brood 

Of  gamesome  Deities !  or  Pan  himself. 

The  simple  shepherd's  awe-inspiring  God." 

The  foregoing  is  one  of  a  succession  of  splendid  passages 
equally  enriched  with  philosophy  and  poetry,  tracing  the  fic- 
tions of  Eastern  mythology  to  the  immediate  intercourse  of  the 
imagination  with  Nature,  and  to  the  habitual  propensity  of  the 
human  mind  to  endow  the  outward  forms  of  being  with  life  and 
conscious  motion.  With  this  expansive  and  animating  princi- 
ple, Mr.  Wordsworth  has  forcibly,  but  somewhat  severely,  con- 
trasted the  cold,  narrow,  lifeless  spirit  of  modern  philosophy : — 

"  How,  shall  our  great  discoverers  obtain 
From  sense  and  leu&oiv  \ea&  IIvqj:^  these  obtained, 
Though  far  VRiaVeA  '\  ^\«\\  meiv  ^T^>m  ^Votbl  ^soa  ^ajjSk 
Unbaffled  ]pow«»  ot  Nmoxi^»xJa^Yt«%w«^ 
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To  explore  the  world  without,  and  world  withia, 

Be  joyless  as  the  blind  1  Ambitious  souls 

Whom  earth  at  this  late  season  hath  produced 

To  regulate  the  moving  spheres,  and  weigh 

The  planets  in  the  hollow  of  their  hand ; 

And  they -who  rather  dive  than  soar,  whose  pains 

Have  solved  the  elements,  or  analyzed 

The  thinking  principle — shall  they  in  fact  ^ 

Prove  a  degraded  race  1  And  what  avails  < 

>  Renown,  if  their  presumption  make  them  such  1 

Inquire  of  ancient  wisdom ;  go,  demand 

Of  mighty  nature,  if  'twas  ever  meant 

That  we  should  pry  far  off,  yet  be  unraised : 

That  we  should  pore,  and  dwindle  as  we  pore, 

Viewing  all  objects  unremittingly 

In  disconnection  dead  and  spiritless ; 
'  And  still  dividing  and  dividing  still  ' 

Break  down  all  grandeur,  still  unsatisfied 

With  the  perverse  attempt,  while  littleness  A 

May  yet  become  more  little ;  waging  thus 

An  impious  warfare  with  the  very  life 

Of  our  own  souls ! — And  if  indeed  thei^  be 

An  all-pervading  spirit,  upon  whom  ' 

Our  dark  foundations  rest,  could  he  design, 

That  this  magnificent  effect  of  power,  f' 

The  earth  we  tread,  the  sky  which  we  behold 

By  day,  and  all  the  pomp  which  night  reveals, 

That  these — and  that  superior  mystery, 

Our  vital  frame,  so  fearfully  devised, 

And  the  dread  soul  within  it — should  exist 

Only  to  be  examined,  pondered,  searched. 

Probed,  vexed,  and  criticised — ^to  be  prized 

No  more  than  as  a  mirror  that  reflects 

To  proud  self-love  her  own  intelligence  1" 

From  the  chemists  and  metaphysicians  our  author  turns  to 
the  laughing  sage  of  France,  Voltaire.  "Poor  gentleman-,  it 
fares  no  better  with  him,  for  he's  a  wit."  We  cannot,  however, 
agree  with  Mr.  Wordsworth,  that  Candida  is  dvU.  It  is,  if  our 
author  pleases,  "  the  production  of  a  scoffer's  pen,"  or  it  is  any- 
thing but  dull.  It  may  not  be  proper  in  a  grave,  discreet, 
orthodox,  promising  young  divine,  who  studies  his  opinions  in 
the  contraction  or  distension  of  his  patron's  brow,  to  allow  any 
merit  to  a  work  ]ike  Candide  ;  but  I  conceWe  l\i^\.  *\\.^Q>\3\.^\fi:)^ 
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been  more  manly  in  Mr.  Wordsworth,  nor  do  I  think  it  would 
have  hurt  the  cause  he  espouses,  if  he  had  blotted  out  the  epithet, 
after  it  had  peevishly  escaped  him.  Whatsoever  savours  of  a 
Jittle,  narrow,  inquisitorial  spirit,  does  not  sit  well  on  a  poet  and 
a  man  of  genius.  The  prejudices  of  a  philosopher  are  not  natu- 
ral. There  is  a  frankness  and  sincerity  of  opinion,  which  is  a 
paramount  obligation  in  all  questions  of  intellect,  though  it  may 
not  govern  the  decisions  of  the  spiritual  courts,  who  may,  how- 
ever, be  safely  left  to  take  care  of  their  own  interests.  There  is 
a  plain  directness  and  simplicity  of  understanding,  which  is  the 
only  security  against  the  evils  of  levity,  on  the  one  hand,  or  of 
hypocrisy,  on  the  other.  A  speculative  bigot  is  a  solecism  in 
the  intellectual  world.  I  can  assure  Mr.  Wordsworth  that  I 
should  not  have  bestowed  so  much  serious  consideration  on  a 
single  voluntary  perversion  of  language,  but  that  my  respect  for 
his  character  makes  me  jealous  of  his  smallest  faults ! 

With  regard  to  his  general  philippic  againfet  the  contracted- 
ness  and  egotism  of  philosophical  pursuits,  I  only  object  to  its 
not  being  carried  farther.     I  shall  not  affirm  with  Rousseau 
(his  authority  would    perhaps  have   little  weight  with  Mr. 
Wordsworth) — Tout  homme  refiechi  est  mechant;  but  I  conceive 
that  the  same  reasoning  which  Mr.  Wordsworth  applies  so  elo- 
quently and  justly  to  the  natural  philosopher  and  metaphysician 
may  be  extended  to  the  moralist,  the  divine,  the  politician,  the 
orator,  the  artist,  and  even  the  poet.     And  why  so  ?     Because 
wherever  an  intense  activity  is  given  to  any  one  faculty,  it  neces- 
sarily prevents  the  due  and  natural  exercise  of  others.     Hence 
all  those  professions  or  pursuits  where  the  mind  is  exclusively 
occupied  with  the  ideas  of  things  as  they  exist  in  the  imagina- 
tion or  understanding,  eis  they  call  for  the  exercise  of  intellectual 
activity,  and  not  as  they  are  connected  with  practical  good  or 
evil,  must  check  the  genial  expansion  of  the  moral  sentiments 
and  social  affections ;  must  lead  to  a  cold  and  dry  abstraction,  as 
they  are  found  to  suspend  the  animal  functions  and  relax  the 
bodily  frame.     Hence  the  complaint  of  the  want  of  natural  sen- 
sibility and  constitutional  warmth  of  attachment  in  those  per- 
sons  who  have  been  devoXed  \.o  ^!fcie  ^xtt^oix.  q'v  wx^  ^wx  ot  ^cknce, 

/their  restless  iaotb\datY  oi  xam^tsaaKoX^^^K^^^^^ 
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^hing  that  does  not  furnish  an  occasion  for  the  display  of 
mental  superiority  and  the  gratification  of  their  vanity, 
philosophical  poet  himself,  perhaps,  owes  some  of  his  love 
iture  to  the  opportunity  it  affords  him  of  analysing  his  own 
igs  and  contemplating  his  own  powers,—- of  making  every 
It  about  him  a  whole-length  mirror  to  reflect  his  favourite 
^hts,  and  of  looking  down  on  the  frailties  of  others  in  un- 
rbed  leisure,  and  from  a  more  dignified  height, 
le  of  the  most  interesting  parts  of  this  work  is  that  in  which 
luthor  treats  of  the  French  Revolution,  and  of  the  feelings 
ected  with  it,  in  ingenuous  minds,  in  its  commencement 
its  progress.  The  solitary*  who,  by  domestic  calamities 
iisappointments,  had  been  cut  ofif  from  society,  and  almost 
himself^  gives  the  following  account  of  the  manner  in 
h  he  was  roused  from  his  melancholy : — 

"  From  that  abstraction  I  was  roused — and  how  ? 
Even  as  a  thoughtful  shepherd  by  a  flash 
Of  lightning,  startled  in  a  gloomy  cave 
Of  these  wild  hills.    For,  lo !  tbe  dread  Bastile, 
With  all  the  chambers  in  its  horrid  towers, 
Fell  to  the  ground :  by  violence  overthrown 
Of  indignation ;  and  with  shouts  that  drowned 
The  crash  it  made  in  falling !  From  the  wreck 
A  golden  palace  rose,  or  seemed 
The  appointed  seat  of  equitable  law 
And  mild  paternal  sway.    The  potent  shock 
I  felt ;  the  transformation  I  perceived  to  rise, 
As  marvellously  seized  as  in  that  moment 
When,  from  the  blind  mist  issuing,  I  beheld 
Glory — ^beyond  all  glory  ever  seen, 
Dazzling  the  soul !  Meanwhile  prophetic  harps 
In  every  grove  were  ringing,  '  War  shall  cease : 
Did  ye  not  hear  that  conquest  is  abjured  T 
Bring  garlands,  bring  forth  choicest  flowers,  to  deck 
The  tree  of  liberty  !* — My  heart  rebounded : 
My  melancholy  voice  the  chorus  joined. 
Thus  was  I  re-converted  to  the  world ; 
Society  became  my  glittering  bride. 
And  airy  hopes  my  children.    From  the  depths 
Of  natural  passion  seemingly  escaped, 

*  Thw  word  is  not  Eog^liv. 
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My  soul  diffused  itself  in  wide  embrace 
Of  institutions  and  the  fonns  of  things. 

' ^If  with  noise 

And  acclamation,  crowds  in  open  air 
Expressed  the  tumult  of  their  minds,  my  voice 
There  mingled,  heard  or  not.    And  in  still  groYes, 
Where  mild  enthusiasts  tuned  a  pensive  lay 
Of  thanks  and  expectation,  in  accord 
With  their  belief,  I  sang  Satumian  rule 
Returned — a  progeny  of  golden  years 

*  Permitted  to  descend,  and  bless  mankind. 

*******  d 

Scorn  and  contempt  forbid  me  to  proceed !  /  1; 

But  history,  time's  slavish  scribe,  will  tell 

How  rapidly  the  zealots  of  the  cause 

Disbanded — or  in  hostile  ranks  appeared : 

Some,  tired  of  honest  service;  these  outdone, 

Disgu«(ted,  therefore,  or  appalled,  by  aims  1 

Of  fiercer  zealots. — So  confusion  reigned,  < 

And  the  more  faithful  were  compelled  to  exclaim, 

As  Brutus  did  to  virtue,  '  Liberty, 

I  worshipped  thee,  and  find  thee  but  a  shade.* 

Such  recantation  had  for  bie  no  charm. 

Nor  would  I  bend  to  rr." 

The  subject  is  afterwards  resumed,  with  the  same  magna- 
nimity and  philosophical  firmness : — 


"  For  that  other  loss, 


The  loss  of  confidence  in  social  man,    - 

By  the  unexpected  transports  of  our  age 

Carried  so  high,  that  every  thought — which  looked 

Beyond  the  temporal  destiny  of  the  kind — 

To  many  seemed  superfluous ;  as  no  cause 

For  such  exalted  confidence  could  e'er 

Exist ;  so,  none  is  now  for  such  despair. 

The  two  extremes  are  equally  remote 

From  truth  and  reason ; — do  not,  then,  confound 

One  with  the  other,  but  reject  them  both ; 

And  choose  the  middle  point,  whereon  to  build 

Sound  expectations.    This  doth  he  advise 

Who  shared  at  first  the  illusion.    At  this  day, 

When  a  Tartarian  darkness  overspreads 

The  groaning  nations ;  when  the  impious  rule. 

By  will  or  by  established  ordinance. 

Their  own  ^e  «4gsii\»)  v&i^.  tniQaAxKaL>Scdb  ^gMil 
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To  acts  which  they  abhor;  though  I  bewail 
This  triumph,  yet  the  pity  of  my  heart 
Prevents  me  not  from  owning  that  the  law, 
By  which  mankind  now  suffers,  is  most  just. 
For  by  superior  energies ;  more  strict 
Affiance  in  each  other ;  faith  more  firm 
In  their  unhallowed  principles ;  the  bad 
Have  fairly  earned  a  victory  o'er  the  weak, 
The  vacillating,  inconsistent  good." 

[n  the  application  of  these  memorable  lines,  I  should,  perhaps, 
!er  a  little  from  Mr.  Wordsworth ;  nor  can  I  indulge  with 
1  in  the  fond  conclusion  afterwards  hinted  at,  that  one  day- 
triumph,  the  triumph  of  humanity  and  liberty,  may  be 
nplete.  For  this  purpose,  I  think  several  things  necessary 
ich  are  impossible.  It  is  a  consummation  which  cannot 
)pen  till  the  nature  of  things  is  changed,  till  the  many  be- 
ae  as  united  as  the  07Z€,  till  romantic  generosity  shall  be  as 
nmon  as  gross  selfishness,  till  reason  shall  have  acquired  the 
itinate  blindness  of  prejudice,  till  the  love  of  power  and  of 
mge  shall  no  longer  goad  man  on  to  restless  action,  till  pas- 
1  and  will,  hope  and  fear,  love  and  hatred,  and  the  objects 
per  to  excite  them,  that  is,  alternate  good  and  evil,  shall  no 
ger  sway  the  bosoms  and  businesses  of  men.  All  things  move, 
in  progress,  but  in  a  ceaseless  round ;  our  strength  lies  in 
'  weakness ;  our  virtues  are  built  on  our  vices ;  our  faculties 
as  limited  as  our  being ;  nor  can  we  lift  man  above  his  na- 
3  more  than  above  the  earth  he  treads.  But  though  I  cannot 
ive  over  again  the  airy,  unsubstantial  dream,  which  reason 
L  experience  have  dispelled, 

"  What  though  the  radiance,  which  was  once  so  bright, 
Be  now  for  ever  taken  from  my  sight, 
Though  nothing  can  bring  back  the  hour 
Of  glory  in  the  grass,  of  splendour  in  the  flower :"— > 

I  will  never  cease,  nor  be  prevented  from  jetuming  on  the 
igs  of  imagination  to  that  bright  dream  of  my  youth;  that 
d  dawn  of  the  day-star  of  liberty;  that  spring  time  of  the 
rid,  in  which  the  hopes  and  expectations  of  the  human  race 
med  opening  in  the  same  gay  career  w\l\v  la^  awcL\  ^V^\v        1 
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France  called  her  children  to  partake  her  equal  blessings  be- 
neath her  laughing  skies ;  when  the  stranger  was  met  in  all 
her  villages  with  dance  and  festive  songs,  in  celebration  of  a 
new  and  golden  era ;  and  when,  to  the  retired  and  contempla- 
tive student,  the  prospects  of  human  happiness  and  glory  were 
seen  ascending  like  the  steps  of  Jacob's  ladder,  in  bright  and 
never-ending  succession.  The  dawn  of  that  day  was  suddenly 
overcast ;  that  season  of  hope  is  past ;  it  is  fled  with  the  other 
dreams  of  my  youth,  which  I  cannot  recal,  but  has  left  behind 
it  traces,  which  are  not  to  be  effaced  by  Birth-day  and  Thanks- 
giving odes,  or  the  chanting  of  Te  Deums  in  all  the  churches 
of  Christendom.  To  those  hopes  eternal  regrets  are  due;  to 
those  who  maliciously  and  wilfully  blasted  them,  in  the  fear  that 
they  might  be  accomplished,  I  feel  no  less  what  I  owe — ^hatred 
and  scorn  as  lasting ! 

Mr.  Wordsworth's  writings  exhibit  all  the  internal  power, 
without  the  external  form,  of  poetry.  He  has  scarcely  any  of 
the  pomp  and  decoration  and  scenic  effect  of  poetry :  no  gor- 
geous palaces,  nor  solemn  temples,  awe  the  imagination ;  no 
cities  rise  "  with  glistering  spires  and  pinnacles  adorned ;"  we 
meet  with  no  knights  pricked  forth  on  airy  steeds;  no  hair- 
breadth 'scapes  and  perilous  accidents  by  flood  or  field.  Either 
from  the  predominant  habit  of  his  mind  not  requiring  the  stima- 
lus  of  outward  impressions,  or  from  the  want  of  an  imagination 
teeming  with  various  forms,  he  takes  the  common  every  day 
events  and  objects  of  nature,  or  rather  seeks  those  that  are  the 
most  simple  and  barren  of  effect ;  but  he  adds  to  them  a  weight 
of  interest  from  the  resources  of  his  own  mind,  which  makes 
the  most  insignificant  things  serious  and  even  formidable.  All 
other  interests  are  absorbed  in  the  deeper  interest  of  his  own 
thoughts,  and  find  the  same  level.  His  mind  magnifies  the 
littleness  of  his  subject,  and  raises  its  meanness ;  lends  it  his 
strength,  and  clothes  it  with  borrowed  grandeur.  With  him,  a 
mole-hill,  covered  with  wild  thyme,  assumes  the  importance  of 
"  the  great  vision  of  the  guarded  mount :"  a  puddle  is  filled  with 
preternatural  faces,  and  agitated  with  the  fiercest  storms  of 
passion.  ^ 

The  extreme  siinpUdtY  'wVlas^  ^xaa  ^tawtaV^:^^  ^'^^5^^>ji 
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in  Mr.  Wordsworth's  poetry,  is  to  be  found  only  in  the  subject 
and  the  style :  the  sentiments  are  subtle  and  profound.  In  the 
latter  respect,  his  poetry  is  as  much  above  the  common  standard 
or  capacity,  as  in  the  other  it  is  below  it.  His  poems  bear  a 
distant  resemblance  to  some  of  Rembrandt's  landscapes,  who, 
more  than  any  other  painter,  created  the  medium  through  which 
he  saw  nature,  and  out  of  the  stump  of  an  old  tree,  a  break  in 
the  sky,  and  a  bit  of  water,  could  produce  an  effect  almost 
miraculous. 

Mr.  Wordsworth's  poems  in  general  are  the  history  of  a  re- 
fined and  contemplative  mind,  conversant  only  with  itself  and 
nature.  An  intense  feeling  of  the  associations  of  this  kind  is 
the  peculiar  and  characteristic  feature  of  all  his  productions.  He 
has  described  the  love  of  nature  better  than  any  other  poet. 
This  sentimeift,  inly  felt  in  all  its  force,  and  sometimes  carried 
to  an  excess,  is  the  source  both  of  his  strength  and  of  his  weak- 
ness.— However  I  may  sympathize  with  Mr.  Wordsworth  in  his 
attachment  to  groves  and  fields,  I  cannot  extend  the  same  ad- 
miration to  their  inhabitants,  or  to  the  manners  of  a  country  life 
in  general.  I  go  along  with  him,  while  he  is  the  subject  of  his 
own  narrative,  but  I  take  leave  of  him  when  he  makes  pedlers 
and  ploughmen  his  heroes  and  the  interpreters  of  his  sentiments. 
It  is,  I  think,  getting  into  low  company,  and  company,  besides, 
that  I  do  not  like.  I  take  Mr.  Wordsworth  himself  for  a  great 
poet,  a  fine  moralist,  and  a  deep  philosopher ;  but  if  he  insists  on 
introducing  me  to  a  friend  of  his,  a  parish  clerk,  or  the  barber 
of  the  village,  who  is  as  wise  as  himself,  I  must  be  excused  if  I 
draw  back  with  some  little  want  of  cordial  faith.  I  am  satisfied, 
with  the  friendship  which  subsisted  between  Parson  Adams  and 
Joseph  Andrews. — The  author  himself  lets  out  occasional  hints 
that  all  is  not  as  it  should  be  among  these  northern  Arcadians. 
Though,  in  general,  he  professes  to  soften  the  harsher  features 
of  rustic  vice,  he  has  given  us  one  picture  of  depraved  and  in- 
veterate selfishness,  which  I  apprehend  could  only  be  found 
among  the  inhabitants  of  these  boasted  mountain  districts.  The 
account  of  one  of  his  heroines  concludes  as  follows : 

"  A  sudden  illness  seized  her  in  the  strength 
Of  life's  autunmaJ  season.— Shall  I  teU 
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How  on  her  bed  of  death  the  matron  lay, 

To  Providence  submissive,  so  she  thought ; 

But  fretted,  vexed,  and  wrought  upon — almost 

To  anger,  by  the  malady  thai  griped 

Her  prostrate  frame  with  unrelaxing  power, 

As  the  fierce  eagle  fastens  on  the  lamb. 

She  prayed,  she  moaned — her  husband's  sister  watched 

Her  droary  pillow,  waited  on  her  needs ; 

And  yet  the  very  sound  of  thai  kind  foot 

Was  anguish  to  her  ears ! — *  And  must  she  rule 

Sole  mistress  of  this  house  when  I  am  gone  1 

Sit  by  my  fire — possess  what  I  possessed — 

Tend  what  1  tended — calling  it  her  own !' 

Enough ; — ^I  fear  too  much. — Of  nobler  feeling 

Take  this  example : — One  autumnal  evening, 

While  she  was  yet  in  prime  of  health  and  strength, 

I  well  remember,  while  I  passed  her  door, 

Musing  with  loitering  step,  and  upward  eye 

Turned  towards  the  planet  Jupiter,  that  hung 

Above  the  centre  of  the  vale,  a  voice 

Roused  me,  her  voice ; — it  said,  '  That  glorious  star 

In  its  untroubled  element  will  shine 

As  now  it  shines,  when  we  are  laid  in  earth, 

And  safe  from  all  our  sorrows.'— She  is  safe, 

And  her  uncharitable  acts,  I  trust, 

And  harsh  unkindnesses,  are  all  forgiven ; 

Though,  in  this  vale,  remembered  with  deep  awe !" 

I  think  it  is  pushing  our  love  of  the  admiration  of  natural  ob- 
jects a  good  deal  too  far  to  make  it  a  set-off  against  a  story  like 
the  preceding. 

All  country  people  hate  each  other.  They  have  so  little 
comfort  that  they  envy  their  neighbours  the  smallest  pleasure 
or  advantage,  and  nearly  grudge  themselves  the  necessaries  of 
life.  From  not  being  accustomed  to  enjoyment,  they  become 
hardened  and  averse  to  it — stupid,  for  want  of  thought — selfish, 
for  want  of  society.  There  is  nothing  good  to  be  had  in  the 
country,  or,  if  there  is,  they  will  not  let  you  have  it.  They  had 
rather  injure  themselves  than  oblige  any  one  else.  Their  com- 
mon mode  of  life  is  a  system  of  wretchedness  and  self-denial, 
like  what  we  read  of  among  barbarous  tribes.  You  live  out 
of  the  world.  You  cantvol  ^%X  '^ovrt  lea.  and  sugar  without 
sending  to  the  next  towu  ioi  \X\  '^^vv^^  ^wJ^^.^^si.^XiSK^'^Hs.^^ 
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the  worst  quality.  The  small-beer  is  sure  to  be  sour — ^the  milk 
skimmed — ^the  meat  bad,  or  spoiled  in  the  cooking.  You  can- 
not do  a  single  thing  you  like  ;  you  cannot  walk  out  or  sit  at 
home,  or  write  or  read,  or  think  or  look  as  if  you  did,  without 
being  subject  to  impertinent  curiostiy.  The  apothecary  annoys 
you  with  his  complaisance ;  the  parson  with  his  supercilious- 
ness. If  you  are  poor,  you  are  despised ;  if  you  are  rich,  you 
are  feared  and  hated.  If  you  do  any  one  a  favour,  the  whole 
neighbourhood  is  up  in  arms ;  the  clamour  is  like  that  of  a 
rookery ;  and  the  person  himself,  it  is  ten  to  one,  laughs  at  you 
for  your  pains,  and  takes  the  first  opportunity  of  shewing  you 
that  he  labours  under  no  uneasy  sense  of  obligation.  There  is 
a  perpetual  round  of  mischief-making  and.  backbiting,  for  want 
of  any  better  amusement  There  are  no  shops,  no  taverns,  to 
theatres,  no  opera,  no  concerts,  no  pictures,  no  public  buildings, 
no  crowded  streets,  no  noise  of  coaches,  or  of  courts  of  law, —  ,^ 
neither  courtiers  nor  courtesans,  no  literary  parties,  no  fashiona- 
ble routs,  no  society,  no  books,  or  knowledge  of  books.  Vanity 
and  luxury  are  the  civilizers  of  the  world,  and  sweeteners  of  hu- 
man life.  Without  objects  either  of  pleasure  or  action,  it  grows 
harsh  and  crabbed :  the  mind  becomes  stagnant,  the  affections  . 
callous,  and  the  eye  dull.  Man  left  to  himself  soon  degenerates 
into  a  very  disagreeable  person.  Ignorance  is  always  bad 
enough ;  but  rustic  ignorance  is  intolerable.  Aristotle  has  ob- 
served that  tragedy  purifies  the  aflfections  by  terror  and  pity. 
If  so,  a  company  of  tragedians  should  be  established  at  the  pub- 
lic expense,  in  every  village  or  hundred,  as  a  better  mode  of 
education  than  either  BelPs  or  Lancaster's.  The  benefits  of 
knowledge  are  never  so  well  understood  as  from  seeing  the 
effects  of  ignorance,  in  their  naked,  undisguised  state,  upon  the 
common  country  people.  Their  selfishness  and  insensibility  ^ 
are  perhaps  less  owing  to  the  hardships  and  privations,  which 
make  them,  like  people  out  at  sea  in  a  boat,  ready  to  devour 
one  another,  than  to  their  having  no  idea  of  anything  beyond 
themselves  and  their  immediate  sphere  of  action.  They  have  ^ 
no  knowledge  o^  and  consequently  can  take  no  interestjn,  any- 
thing which  is  not  an  object  of  their  senses,  and  of  their  daily 
pursuits.    They  hate  all  strangers,  and  h».^Q  ^Xk^ss^l  ^m^     ^ 
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name  for  the  inhabitants  of  the  next  village.  The  two  young 
noblemen  in  Guzman  d'Alfarache,  who  went  to  visit  their  mis- 
Cresses  only  a  league  out  of  Madrid,  were  set  upon  by  the  peas- 
ants, who  came  round  them  calling  out,  "  a  woip^  Those  who 
have  no  enlarged  or  liberal  ideas  can  have  no  disinterested  or 
generous  sentiments.  Persons  who  are  in  the  habit  of  reading 
novels  and  romances  are  compelled  to  take  a  deep  interest,  and 
to  have  their  affections  strongly  excited  by  fictitious  characters 
and  imaginary  situations ;  their  thoughts  and  feelings  are  con- 
stantly carried  out  of  themselves,  to  persons  they  never  Saw,  and 
things  that  never  existed  :  history  enlarges  the  mind,  by  famil- 
iarizing us  with  the  great  vicissitudes  of  human  affairs,  and  the 
catastrophes  of  states  and  kingdoms ;  the  study  of  morals  accus- 
toms us  to  refer  our  actions  to  a  general  standard  of  right  and 
wrong  ;  and  abstract  reasoning,  in  general,  strengthens  the  love 
of  truth,  and  produces  an  inflexibility  of  principle  which  cannot 
stoop  to  low  trick  and  cunning.  ,  Books,  in  Lord  Bacon's  phrase, 
are  ''  a  discipline  of  humanity."  Country  people  have  none  of 
these  advantages,  nor  any  others  to  supply  the  place  of  them. 
Having  no  circulating  libraries  to  exhaust  their  love  of  the  mar- 
vellous, they  amuse  themselves  with  fancying  the  disasters  and 
disgraces  of  their  particular  acquaintance.  Having  no  hump- 
backed Richard  to  excite  their  wonder  and  abhorrence,  they 
make  themselves  a  bug-bear  of  their  own,  out  of  the  first  obnox- 
ioos  person  they  can  lay  their  hands  on.  Not  having  the  ficti- 
tious distresses  and  gigantic  crimes  of  poetry  to  stimulate  their 
imagination  and  their  passions,  they  vent  their  whole  stock  of 
spleen,  malice,  and  invention,  on  their  friends  and  next-door 
neighbours.  They  get  up  a  little  pastoral  drama  at  home,  with 
fancied  events,  but  real  characters.  All  their  spare  time  is 
spent  in  manufacturing  and  propagating  the  lie  for  the  day, 
which  does  its  office,  and  expires.  The  next  day  is  spent  in  the 
same  manner.  It  is  thus  that  they  embellish  the  simplicity  of 
rural  life!  The  common  people  in  civilized  countries  are  a 
kind  of  domesticated  savages.  They  have  not  the  wild  imagi- 
natiop,  the  passions,  the  fierce  energies,  or  dreadful  vicissitudes 
c^  the  savage  tribes,  nor  have  they  the  leisure,  the  indolent  en- 
jfoyments  and  iomaii\ia  swc^et^^aoiks^  ^\!i\^  Vlonged  to  the 
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pastoral  life  in  milder  climates,  and  more  remote  periods  of  so- 
ciety. They  are  taken  out  of  a  state  of  nature,  without  being 
put  in  possession  of  the  refinements  of  art.  The  customs  and 
institutions  of  society  cramp  their  imaginations  without  giving 
them  knowledge.  If  the  inhabitants  of  the  mountainous  dis- 
tricts described  by  Mr.  Wordsworth  are  less  gross  and  sensual 
than  others,  they  are  more  selfish.  Their  egotism  becomes 
more  concentrated,  as  they  are  more  insulated,  and  their  pur- 
poses more  inveterate,  as  they  have  less  competition  to  struggle 
with.  The  weight  of  matter  which  surrounds  them  crushes  the 
finer  sympathies.  Their  minds  become  hard  and  cold,  like  thos 
rocks  which  they  cultivate.  The  immensity  of  their  mountainr 
makes  the  human  form  appear  little  and  insignificant.  Men  are 
seen  crawling  between  heaven  and  earth,  like  insects  to  their 
graves.  Nor  do  they  regard  one  another  any  more  than  flies 
on  a  wall.  Their  physiognomy  expresses  the  materialism  of 
their  character,  which  has  only  one  principle — ^rigid  self-will. 
They  move  on  with  their  eyes  and  foreheads  fixed,  looking 
neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  with  a  heavy  slouch  in  their 
gait,  and  seeming  as  if  nothing  would  divert  them  from  their 
path.  I  do  not  admire  this  plodding  pertinacity,  always  directed 
to  the  main  chance.  There  is  nothing  which  excites  so  little 
sympathy,  in  my  mind,  as  exclusive  selfishness. — If  my  theory 
is  wrong,  at  least  it  is  taken  from  pretty  close  observation,  and 
is,  I  think,  confirmed  by  Mr.  Wordsworth's  own  account. 

Of  the  stories  contained  in  the  latter  part  of  the  volume,  I  like 
that  of  the  Whig  and  Jacobite  friends  and  of  the  good  knight, 
Sir  Alfred  Irthing,  the  best.  The  last  reminded  me  of  a  fine 
sketch  of  a  similar  character  in  the  beautiful  poem  of  Hart  Leaf 
Well.  To  conclude, — If  the  skill  with  which  the  poet  had 
chosen  his  materials  had  been  equal  to  the  power  which  he  has 
undeniably  exerted  over  them ;  if  the  objects,  whether  persons 
or  things)  which  he  makes  use  of  as  the  vehicle  of  his  senti- 
ments, had  been  such  as  to  convey  them  in  all  their  depth  and 
force ;  then  the  production  before  me  might  indeed  "  have 
proved  a  monument,"  as  he  himself  wishes  it,  worthy  of  the 
author,  and  of  his  country.  Whether,  as  it  is,  this  verY  otl^vaaL 
^nd  powerful  performance  may  not  Tathet  xemaim.  \^<^  «wek^ 
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those  stupendous,  but  half-finished  structures,  which  have  been 
suffered  to  moulder  into  decay,  because  the  cost  and  labour  at- 
tending them  exceeded  their  use  or  beauty,  I  feel  that  it  would 
be  presumptuous  in  me  to  determine. 


IV. 

POFE,  LOED  BYRON,  AND  MR.  BOWLES.* 

This  is  a  rery  proper  letter  for  a  lord  to  write  to  his  bookseller, 
and  for  Mr.  Murray  to  show  about  among  his  friends,  as  it  con- 
tains some  dry  rubs  at  Mr.  Bowles,  and  some  good  hits  at  Mr. 
Southey  and  his  "  invariable  principles."  There  is  some  good 
hating  and  some  good  writing  in  it,  some  coarse  jests  and  some 
dogmatical  assertions ;  but  that  it  is  by  any  means  a  settler  of 
the  question  is  what  we  are  in  all  due  form  inclined  to  doubt 
His  Lordship,  as  a  poet,  is  a  little  headstrong  and  self-willed,  a 
spoiled  child  of  nature  and  fortune :  his  philosophy  and  criticism 
have  a  tincture  of  the  same  spirit:  he  doles  out  his  opinions 
with  a  great  deal  of  frankness  and  spleen,  saying,  "  This  I  like, 
that  I  loathe  1"  but  he  does  not  trouble  himself,  or  the  reader, 
with  his  reasons,  any  more  than  he  accounts  to  his  servants  for 
the  directions  he  gives  them.  This  might  seem  too  great  a 
compliment  in  his  Lordship  to  the  public. 

All  this  prMle-prdbble  about  Pope,  and  Milton,  and  Shak- 
speare,  and  what  foreigners  say  of  us,  and  the  Venus,  and  Anti- 
nOus,  and  the  Acropolis,  and  the  Grand  Canal  at  Venice,  and 
the  Turkish  fleet,  the  Falconer^s  Shipwreck,  and  ethics,  and 
ethical  poetry  (with  the  single  exception  of  some  bold  picturesque 
sketches  in  the  poet's  best  prose  style)  is  what  might  be  talked 
by  any  Bond-street  lounger  of  them  all,  after  a  last  night's  de- 
bauch, in  the  intervals  between  the  splashings  of  the  soda-water 
and  the  acid  taste  of  the  port  wine  rising  in  the  mouth.     It  is 

♦Letter  to  ♦♦♦  ♦♦♦♦♦  oiil\veT3lev.\T.'L.^^W«  Strictures  on  the  Life 
find  Writings  of  Pope.    By  Vkie  U\^\.Boiv.\«i^'^^«8u  ^Y^sa^'^itsfiassou 
Jdnxray. 
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no  better  than  that.  If  his  Lordship  had  sent  it  in  from  Long's, 
or  the  Albany,  to  be  handed  about  in  Albemarle-street,  in  slips 
as  he  wrote  it,  it  would  have  been  very  well.  But  all  the  way 
from  Ravenna,  cannot  he  contrive  to  send  us  something  better 
than  his  own  ill  humour  and  our  own  common-places — ^than  the 
discovery  that  Pope  was  a  poet,  and  that  Cowper  was  none ;  and 
the  old  story  that  Canova,  in  forming  a  statue,  takes  a  hand 
from  one^  a  foot  from  another,  and  a  nose  from  a  third,  and  so 
makes  out  the  idea  of  perfect  beauty!  (I  would  advise  his 
Lordship  to  say  less  about  this  subject  of  virtu,  for  he  knows 
little  about  it ;  and,  besides,  his  perceptions  are  at  variance  with 
his  theories.)  In  truth,  his  Lordship  has  the  worst  of  this  con- 
troversy, though  he  throws  out  a  number  of  pert,  smart,  flashy 
things,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  sees  company  on  subjects  of 
taste,  while  his  teverend  antagonist,  who  is  the  better  critic  and 
logician  of  the  two,  goes  prosing  on  in  a  tone  of  obsequious 
pertinacity  and  sore  pleasantry,  as  if  he  were  sitting  (an  un- 
welcome guest)  at  his  lordship's  table,  and  were  awed,  yet 
galled,  by  the  cavalier  assumption  of  patrician  manners.  I 
cannot  understand  these  startling  voluntaries^  played  off  before 
the  public  on  the  ground  of  personal  rank,  nor  the  controversial 
under-song,  like  the  drone  of  a  bag-pipe,  that  forms  a  tedious 
accompaniment  to  them.  As  Jem  Belcher,  when  asked  if  he 
did  not  feel  a  little  awkward  at  facing  Gamble,  the  tall  Irishman, 
made  answer,  "  An*  please  ye,  sir,  when  I  am  stript  to  my  shirt| 
I  am  afraid  of  no  man ; " — so  I  would  advise  Mr.  Bowles,  in  a 
question  of  naked  argument,  to  fear  no  man,  and  to  let  no  man 
bite  his  thumb  at  him.  If  his  Lordship  were  to  invite  his 
brother-poet  to  his  house,  and  to  eke  out  a  sour  jest  by  the  fla- 
vour of  Monte-Pulciano  or  Frontiniac, — ^if  in  the  deardi  of  argu- 
ment he  were  to  ply  his  friend's  weak  side  with  rich  sauces  and 
well-seasoned  hospitality,  "  AA!  gaest  bon,  ah  !  gowtez  ga  /" — ^if 
he  were  to  point,  in  illustration  of  Pope's  style,  to  the  marble 
pillars,  the  verandas,  the  pier  glasses,  the  classic  busts,  the 
flowering  dessert,  and  were  to  exclaim, "  You  see,  my  dear 
Bowles,  the  superiority  of  art  over  nature,  the  triumph  of  polish- 
ed life  over  Gothic  barbarism ;  we  have  here  neither  the  ghosts 
nor  fairies  of  Shakspeare,  nor  Milton?8  He^.N^ii^XiQX  ViU  ^^^ 
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yet  we  contrive  to  do  without  them  ; " — ^it  might  require  Parson 
Suppie's  command  of  countenance  to  smile  off  this  uncourteous 
address ;  but  the  divine  would  not  have  to  digest  such  awk- 
ward raillery  on  an  empty  stomach — ^he  would  have  his  quid 
pro  quo :  his  Lordship  would  have  paid  for  the  liberty  of  using 
his  privilege  of  peerage.  But  why  any  man  should  carry  the 
r6le  of  his  Lordship's  chaplain  out  of  his  Lordship's  house,  is 
what  I  see  no  reason  for. 

Lord  Byron,  in  the  Preface  to  his  Tragedy,  complains  that 
Horace  Walpole  has  had  hard  measure  dealt  him  by  the  critics, 
^firstly,  because  he  was  a  lord,  and  secondly,  because  he  was  a 
gentleman."    I  do  not  know  how  the  case  may  stand  between 
the  public  and  a  dead  nobleman ;  but  a  living  lord  has  every 
reasonable  allowance  made  him,  and  can  do  what  no  one  else 
can.     If  Lord  Byron  chooses  to  make  a  bad  joke,  by  means  of 
an  ill-spent  pun,  it  is  a  condescension  in  his  Lordship : — if  he 
puts  off  a  set  of  smart  assertions  and  school-boy  instances  for 
pithy  proofs,  it  is  not  because  he  is  not  able,  but  because  he 
cannot  be  at  the  pains  of  going  deeper  into  the  question : — ^if  he 
is  rude  to  an  antagonist,  it  is  construed  into  agreeable  familiarity; 
any  notice  from  so  great  a  man  appears  like  a  favour : — if  he 
tells  or  recommends  '^a  tale  of  bawdry,"  he  is  not  to  be  tied 
down  by  the  petty  rules  which  restrict  common  men: — if  he 
publishes  a  work  which  is  thought  of  too  equivocal  a  description 
&r  the  delicate  air  of  Albemarle-street,  his  Lordship's  own  name 
in  the  title-page  is  sufficient  to  back  it  without  the  formality  of 
a  bookseller's ;  if  a  wire-drawn  tragedy  of  his  is  acted,  in  spite 
of  his  protestations  against  such  an  appeal  to  the  taste  of  a  vuigar 
audience,  the  storm  of  pitiless  damnation  is  not  let  loose  upon 
it,  because  it  is  felt  that  it  would  fall  harmless  on  so  high  and 
proud  a  head ;  the  gilded  coronet  serves  as  a  conductor  to  carry 
off  the  lightning  of  popular  criticism,  which  might  blast  the 
merely  laurelled  bard ;  the  blame,  the  disappointment,  the  flat 
effect,  is  thrown  upon  the  manager,  upon  the  actors — upon 
anybody  but  the  noble  poet !     This  sounding  title  swells  the 
mouth  of  Fame,  and  lends  her  voice  a  thousand  circling  echoes: 
the  rank  of  the  authoi,  au^  xSas  ^>M\c.  OcL«fv\?5  %rsX5gcA<^d  to  him, 
as  be  does  not  want  it,  covet  a  mxj^Nivvx^^  ^"v^  i\ti^«  ^^^^ax  \^ji» 
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his  lordship  mean,  then,  by  this  whining  over  the  neglect  of 
Horace  Walpole, — this  uncalled-for  sympathy  with  the  faded 
lustre  of  patrician  and  gentlemanly  pretensions  ?  Has  he  had 
only  half  of  his  fame  ?-'-or  does  he  already  feel,  with  morbid 
anticipation,  the  retiring  ebb  of  that  overwhelming  tide  of  popu- 
larity which,  having  been  raised  too  high  by  adventitious 
circumstances,  is  lost  in  flats  and  shallows,  as  soon  as  their  in- 
fluence is  withdrawn  %  Lord  Byron  has  been  twice  as  much 
talked  of  as  he  would  have  been  had  he  not  been  Lord  Byron. 
His  rank  and  genius  have  been  happily  placed  "  each  other's 
beams  to  share,"  and  both  together,  by  their  mutually  reflected 
splendour,  may  be  said  to  have  melted  the  pubHc  coldness  into 
the  very  wantonness  of  praise :  the  faults  of  the  man  (real  or 
supposed)  have  only  given  a  dramatic  interest  to  his  works. 

Whence,  then,  this  repining,  this  ungracious  cavilling,  this 
got-w^  ill-humour?  We  load  his  Lordship  with  ecstatic  admira- 
tion, with  unqualified  ostentatious  eulogies ;  and  he  throws  them 
stifling  back  in  our  face:  he  thanks  us  with  cool,  cutting  con- 
tempt :  he  asks  us  for  our  voices,  "  our  sweet  voices,"  like 
Coholanus ;  and,  like  Coriolanus,  disdains  us  for  the  unwhole- 
some gift.  Why,  then,  does  he  ask  for  it?  If,  as  a  lord,  he 
holds  in  contempt  and  abhorrence  the  willing,  delighted  homage, 
which  the-  public  pay  to  the  poet,  let  him  retire  and  feed  the 
pride  of  birth  in  stately  solitude,  or  take  his  ^lace  among  his 
equals :  but  if  he  does  not  find  this  enough,  and  wants  our  won- 
dering tribute  of  applause  to  satisfy  his  craving  vanity,  and 
make  him  something  more  than  a  mere  vulgar  lord  among 
hundreds  of  other  lords,  why  dash  the  cup  of  delicious  poison 
which,  at  his  uneasy  request,  we  tender  him,  to  the  ground, 
with  indignant  reckless  hands,  and  tell  us  that  he  scorns  equally 
our  censure  or  our  praise  %  If  he  looks  upon  both  as  equal  im- 
pertinence, he  can  easily  escape  out  of  the  reach  of  both  by 
ceasing  to  write  \  we  shall  in  that  case  soon  cease  to  think  of 
his  Lordship :  but  if  he  cannot  do  without  our  good  opinion, 
why  aflect  all  this  coyness,  coldness,  and  contempt?  If  he  says 
he  writes  not  to  please  us,  but  to  live  by  us,  that  only  alters  the 
nature  of  the  obligation,  and  he  might  still  be  civil  to  Mr.  Mur- 
ray's customers.    Whether  he  is  independeuX  oi  ^xi^v:.  q^\sassq^ 


9S4  POPE,  LORD  BYRON,  [appendix,  it. 

or  dependent  on  it,  he  need  not  be  always  sending  his  readers 
to  Coventry.  When  we  come  to  offer  him  our  demonstrations 
of  good  will,  he  should  not  kick  us  down  stairs.  If  he  persisls 
in  this  humour,  the  distaste  may  in  time  <<  become  mutual" 

Before  we  proceed,  there  is  one  thing  in  which  we  must  say 
we  heartily  agree  with  Lord  Byron ;  and  that  is  the  ridicule 
with  which  he  treats  Mr.  Bowles's  editorial  inquisition  into  the 
moral  character  of  Pope.     It  is  a  pure  piece  of  clerical  priggism. 
If  Pope  was  not  free  from  vice,  we  should  like  to  know  who  is. 
He  was  one  of  the  most  faultless  of  poets,  both  in  his  life  and  in 
his  writings.     We  should  not  care  to  throw  the  first  stone  at 
him.     We  do  not  wonder  at  Lord  Byron's  laughing  outright  at 
Mr.  Bowles's  hysterical  horrors  at  poor  Pope's  platonic  pecca- 
dillos, nor  at  his  being  a  little  impatient  of  the  other's  attempt  to 
make  himself  a  maJce-believe  character  of  perfection  out  of  the 
^most  small  faults"  he  could  rake  up  against  the  reputation  of 
an  author,  whom  he  was  bound  either  not  to  edit  or  not  to  in- 
jure.    But  we  think  his  Lordship  turns  the  tables  upon  the 
divine,  and  gets  up  into  the  reading-desk  himself,  without  the 
proper  canonical  credentials  when  he  makes  such  a  fiiss  as  he 
does  about  didactic  or  moral  poetry  as  the  highest  of  all  others, 
because  moral  truth  and  moral  conduct  are  of  such  vast  and 
paramount  concernment  in  human  life.     But  because  they  are 
such  good  things  in  themselves,  does  it  follow  that  they  are  the 
better  for  being  put  into  rhyme  ?  We  see  no  connexion  between 
"  ends  of  verse,  and  sayings  of  philosophers."     This  reasoning 
reminds  us  of  the  critic  who  said  that  the  only  poetry  he  knew 
pf,  good  for  anything,  was  the  four  lines,  beginning  "  Thirty 
days  hath  September,  April,  June,  and  November,"  for  that 
these  were  really  of  some  use  in  finding  out  the  number  of  days 
in  the  different  months  of  the  year.     The  rules  of  arithmetic  are 
important  in  many  respects,  but  we  do  not  know  that  they  are 
the  fittest  subjects  of  poetry.     Besides,  Pope  was  not  the  only 
moral  poet,  nor  are  we  sure  that  we  understand  his  moral  sp- 
tem,  or  that  Lord  Byron  understands  it,  or  that  he  understood  it 
himself    Addison  paraphrased  the  Psalms,  and  Blackmore  sung 
the  Creation :  yet  Po^  Yi^s  ^wfv\x«iv  ^  \«xM^ft(acL  xsi^w.  the  one, 
and  put  the  other  m  \na  Dutlcw.^   ^T.^Bicy«\s&\iSi&  xsswsiawa.^ 
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manuscript  sermons  by  him,  the  morality  of  which,  we  will  ven- 
ture to  say,  is  quite  as  pure,  as  orthodox,  as  that  of  the  unpub- 
lished cantos  of  Don  Juan ;  yet  we  doubt  whether  Mr.  Murray, 
the  MsBcenas  of  poetry  and  orthodoxy,  would  give  as  much  for 
the  one  as  for  the  other.  We  do  not  look  for  the  flowers  of 
fancy  in  moral  treatises,  nor  for  a  homily  in  his  Lordship's  ine- 
gular  stanzas.  The  Decalogue,  as  a  practical  prose  composition, 
or  as  a  body  of  moral  laws  and  precepts,  is  of  sufficient  weight 
and  authority ;  but  we  should  not  regard  the  putting  of  this  into 
heroic  verse  as  an  effort  of  the  highest  poetry.  'I'hat  "  Stern- 
hold  and  Hopkins  had  great  qualms"  is  no  imputation  on  the 
pious  rapture  of  the  Hebrew  bard :  and  we  suspect  his  Lordship 
himself  would  object  to  the  allegory  in  Spenser,  as  a  drawback 
on  the  poetry,  if  it  is  in  other  respects  to  his  Lordship's  taste, 
which  is  more  than  we  can  pretend  to  determine.  The  Noble 
Letter-writer  thus  moralizes  on  this  subject,  and  transposes  tho 
ordinary  critical  canons  somewhat  arbitrarily  and  sophistically. 

"  The  depreciation  of  Pope  is  partly  founded  upon  a  false 
idea  of  the  dignity  of  his  order  of  poetry,  to  which  he  has  partly 
contributed  by  the  ingenuous  boast. 

That  not  in  Fancy's  maze  he  wandered  long, 
But  stooped  to  Truthj  and  moraliz'd  his  song. 

He  should  have  written  *  rose  to  truth.'  In  my  mind  the  high- 
est of  all  poetry  is  ethical  poetry,  as  the  highest  of  all  earthly 
objects  must  be  moral  truth.  Religion  does  not  make  a  part  of 
my  subject ;  it  is  something  beyond  human  powers,  and  has 
failed  in  all  human  hands  except  Milton's  and  Dante's,  and 
even  Dante's  powers  are  involved  in  his  delineation  of  human 
passions,  though  in  supernatural  circumstances.  What  made 
Socrates  the  greatest  of  men?  His  moral  truth—rhis  ethics. 
What  proved  Jesus  Christ  the  Son  of  God  hardly  less  than  his 
miracles  ?  His  moral  precepts.  And  if  ethics  have  made  a  phi- 
losopher the  first  of  men,  and  have  not  been  disdained  as  an 
adjunct  to  his  Gk)spel  by  the  Deity  himself,  are  we  to  be  told 
that  ethical  poetry,  or  didactic  poetry,  or  by  whatever  name  you 
term  it,  whose  object  ia  to  make  men  Wtet  an^'wH^x.^Saxtfiv.'Csia 
veryjirst  order  of  poetry]  and  are  we  lo  "be  uMi  ^Cbia  \s»\s^  ^'^^ 
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of  the  priesthood  ?  It  requires  more  mind,  more  wisdom,  more 
power,  than  all  the  'forests*  that  ever  were  'walked'  for  their 
'description*  and  all  the  ethics  thai  ever  were  founded  upon 
fields  of  battle.  The  Georgics  are  indisputably,  and,  I  believe, 
undisptUedl^,  even  a  finer  poem  than  the  ^neid.  Virgil  knew 
this :  he  did  not  order  tkem  to  be  burnt 

The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man. 

"  It  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  lay  great  stress  upon  what 
they  call  *  imagination  *  and  '  invention,* — the  two  commonest 
of  qualities :  an  Irish  peasant,  with  a  little  whiskey  in  his  head, 
will  imagine  and  invent  more  than  would  furnish  forth  a  mod- 
ern poem.  If  Lucretius  had  not  been  spoiled  by  the  Epicurean 
system,  we  should  have  had  a  far  superior  poem  to  any  now  in 
existence.  As  mere  poetry,  it  is  the  first  of  Latin  poems.  What 
then  has  ruined  ill  His  ethics.  Pope  had  not  this  defect:  his 
moral  is  as  pure  as  his  poetry  is  glorious."    p.  42. 

Really  this  is  very  inconsequential,  incongruous  reasoning. 
An  Irish  peasant,  with  a  little  whiskey  in  his  head,  would  not 
fall  upon  more  blunders,  contradictions,  and  defective  conclu- 
sions. Lord  B3nron  talks  of  the  ethical  systems  of  Socrates  and 
Jesus  Christ.  What  made  the  former  the  great  man  he  sup- 
poses?— The  invention  of  his  system — the  discovery  of  sublime 
moral  truths.  Does  Lord  Byron  mean  to  say  that  the  mere 
repetition  of  the  same  precepts  in  prose,  or  the  turning  of  them 
into  verse,  will  make  others  as  great,  or  will  make  a  great  man 
at  all  ?  The  two  things  compared  are  wholly  disparates.  .  The 
finding  out  the  48th  proposition  in  Euclid  made  Pythagoras  a 
great  man.  Shall  we  say  that  the  putting  this  into  a  grave, 
didactic  distich  would  make  either  a  great  mathematician  or  a 
great  poet  ?  It  would  do  neither  thd  one  nor  the  other ;  though, 
according  to  Lord  Byron,  this  distich  would  belong  to  the  high- 
est class  of  poetry,  "  because  it  would  do  that  in  verse  which  one 
of  the  greatest  of  men  had  wished  to  accomplish  in  prose.'' 
Such  is  the  way  in  which  his  lordship  transposes  the  common 
sense  of  the  question, — ^because  it  is  his  humour !  The  value 
of  any  moral  truth.  de]^nd8  on  the  philosophic  invention  implied 
in  it.    But  this  Tests  mtlti  \!icL<&  ^xsx  ^u^^i^  ^sA  ^^^  %^\x^Td.  idea, 
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which  forms  the  basis  of  didactic  poetry,  remains  the  same, 
through  all  its  mechanical  transmissions  afterwards.  The  merit 
of  the  ethical  poet  must  therefore  consist  in  his  manner  of  adorn- 
ing and  illustrating  a  number  of  these  general  truths  which  are 
not  his  own,  that  is,  in  the  poetical  invention  and  imagination 
he  brings  to  the  subject,  as  Mr.  Bowles  has  well  shown,  with 
respect  to  the  episodes  in  the  Essay  on  Man,  the  description  of 
the  poor  Indian,  and  the  lamb  doomed  to  death,  which  are  all 
the  unsophisticated  reader  ever  remembers  of  that  much-talked- 
of  production.  Lord  Byron  clownishly  chooses  to  consider  all 
poetry  but  what  relates  to  this  ethical  or  didactic  truth  as  ^'  a 
lie."  Is  Lear  a  lie  ?  Or  does  his  Lordship  prefer  the  story,  or 
the  moral,  in  -^op*s  Fables  ?  He  asks  "  why  must  the  poet 
mean  the  Ziar,  the  feigner ^  the  tale-teller  ?  A  man  may  make 
and  create  better  things  than  these." — He  may  make  and  create 
better  things  than  a  common-place,  and  he  who  does  not  makes 
and  creates  nothing.  The  ethical  or  didactic  poet  necessarily 
repeats  after  others,  because  general  truths  and  maxims  are 
limited.  The  individual  instances  and  illustrations,  which  his 
Lordship  qualifies  as  "  lies,"  "  feigning,"  and  "  tale-telling,"  are 
infinite,  and  give  endless  scope  to  the  genius  of  the  true  poet 
The  rank  of  poetry  is  to  be  judged  of  by  ih6  truth  and  purity  of 
the  moral — ^so  we  find  it  "  in  the  bond," — and  yet  Cowper,  we 
are  told,  was  no  poet.  Is  there  any  keeping  in  this,  or  is  it 
merely  an  air?  Again,  we  are  given  to  understand  that  didac- 
tic poetry  "  requires  more  mind,  more  power  than  all  the  de- 
scriptive or  epic  poetry  that  ever  was  written  :"  and  as  a  proof 
of  this,  his  Lordship  lays  it  down  that  the  Georgics  are  a  finer 
poem  than  the  ^neid.  We  do  not  perceive  the  inference  here. 
*'  Virgil  knew  this :  he  did  not  order  them  to  be  burnt. 

The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man/' 

Does  our  author  mean  that  this  was  VirgiPs  reason  for  liking 
his  pastoral  poetry  better  than  his  description  of  Dido  and 
^neas?  But  farther,  there  is  a  Latin  poem  (that  of  Lucretius) 
superior  even  to  the  Georgics ;  nay,  it  would  have  been  so  to 
any  poem  now  in  existence,  but  for  one  unlucky  circumstance. 
And  what  is  that?    ''Its  ethics  1"    So  that  etHcae^  \iaN^  %^^^^^ 
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the  finest  poem  in  the  world.  This  is  the  ruh  that  makes  di- 
dactic poetry  come  in  such  a  questionable  shape.  If  original, 
like  Lucretius,  there  will  be  a  difference  of  opinion  about  it 
If  trite  and  acknowledged,  like  Pope,  however  pure,  there  will 
be  little  valuable  in  it.  It  is  the  glory  and  the  privilege  of 
poetry  to  be  conversant  about  those  truths  of  nature  and  the 
heart  that  are  at  once  original  and  self-evident  His  Lordship 
ought  to  have  knovm  this.  In  the  same  passage,  he  speaks  of 
imagination  and  invention  as  ^^  the  two  commonest  of  qualities." 
We  will  tell  his  Lordship  what  is  commoner — ^the  want  of  them. 
*'  An  Irish  peasant,"  he  adds,  '^  with  a  little  whiskey  in  his  head, 
will  imagine  and  invent  more  than" — (What?  Homer,  Spen- 
ser, and  Ariosto  ?  No :  but  than) — "  would  furnish  forth  a 
modern  poem."  That  we  will  not  dispute.  But  at  any  rate, 
when  sober  the  next  morning,  he  would  be  as  "  full  of  wise 
saws  and  modem  instances "  as  his  Lordship ;  and  in  either 
case,  equally  positive,  tetcby,  and  absurd ! 

His  Lordship,  throughout  his  pamphlet,  makes  a  point  of  con- 
tradicting Mr.  Bowles,  and,  it  would  seem,  of  contradicting  him- 
self He  cannot  be  said  to  have  any  opinions  of  his  own,  but 
whatever  any  one  else  advances,  he  denies  out  of  mere  spleen 
and  rashness.  " Hfe  hates  the  word  invariable"  and  not  with- 
out reason.  "  What  is  there  of  human,  be  it  poetry,  philosophy, 
wit,  wisdom,  science,  power,  glory,  mind,  matter,  life,  or  death, 
which  is  invariable?" — There  is  one  of  the  particulars  in  this 
enumeration  which  seems  pretty  invariable,  which  is  death. 
One  would  think  that  the  principles  of  poetry  are  so  too,  not- 
withstanding his  peevish  disclaimer :  for  towards  the  conclusion 
of  this  letter  he  sets  up  Pope  as  a  classic  model,  and  considers 
all  modem  deviations  from  it  as  grotesque  and  barbarous. 

"  They  have  raised  a  mosque  by  the  side  of  a  Grecian  temple 
of  the  purest  architecture ;  and,  more  barbarous  than  the  bar- 
barians from  whose  practice  I  have  borrowed  the  figure,  they 
are  not  contented  with  their  own  grotesque  edifice,  unless  they 
destroy  the  prior  and  fwrdy  beautiful  fdbric  which  preceded^^  and 
which  shames  them  and  theirs  for  ever  and  ever." 

^    *  We  have  "  purest  aic\nle<A>ne'*  ya!8X\»&itft*,  wA^^  *^^'\snBR.\»^sD&ncUdi 
pieceded,"  is  xaihet  mote  i^mji  »aVxte\«^»xiX.^«5in»ani. 
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Lord  Byr(m  has  here  substituted  his  own  invariable  principles 
for  Mr.  Bowles's,  which  he  hates  as  bad  as  Mr.  Southey's  va* 
riabie  politics.  Will  nothing  please  his  Lordship— neither  dull 
fixtures  nor  shining  weather-cocks  ? — We  might  multiply  in- 
stances of  a  want  of  continuous  reasoning,  if  we  were  fond  of 
this  sort  of  petty  cavilling.  Yet  we  do  not  know  that  there  is 
any  better  quarry  in  the  book.  Why  does  his  Lordship  tell  us 
that  "  ethical  poetry  is  the  highest  of  all  poetry,''  and  yet  that 
"  Petrarch  the  sonnetteer  "  is  esteemed  by  good  judges  the  very 
highest  poet  of  Italy?  Mr.  Bowles  is  a  sonnetteer,  and  a  very 
good  one.  Why  does  he  assert  that  ^'  the  poet  who  executes 
the  best  is  the  highest,  whatever  his  department,"  and  then 
affirm  in  the  next  page  that  didactic  poetry  ^'  requires  more 
mind,  more  wisdom,  more  power,  than  all  the  forests  that  ever 
were  walked  for  their  description ;"  and  then  again,  two  pages 
after,  that  "  a  good  poet  can  make  a  silk  purse  of  a  sow's  ear :" 
that  is,  as  he  interprets  it,  ^  can  imbue  a  pack  of  cards  with 
more  poetry  than  inhabits  the  forests  of  America  ?"  That's  a 
Non  Sequitv/r,  as  Partridge  has  it.  Why,  contending  that  all 
subjects  are  alike  indifferent  to  the  genuine  poet,  does  he  turn 
round  upon  himself,  and  assume  that  ^^  the  sun  shining  upon  a 
warming  pan  cannot  be  made  sublime  or  poetical  ?"  Why 
does  he  say  that  ^'  there  is  nothing  in  nature  like  the  bust  of  the 
AntinOus,  except  the  Venus,"  which  is  not  in  nature  ?*  Why 
does  he  call  the  first  "  that  wonderful  creation  of  perfect  beauty,'* 
when  it  is  a  mere  portrait,  and  on  that  account  so  superior  to 
his  favourite  coxcomb  the  Apollo?  Why  does  he  state  that 
"  more  poetry  cannot  be  gathered  into  existence  "  than  we  here 
see,  and  yet  that  this  poetry  arises  neither  from  nature  nor  moral 
exaltednes ;  Mr.  Bowles  and  he  being  at  issue  on  this  very 
point,  viz.  the  one  afEbrming  that  .the  essence  of  poetry  is  derived 
from  nature,  and  his  Lordship,  that  it  consists  in  moral  truth  1 
Why  does  he  consider  a  shipwreck  as  an  artificial  incident  ? 
Why  does  he  make  the  excellence  of  Falconer's  Shipwreck 
consist  in  its  technicalities,  and  not  In  its  !^thful  description  of 
common  feelings  and  inevitable  calamity  ?    Why  does  he  say 

*  See  Mr.  Bowles's  Two  Lettett. 
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all  this,  and  much  more,  which  he  should  not  ?  Why  does  he 
write  prose  at  all?  Yet,  in  spite  of  all  this  trash,  there  is  one 
passage  for  which  we  forgive  him,  and  here  it  is. 

^^  The  truth  is,  that  in  these  days  the  grand  primum  mobik  of 
England  is  cant;  cant  political,  cant  poetical,  cant  religious, 
cant  moral ;  but  always  cant,  multiplied  through  all  the  varie- 
ties of  life.  It  is  the  fashion,  and,  while  it  lasts,  will  be  too 
powerful  for  those  who  can  only  exist  by  taking  the  tone  of  the 
times.  I  say  card^  because  it  is  a  thing  of  words,  without  the 
smallest  influence  upon  human  actions ;  the  English  being  no 
wiser,  no  better,  and  much  poorer,  and  more  divided  among 
themselves,  as  well  as  far  less  moral,  than  they  were  before  the 
prevalence  of  this  verbal  decorum."  These  words  should  be 
written  in  letters  of  gold,  as  the  testimony  of  a  lofty  poet  to  a 
great  moral  truth,  and  we  can  hardly  have  a  quarrel  with  the 
writer  of  them. 

There  are  three  questions  which  form  the  subject  of  the  pres- 
ent pamphlet ;  viz.  What  is  poetical  ?  What  is  natural  %  What 
is  artificial?  And  we  get  an  answer  to  none  of  them.  The 
controversy,  as  it  is  carried  on  between  the  chief  combatants,  is 
much  like  a  dispute  between  two  artists,  one  of  whom  should 
maintain  that  blue  is  the  only  colour  fit  to  paint  with,  and  the 
other  that  yellow  alone  ought  ever  to  be  used.  Much  might  be 
said  on  both  sides,  but  little  to  the  purpose.  Mr.  Campbell  leads 
off  the  dance,  and  launches  a  ship  as  a  beautiful  and  poetical 
artificial  object.  But  he  so  loads  it  with  patriotic,  natural,  and 
foreign  associations,^and  the  sails  are  ^^so  perfumed  that  the 
winds  are  love-sick,''  that  Mr.  Bowles  darts  upon  and  seizes  it 
as  contraband  to  art,  swearing  that  it  is  no  longer  the  work  of 
the  shipwright,  but  of  Mr.  CampbelPs  lofty  poetic  imagination ; 
and  dedicates  its  stolen  beauty  to  the  right  owners,  the  sun,  the* 
winds,  and  the  waves.  Mr.  Campbell,  in  his  eagerness  to  make 
all  sure,  having  overstepped  the  literal  mark,  presses  no  farther 
into  the  controversy ;  but  Lord  Byron,  who  is  "  like  an  Irish- 
man in  a  row,  any  hody*s  customer,^  carries  it  on  with  good 
polemical  hardihood,  and  runs  a  very  edifying  parallel  between 
the  ship  without  the  sun,  the  winds  and  waves, — and  the  sun, 
(be  winds,  and  waves  mlYiavvl  ^'^  ^^.   ^^T\xa  sun^"  says  Mr. 
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Bowles,  '^  is  poetical,  by  your  Lordship's  admission."  We  think 
it  would  hare  been  so  without  it  But  his  Lordship  contends 
that  '^  the  sun  would  no  longer  be  poetical,  if  it  did  not  shine  on 
ships,  or  pyramids,  or  fortresses,  and  other  works  of  art,"  (he 
expressly  excludes  '^  footmen's  liveries"  and  ^  brass  warming** 
pans'"  from  among  those  artificial  objects  that  reflect  new  splen- 
dour on  the  eye  of  Heaven) — to  which  Mr.  Bowles  replies,  that 
let  the  sun  but  shine,  and  ^'  it  is  poetical  fer  s«,"  in  which  we 
think  him  right  His  Lordship  decompounds  the  wind  into  a 
ca/gna  mcrtwwm  of  poetry,  by  making  it  howl  through  a  pig-stye, 
instead  of 

Roaming  the  illimitable  ocean  wide; 

and  turns  a  water-fall,  or  a  clear  spring,  into  a  slop-basin,  to 
prove  that  nature  owes  its  elegance  to  art.  His  Lordship  is 
^  ill  at  these  numbers."  Again,  he  affirms  that  the  ruined 
temple  of  the  Parthenon  is  poetical,  and  the  coast  of  Attica,  with 
Cape  Colonna,  and  the  recollection  of  Falconer's  Shipwreck, 
classical.  Who  ever  doubted  it?  What  then?  Does  this 
prove  that  the  Rape  of  the  Lock  is  not  a  mock-heroic  poem? 
He  assures  us  that  a  storm  with  cock-boats  scudding  before  it  19 
interesting,  particularly  if  this  happens  to  take  place  in  the  Hel- 
lespont,  over  which  the  noble  critic  swam ;  and  makes  it  a  ques* 
tion  whether  the  dark  cypress  groves,  or  the  white  towers  and 
minarets  of  Constantinople,  are  more  impressive  to  the  imagina^ 
tion  ?  What  has  this  to  do  with  Pope's  grotto  at  Twickenham, 
or  the  boat  in  which  he  paddled  across  the  Thames  to  Kew  % 
Lord  Byron  telb  u»  (and  he  should  know)  that  the  Grand  Canal 
at  Venice  is  a  muddy  ditch,  without  the  stately  palaces  by  its 
side ;  but  then  it  is  a  natural,  not  an  artificial,  canal ;  and  finally, 
he  asks,  what  would  the  desert  of  Tadmor  be  without  the  ruins 
of  Palmyra,  or  Salisbury  Plain  without  Stone-Henge?  Mr. 
Bowles,  who,  though  tedious  and  teazing,  has  ^  damnable  itera- 
tion in  him,"  and  has  read  the  Fathers,  answers  rery  properly, 
by  saying  that  a  desert  alone  "  conveys  ideas  of  immeasurable 
distance,  of  profound  silence,  of  solitude ;"  and  that  Salisbury 
Plain  has  the  advantage  of  Hounslow  Heath,  chiefly  in  getting 
rid  of  the  ideas  of  artificial  life,  *'  carts,  caxa^vi^TVt^ArtiiikSS'^ii^^&e^ 
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batchers'  boys,  coaches  with  coronets,  and  livery  servants  be- 
hind them,"  even  though  Stone-Henge  did  not  lift  its  pale  head 
above  its  barren  bosom.     Indeed,  Lord  Byron's  notions  of  art 
and  poetry  are  sufficiently  wild,  romantic,  far-fetched,  obsolete: 
his  taste  is  Oriental,  Grothic;  his  Muse  is  not  domesticated; 
there  is  nothing  mimmine&^imminee,  modern,  polished,  light, 
fluttering,  in  his  standard  of  the  sublime  and  beautiful :  if  his 
thoughts  are  proud,  pampered,  gorgeous,  and  disdain  to  mingle 
with  the  objects  of  humble,  unadorned  nature,  his  lordly  eye  at 
least  '' keeps  distance  due"  firom  the  vulgar  vanities  of  fashiona- 
ble life ;  from  drawing-rooms,  from  card-parties,  and  from  courts. 
He  is  not  a  carpet  poet.     He  does  not  sing  the  sofa,  like  poor 
Cowper.     He  is  qualified  neither  for  poet-laureat  nor  court- 
newsman.     He  is  at  issue  with  the  Morning  Post  and  Fashion- 
able World  on  what  constitutes  the  true  pathos  and  sublime  of 
human  life.     He  hardly  thinks  Lady  Charlemont  so  good  as  the 
Venus,  or  as  an  Albanian  girl  that  he  saw  mending  the  road  in 
the  mountains.     If  he  does  not  like  flowers  and  forests,  he  cares 
as  little  for  stars,  garters,  and  princes*  feathers,  for  diamond  neck- 
laces and  paste  buckles.     If  his  Lordship  cannot  make  up  his 
mind  to  the  quiet,  the  innocence,  the  simple,  unalterable  gran- 
deur of  nature,  we  are  sure  that  he  hates  the  frippery,  the  fop- 
pery, and  pert  grimace  of  art,  quite  as  much.     His  Lordship 
likes  the  poetry,  the  imaginative  part  of  art,  and  so  do  we ;  and 
so  we  believe  did  the  late  Mr.  John  Scott.     He  likes  the  sombre 
part  of  it,  the  thoughtful,  the  decayed,  the  ideal,  the  spectral 
shadow  of  human  greatness,  the  departed  spirit  of  human  power. 
He  sympathizes  not  with  art  as  a  display  of  ingenuity,  as  the 
triumph  of  vanity  or  luxury,  as  it  is  connected  with  the  idiot, 
superficial,  petty  self-complacency  of  the  individual  and  the  mo- 
ment (these  are  to  him  not  "  luscious  as  locusts,  but  bitter  as 
coloquintida ;")  but  he  sympathizes  with  the  triumphs  of  Time 
and  Fate  over  the  proudest  works  of  man — ^with  the  crumbling 
monuments  of  human  glory — with  the  dim  vestiges  of  countless 
generations  of  men — ^with  that  which  claims  alliance  with  the 
grave,  or  kindred  with  the  elements  of  nature.     This  is  what  he 
calls  art  and  artificial  T^oelrj.    ^\A  \)Kv%\^Ttfi\.^\!«,\  ^wxjbody  else 
understands  by  tke  leima,  co\HnLOx\>j  ot  w5ctf»SSjj  ^^^-^^^^^^i^. 
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There  is  as  little  connection  between  the  two  things  as  between 
the  grand-daughters  of  Mr.  Coutts,  who  appeared  at  court  the 
other  day,  and  Lady  Grodiva — as  there  is  between  a  reigning 
toast  and  an  Egyptian  mummy.  Lord  Byron,  through  the 
whole  of  the  argument,  pelts  his  reverend  opponent  with  in- 
stances, like  throwing  a  stone  at  a  dog,  which  the  incensed  ani- 
mal runs  afler,  picks  up,  mumbles  between  his  teeth,  and  tries 
to  see  what  it  is  made  of  The  question  is,  however,  too  tough 
for  Mr.  Bowles's  powers  of  mastication,  and,  though  the  fray  is 
amusing,  nothing  comes  of  it.  Between  the  Editor  of  Pope  and 
the  Editor  of  the  New  Monthly  Magazine,  his  Lordship  sits 


high  arbiter, 


And  by  decision  more  embroils  the  fray. 

What  is  the  use  of  taking  a  work  of  art,  from  which  "  all  the 
art  of  art  is  flown,"  a  mouldering  statue,  or  a  fallen  column  in 
Tadmor's  marble  waste,  that  staggers  and  overawes  the  mind, 
and  gives  birth  to  a  thousand  dim  reflections,  by  seeing  the  power 
and  pride  of  man  prostate  and  laid  low  in  the  dust ;  what  is  there 
in  this  to  prove  the  self-sufliciency  of  the  upstart  pride  and  power 
of  man  ?  A  ruin  is  poetical.  Because  it  is  a  work  of  art,  says 
Lord  Byron.  No,  but  because  it  is  a  work  of  art  o'erthrown. 
In  it  we  see,  as  in  a  mirror,  the  life,  the  hopes,  the  labour  of  man 
defeated,  and  crumbling  away  under  the  slow  hand  of  time ; 
and  all  that  he  has  done  reduced  to  nothing,  or  to  a  useless 
mockery.  Or  as  one  of  the  bread-and-butter  poets  has  described 
the  same  thing  a  little  diflerently,  in  his  tale  of  Peter  Bell  the 
potter, — 

The  stones  and  tower 
Seem'd  fading  fast  away 
From  human  thoughts  and  purposes, 
To  yield  to  some  transforming  power. 
And  blend  with  the  surrounding  trees. 

If  this  is  what  Lord  Byron  means  by  artificial  objects,  there 
is  an  end  of  the  question,  for  he  will  get  no  critic,  no  school  to 
difler  with  him.  But  a  fairer  instance  would  be  a  snug  citizen's 
box  by  the  road-side,  newly  painted,  plastered,  and  furnished.^ 
with  every  thing  in  the  newest  fashion  and  ^Yosa^TvoX.  ^tjl  «sJ«l^^ 
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the  wone  for  wear,  and  a  lease  of  one-and-twenty  years  to  run, 
and  then  let  us  see  what  Lord  Byron,  or  his  friend  and ''  host  of 
human  life  "  will  make  of  it,  compared  with  the  desolation  and 
the  waste  of  all  these  comforts,  arts,  and  elegances.     Or  let  him 
take — not  the  pyramids  of  Egypt,  but  the  Pavilion  at  Brighton, 
and  make  a  poetical  description  of  it  in  prose  or  verse.    I  defy 
him.     The  poetical  interest,  in  his  Lordship's  transposed  cases, 
arises  out  of  the  imaginary  interest     But  the  truth  is  that,  where 
art  flourishes  and  attains  its  object,  imagination  droops,  and  po- 
etry along  with  it    It  ceases,  or  takes  a  different  and  ambiguous 
shape ;  it  may  be  elegant)  ingenious,  pleasing,  instructive,  bnt 
if  it  aspires  to  the  semblance  of  a  higher  interest,  or  the  orna- 
ments of  the  highest  fancy^  it  necessarily  becomes  burlesque,  as 
for  instance  in  the  Rape  of  the  Lock.    As  novels  end  with  mar- 
riage, poetry  ends  with  the  consummation  and  success  of  art 
And  the  reason  (if  Lord  Byron  would  attend  to  it)  is  pretty  ob- 
vioua     Where  all  the  wishes  and  wants  are  supplied,  anticipated 
by  art,  there  can  be  no  strong  cravings  after  ideal  good  nor  dread 
of  unimaginable  evils ;  the  sources  of  terror  and  pity  must  be 
dried  up :  where  the  hand  has  done  everything,  nothing  is  left 
lor  the  imagination  to  do  or  to  attempt :  where  all  is  regulated 
by  conventional  indifference,  the  full  workings,  the  involuntary, 
uncontrollable  emotions  of  the  heart  cease :  property  is  not  a  po- 
etical, but  a  practical  prosaic  idea,  to  those  who  possess  and 
clutch  it,  and  cuts  off*  others  from  cordial  sympathy ;  but  nature 
is  common  property,  the  unenvied  idol  of  all  eyes,  the  fairy 
ground  where  fancy  plays  her  tricks  and  feats ;  and  the  pas- 
sions, the  workings  of  the  heart  (which  Mr.  Bowles  very  properly 
distinguishes  from  manners,  inasmuch  as  they  are  not  in  the 
power  of  the  will  to  regulate  or  satisfy^)  are  still  left  as  a  subject 
for  something  very  different  from  didactic  of  mock-heroic  poetry. 
By  art  and  artificial^  as  these  terms  are  applied  .to  jto^\y  or  hu- 
man life,  we  mean  those  objects  and  feelings  which  depend  for 
their  subsistence  and  perfection  on  the  will  and  arbitrary  con- 
ventions of  man  and  society ;  and  by  nature,  and  natural  ob- 
jects, we  mean  those  objects  which  exist  in  the  universe  at  large, 
without,  or  in  spite  ot,\Iltie  Yn\cdKtetkCfe  Ql\!Mass3WLYs^^^"«»^^<Mn- 
trivance,  and  those  iat«eato«xA«SfeOMk^^>K^^ 
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ble  to  the  human  will.  That  we  are  to  exclude  ait,  or  the 
operation  of  the  human  will,  from  poetry  altogether,  is  what  we 
do  not  affirm ;  but  we  mean  to  say  that  where  this  operation  is 
the  more  complete  and  manifest,  as  in  the  creation  of  given  ob- 
jects, or  regulation  of  certain  feelings,  there  the  spring  of  poetry, 
i.  e.  of  passion  and  imagination,  is  proportionably  and  much  imr 
paired.  We  are  masters  of  Art,  Nature  is  our  master ;  and  it  ii 
to  this  great  power  that  we  find  working  above,  without,  and 
within  us,  that  the  genius  of  poetry  bows  and  offers  up  its  high- 
est homage.  If  the  infusion  of  art  were  not  a  natural  disquali^ 
fier  for  poetry,  the  most  artificial  objects  and  manners  would  be 
the  most  poetical:  on  the  contrary,  it  is  only  the  rude  beginnings, 
or  the  ruinous  decay  of  objects  of  art,  or  the  simplest  modes  of 
life  and  manners,  that  admit  of  or  harmonize  kindly  with,  the 
tone  and  language  of  poetry.  To  consider  the  question  other- 
wise is  not  to  consider  it  too  curiously,  but  not  to  understand  it 
at  alL  Lord  Byron  talks  of  Ulysses  striking  his  horse  Rhesus 
with  his  bow,  as  an  instance  of  the  heroic  in  poetry.  But  does 
not  the  poetical  dignity  of  the  instrument  arise  from  its  very 
commonness  and  simplicity  1  A  bow  is  not  a  supererogation  of 
the  works  of  art.  It  is  almost  peculiar  to  a  state  of  nature,  that 
is,  the  first  and  rudest  state  of  society.  Lord  Byron  might  as 
well  talk  of  a  shepherd's  crook,  or  the  garland  of  flowers  with 
which  he  crowns  his  mistress,  as  images  borrowed  from  artificial 
light.  He  cannot  make  a  gentleman-usher's  rod  poetical,  though 
it  is  the  pink  of  courtly  and  gentlemanly  refinement  Will  the 
bold  stickler  for  the  artificial  essence  of  poetry  translate  Pope's 
description  of  Sir  Plume, — 

Of  amber-headed  snuff-box  juttly  vain, 
And  the  nice  conduct  of  a  clouded  cane, — 

into  the  same  son  of  poetry  as  Homer's  description  of  the  bow 
of  Ulysses?  It  is  out  of  the  question.  The  very  mention  of 
the  last  has  a  sound  with  it  like  the  twang  of  the  bow  itself; 
whereas  the  others,  the  snufi*-box  and  clouded-cane,  are  of  the 
very  essence  of  effeminate  impertinence.  Pope  >say8,  in  Spence's 
Anecdotes,  that  ^  a  lady  of  fashion  would  admire  a  star^  because 
iV  would  remind  her  of  the  twiakling  ot  «L^axa!^  on  ^\s«Sl-\!^^^'' 
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This  is  a  much  better  account  of  his  own  poetry  than  bis  noble 
critic  has  given.  It  is  a  clue  to  a  real  solution  of  the  difficulty. 
What  is  the  difference  between  the  feeling  with  which  wc  con- 
template a  gas-light  in  one  o£  the  squares,  and  the  crescent  moon 
beside  it,  but  this — that  though  the  brightness,  the  beauty  per- 
haps, to  the  mere  sense,  is  the  same  or  greater,  yet  we  know 
that  when  we  are  out  of  the  square,  we  shall  lose  sight  of  the 
lamp,  but  that  the  moon  will  lend  us  its  tributary  light  wherever 
we  go ;  it  streams  over  green  valley  or  blue  ocean  alike ;  it  is 
hung  up  in  air,  a  part  of  the  pageant  of  the  universe ;  it  steals 
with  gradual,  softened  state  into  the  soul,  and  hovers,  a  fairy- 
apparition,  over  our  existence !  It  is  this  which  makes  it  a  more 
poetical  object  than  a  patent-lamp,  or  a  Chinese  lanthorn,  or  the 
chandelier  at  Covent-garden,  brilliant  as  it  is,  and  which, 
though  it  were  made  ten  times  more  so,  w^ould  still  only  dazzle 
and  scorch  the  sight  so  much  the  more ;  it  would  not  be  attend- 
ed with  a  mild  train  of  reflected  glory ;  it  would  "  denote  no 
foregone  conclusion,"  would  touch  no  chord  of  imagination  or 
the  heart ;  it  would  have  nothing  romantic  about  it. — A  man 
can  make  anything,  but  he  cannot  make  a  sentiment !  It  is  a 
thing  of  inveterate  prejudice,  of  old  association,  of  common  feel- 
ing, and  so  is  poetry,  as  far  as  it  is  serious.  A  "  pack  of  cards," 
a  silver  bodkin,  a  paste  buckle,  "  may  be  imbued  "  with  as  much 
mock  poetry  as  you  please,  by  lending  false  associations  to  it; 
but  real  poetry,  or  poetry  of  the  highest  order,  can  only  be  pro- 
duced by  unravelling  the  real  web  of  associations,  which  have 
been  wound  round  any  subject  by  nature,  and  the  unavoidable 
conditions  of  humanity.  Not  to  admit  this  distinction  at  the 
threshold  is  to  confound  the  style  of  Tom  Thumb  with  that  of 
the  Moor  of  Venice,  or  Hurlothrumbo  with  the  Doge  of  Venice. 
It  is  to  mistake  jest  for  earnest,  and  one  thing  for  another. 

How  far  that  little  candle  throws  its  beams ! 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

The  image  here  is  one  of  artificial  life ;  but  it  is  connected 
with  natural  circumstances  and  romantic  interests,  with  dark- 
ness, with  silence,  with  distance,  with  privation,  and  uncertain 
danger ;  it  is  common,  ob^iovx^^  -wSfiassviX  ^\^\»asvssi\.  ^t VjRk^^BA. 
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therefore  the  poetry  founded  upon  it  is  natural,  because  the  feel- 
ings are  so.  It  is  not  the  splendour  of  the  candle  itself,  but  the 
contrast  to  the  gloom  without, — ^the  comfort,  the  relief  it  holds 
out  from  afar  to  the  benighted  traveller, — the  conflict  between 
nature  and  the  first  and  cheapest  resources  of  art,  that  constitutes 
the  romantic  and  imaginary,  that  is,  the  poetical  interest,  in  that 
familiar  but  striking  image.  There  is  more  art  in  the  lamp  or 
chandelier ;  but,  for  that  very  reason,  there  is  less  poetry.  A 
light  in  a  watch-tower,  a  beacon  at  sea,  is  sublime  for  the  same 
cause ;  because  the  natural  circumstances  and  associations  set  it 
off;  it  warns  us  against  danger,  it  reminds  us  of  common  calam- 
ity, it  promises  safety  and  hope :  it  has  to  do  with  the  broad 
feelings  and  circumstances  of  human  life,  and  its  interest  does 
not  assuredly  turn  upon  the  vanity  or  pretensions  of  the  maker 
or  proprietor  of  it.  This  sort  of  art  is  co-ordinate  with  nature, 
and  comes  into  the  first  class  of  poetry,  but  no  one  ever  dreamt 
of  the  contrary.  The  features  of  nature  are  great  leading  land- 
marks, not  near  and  little,  or  confined  to  a  spot,  or  an  individual 
claimant;  they  are  spread  out  everywhere  the  same,  and  are  of 
universal  interest  The  true  poet  has  therefore  been  described 
as 

Creation's  tenant,  he  is  nature's  heir. 

What  has  been  thus  said  of  the  man  of  genius  might  be  said 
of  the  man  of  no  genius.  The  spirit  of  poetry  and  the  spirit 
of  humanity  are  the  same.  The  productions  of  nature  are  not 
locked  up  in  the  cabinets  of  the  curious,  but  spread  out  on  the 
green  lap  of  earth.  The  flowers  return  with  the  cuckoo  in  the 
spring :  the  daisy  for  ever  looks  bright  in  the  sun  ;  the  rainbow 
still  lifts  its  head  above  the  storm  to  the  eye  of  infancy  or  age — 

So  was  it  when  my  life  began : 

So  is  it  now  I  am  a  man, 

So  shall  it  be  till  I  grow  old  and  die ; 

but  Lord  Byron  does  not  understand  this,  for  he  does  not  under- 
stand Mr.  Wordsworth's  poetry,  and  we  cannot  make  him.  His 
Lordship's  nature,  as  well  as  his  poetry,  is  something  arabesque 
and   outlandish. — Again,  once    mote,  "whjaX,  ^^  ^wI^l^  ^^. 
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auikes  the  diflbrence  between  an  opeia  of  Mozarf  s,  and  the 
mgmg  of  a  thrush  confined  in  a  wooden  cage  at  the  comer  of 
the  street  in  which  we  live  ?  The  one  is  nature,  and  the  other 
it  art :  the  one  is  paid  for,  and  the  other  is  not  Madame  Fodor 
sings  the  air  of  Vedrai  Carina  in  Don  Gun>anm  so  divinely  be* 
cause  she  is  hired  to  sing  it ;  she  sings  it  to  please  the  audience^ 
not  herself,  and  does  not  always  like  to  be  encored  in  it ;  but  the 
thrush  that  awakes  us  at  day-break  with  its  song  does  not  sing 
because  it  is  paid  to  sing,  or  to  please  others,  or  to  be  admired 
or  criticised :  it  sings  because  it  is  happy :  it  pours  the  thnllin; 
sounds  from  its  throat,  to  relieve  the  overflowings  oi  its  own 
breast — the  liquid  notes  come  from,  and  go  to,  the  heart,  drop- 
png  balm  into  it,  as  the  gushing  spring  revives  the  tiavellei's 
parched  and  fainting  lips.  That  stream  of  joy  comes  pure  and 
fresh  to  the  longing  sense,  free  from  art  and  afiectation ;  the 
same  that  rises  over  vernal  groves,  mingled  with  the  breath  of 
morning,  and  the  perfumes  of  the  wild  hyacinth  ;  that  waits  for 
no  audience,  that  wants  no  rehearsing,  that  exhausts  its  raptures, 
and  is  still — 

Hymns  its  good  God,  and  carols  sweet  of  love. 

There  is  this  great  difference  between  nature  and  art,  that  the 
one  is  what  the  other  seems^  and  gives  all  the  pleasure  it  ex- 
presses^ because  it  feels  it  itself  Madame  Fodor  sings,  as  a 
musical  instrument  may  be  made  to  play  a  tune,  and  perhaps 
with  no  more  real  delight :  but  it  is  not  so  with  the  linnet  or  the 
thrudi,  that  sings  because  God  pleases,  and  pours  out  its  little 
soul  in  pleasure.  This  is  the  reason  why  its  singing  is  (so  far) 
so  mudi  better  than  melody  or  harmony,  than  bass  or  treble, 
than  the  Italian  or  the  German  school,  than  quavers  or  crotchets, 
or  half-notes,  or  canzonets,  or  quartetts,  or  anything  in  the  world 
but  truth  and  nature ! 

To  give  one  more  instance  or  two  of  what  we  understand  by 
a  natural  interest  ingrafted  on  artificial  objects,  and  of  the  prin* 
ciple  that  still  keeps  them  distinct  Amelia's  "  hashed  mutton'* 
in  Fielding  is  one  that  we  might  mention.  Hashed  mutton  is 
an  article  in  cookery  ,YiomcXY  ^^^"^^^  Vck  >^^  ^n^SkK^  q£  «xt^  though 
Ar  removed  fix^m  tlie  aimpte  ^t^^^^xa  olTiBtea^\  ^^\^^  ^^si^ 
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say  that  this  common  delicacy  which  Amelia  provided  for  her 
husband's  supper,  and  then  waited  so  long  in  vain  for  his  return, 
is  die  foundation  of  one  of  the  most  natural  and  afiecting  inci- 
dents in  one  of  the  most  natural  and  affecting  books  in  the 
world. — ^No  description  of  the  most  splendid  and  luxurious  ban- 
quet could  come  up  to  it.  It  will  be  remembered,  when  the 
Almanack  des  Gourmands,  and  even  the  article  on  it  in  the  last 
Edinburgh  Review,  are  forgotten.  Did  Lord  Byron  never 
read  Boccaccio?  We  wish  he  would  learn  refinement  from 
him,  and  get  rid  of  his  hard  bravura  taste,  and  swash-buckler 
conclusions.  What  makes  the  charm  of  the  story  of  the  Fal- 
con ?  Is  it  properly  art  or  nature?  The  tale  is  one  of  artificial 
life,  and  elegant  manners,  and  chivalrous  pretensions ;  but  it  is 
the  fall  from  these,  the  decline  into  the  vale  of  low  and  obscure 
poverty, — the  having  but  one  last  loop  left  to  hang  life  on,  and 
the  sacrifice  of  that  to  a  feeling  still  more  precious,  and  which 
could  only  give  way  with  life  itself, — that  elevates  the  senti- 
ment, and  has  made  it  find  its  way  into  all  hearts.  Had  Fede- 
rigo  Alberigi  had  an  aviary  of  hawks,  and  preserves  of  pheas- 
ants without  end,  he  and  his  poor  bird  would  never  have  been 
heard  of.  It  is  not  the  expense  and  ostentation  of  the  entertain- 
ment he  sets  before  his  mistress,  but  the  prodigality  of  afiection, 
squandering  away  the  last  remains  of  his  once  proud  fortunes, 
that  stamps  this  beautiful  incident  on  the  remembrance  of  all 
who  have  ever  read  it.  We  wish  Lord  Byron  would  look  it 
over  again,  and  see  whether  it  does  not  most  touch  the  chords 
of  pathos  and  sentiment  in  those  places  where  we  feel  the  ab- 
sence of  all  the  pomp  and  vanities  of  art.  Mr.  Campbell  talks 
of  a  ship  as  a  sublime  and  beautiful  object  in  art.  We  will 
confess  we  always  stop  to  look  at  the  mail-coaches  with  no  slight 
emotion,  and,  perhaps,  extend  our  hands  af^er  some  of  them, 
in  sign  of  gratulation.  They  carry  the  letters  of  friends,  of  re- 
lations ;  they  keep  up  the  communication  between  the  heart  of 
a  country.  We  do  not  admire  them  for  their  workmanship,  for 
their  speed,  for  their  livery — ^there  is  something  more  in  it  than 
this.  Perhaps  we  can  explain  it  by  saying,  that  we  once  heard 
a  person  observe^ — "  I  always  look  at  the  Shrewsbury  mail,  and 
aometimes  with  tears  in  my  eyes :  that  la  lik^  c»ql<;^  ^^oas^.^'ir^ 
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bring  me  the  news  of  the  death  of  my  father  and  mother."  His 
Lordship  will  say,  the  mail-coach  is  an  artificial  object  Yet 
we  think  the  interest  here  was  not  founded  upon  that  circum- 
stance. There  was  a  finer  and  deeper  link  of  affection  that  did 
not  depend  on  the  red  painted  pannels,  or  the  dyed  garments  of 
the  coachman  and  guard.     At  least  it  strikes  us  so. 

This  is  not  an  easy  subject  to  illustrate,  and  it  is  still  more 
difficult  to  define.  Yet  we  shall  attempt  something  of  the  sort 
1.  Natural  objects  are  common  and  obvious,  and  are  imbued 
with  an  habitual  and  universal  interest,  without  being  vulgar. 
Familiarity  in  them  does  not  breed  contempt,  as  it  does  in  the 
works  of  man.  They  form  an  ideal  class ;  their  repeated  im- 
pression on  the  mind,  in  so  many  different  circumstances,  grows 
up  into  a  sentiment  The  reason  is,  that  we  refer  them  gen- 
erally and  collectively  to  ourselves,  as  links  and  mementos  of 
our  various  being ;  whereas,  we  refer  the  works  of  art  respec- 
tively to  those  by  whom  they  are  made  or  to  whom  they  belong. 
This  distracts  the  mind  in  looking  at  them,  and  gives  a  petty 
and  unpoetical  character  to  what  we  feel  relating  to  them. 
When  the  works  of  art  become  poetical,  it  is  when  they  are 
emancipated  from  this  state  of  "  circumscription  and  confine,"  by 
some  circumstance  that  sets  aside  the  idea  of  property  and  indi- 
vidual distinction.     The  sound  of  village  bells, — 

^The  poor  man's  only  music,* 

excites  as  lively  an  interest  in  the  mind  as  the  warbling  of  a 
thrush :  the  sight  of  a  village  spire  presents  nothing  discordant 
with  the  surrounding  scenery. 

2.  Natural  objects  are  more  akin  to  poetry  and  the  imagina- 
tion, partly  because  they  are  not  our  own  handy-work,  but  start 
up  spontaneously,  like  a  visionary  creation,  of  their  pwn  accord, 
without  our  knowledge  or  connivance — 

The  earth  hath  hubbies,  as  the  water  hath. 
And  these  are  of  them; — 

and  farther,  they  have  this  advantage  over  the  works  of  art, 
that  the  latter  either  fall  short  of  their  pre-conceived  intention, 
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and  excite  our  disgust  and  disappointment  by  their  defects ;  or, 
if  they  completely  answer  their  end,  they  then  leave  nothing  to 
the  imagination,  and  so  excite  little  or  no  romantic  interest 
that  way.     A  Count  Rumford  stove,  or  a  Dutch  oven,  are 
useful   for    the    purposes  of   warmth    or    culinary    dispatch, 
Gray*s  purring  favourite  would  find  great  comfort  in  warming 
its  nose  before  the  one,  or  dipping  its  whiskers  in  the  other ; 
and  so  does  the  artificial  animal,  man :  but  the  poetry  of  Rum- 
ford  grates  or  Dutch  ovens  it  would  puzzle  even  Lord  Byron  to 
explain.     Cowper  has  made  something  of  the  "  loud  hissing 
urn,"  though  Mr.  Southey,  as  being  one  of  the  more  refined 
"  naturals,"  still  prefers  "  the  song  of  the  kettle."     The  more 
our  senses,  our  self-love,  our  eyes  and  ears,  are  surrounded,  and, 
as  it  were,  saturated  with  artificial  enjoyments  and  costly  deco- 
rations, the  more  the  avenues  to  the  imagination  and  the  heart 
are  unavoidably  blocked  up.     We  do  not  say  that  this  may  not 
he  an  advantage  to  the  individual ;  we  say  it  is  a  disadvantage  to 
the  poet.     Even  "  Mine  Host  of  Human  Life  "  has  felt  its  pal- 
sying, enervating  influence.     Let  any  one  (after  ten  years  old) 
take  shelter  from  a  shower  of  rain  in  Exeter  Change,  and  see  how 
he   will  amuse  the  time  with  looking  over  the  trinkets,  the 
chains,  the  seals,  the  curious  works  of  art.     Compare  this  with 
the  description  of  Una  and  the  Red  Cross  Knight  in  Spenser : 

Elnforc'd  to  seek  some  covert  nigh  at  hand, 
A  shady  grove  not  far  away  they  spied, 
That  promis'd  aid  the  tempest  to  withstand : 
Whose  lofty  trees,  yclad  with  summer's  pride, 
Did  spread  so  hroad  that  heaven's  light  did  hide, 
Not  pierceable  with  power  of  any  star ; 
And  all  within  were  paths  and  alleys  wide. 
With  footing  worn,  and  leading  inward  far ;  • 
Far  harbour  that  them  seems ;  so  in  they  enter'd  are. 

• 

And  forth  they  pass,  with  pleasure  forward  led, 

Joying  to  hear  the  birds'  sweet  harmony, 

Which  therein  shrowded  from  the  tempest's  dread, 

Seem'd  ia  their  song  to  scorn  the  cruel  sky. 

Much  can  they  praise  the  trees  so  straight  and  high, 

The  sailing  pine,  the  cedar  proud  andXAW., 

The  vine-prop  ehn,  the  poplax  xxe^ei  di^. 
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The  builder  oak,  sole  king  of  fbresta  all, 
The  aapen  good  for  etaves,  the  cypress  funeral  * 

Artificial  flowers  look  pretty  in  a  lady's  head-dress ;  but  they 
will  not  do  to  stick  into  lofty  verse.  On  tb«  contrary,  a  crocus 
bursting  out  of  the  ground  seems  to  blush  with  its  own  golden 
light — ^  a  thing  of  life."  So  a  greater  authority  than  Lord 
Byron  has  given  his  testimony  on  this  subject :  ''  Behold  the 
lilies  of  the  field,  they  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin ;  yet  1  say 
unto  you,  that  even  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  was  not  arrayed  like 
one  of  these."    Shakspeare  speaks  of 


-Daffodib, 


That  come  hefore  the  swallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty. 

All  this  play  of  fancy  and  dramatic  interest  could  not  l)e 
transferred  to  a  description  of  hot-house  plants,  regulated  by  a 
thermometer.  Lord  Byron  unfairly  enlists  into  the  service  of 
his  argument  those  artificial  objects  which  are  direct  imitations 
of  nature,  such  as  statuary,  &c.  This  is  an  oversight  At  this 
rate,  all  poetry  would  be  artificial  poetry.  Dr.  Darwin  is  among 
those  who  have  endeavoured  to  confound  the  distinctions  of 

*  Most  people  have  felt  the  ennui  of  being  detained  under  a  gateway  in 
a  shower  of  rain.  Happy  is  he  who  has  an  umbrella,  and  can  escape  when 
Che  first  fury  of  the  storm  has  abated.  Turn  this  gateway  into  a  broker'i 
shop,  full  of  second-hand  furniture — ^tables,  chairs,  bedsteads,  bolsters,  and 
all  the  accommodations  of  man's  life, — the  case  will  not  be  mended.  On 
the  other  hand,  convert  it  into  a  wild  natural  cave,  and  we  may  idle  away 
whole  hours  in  it,  marking  a  streak  in  the  rock,  or  a  flower  that  grows  on 
the  sides,  without  feeling  time  hang  heavy  on  us.  The  reason  is  that, 
where  we  are  surrounded  with  the  works  of  man — the  sympathy  with  the 
art  and  purposes  of  man,  as  it  were,  irritates  our  own  will,  and  makes  ni 
impatient  of  whatever  interferes  with  it :  while,  on  the  contrary,  the  prcs* 
ence  of  nature,  of  objects  existing  without  our  intervention  and  controul, 
disarms  the  win  of  its  restless  activity,  and  disposes  us  to  submit  to  acci- 
dents that  we  cannot  help,  and  the  course  of  outward  events,  without  re- 
pining. We  are  thrown  into  the  hands  of  nature,  and  become  converts  to 
her  power.  Thus  the  idea  of  the  artificial,  the  conventional,  the  voluntaiy, 
is  fatal  to  the  romantic  and  imaginary.  To  us  it  seems  that  the  free  spoit 
of  nature  nuhes  ihio>ig.h  the  eoul^  like  a  stream  with  a  miumazing  sound, 
Ih0  echo  of  wlucih  VI  v^mAxi* 
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natural  and  ardficia]  poetry,  and  indeed,  he  is,  perhaps,  the  only 
one  who  has  gone  the  whole  length  of  Lord  Byron's  hyper-critical 
and  super-artificial  theory.  Here  are  some  of  his  lines,  which 
have  been  greatly  admired  : 

Apostrophe  to  Steel, 

Hail  adamantine  steel !  magnetic  lord, 

King  of  the  prow,  the  ploughshare,  and  the  sword! 

True  to  the  pole,  hy  thee  the  pilot  guides 

His  steady  course  amid  the  struggling  tides, 

Braves  with  hroad  sail  the  immeasurahle  sea. 

Cleaves  the  dark  air,  and  asks  no  star  hut  thee  I 

This  is  the  true  false  gallop  of  the  sublime.  Yet  steel  is  a 
▼ery  useful  metal,  and  doubtless  performs  all  these  wonders. 
But  it  has  not,  among  so  many  others,  the  virtue  of  amalgamating 
with  the  imagination.  We  might  quote  also  his  description  of 
the  spinning-jenny,  which  is  pronounced  by  Dr.  Aikin  to  be  as 
ingenious  a  piece  of  mechanism  as"the  object  it  describes ;  and, 
according  to  Lord  Byron,  this  last  is  as  well  suited  to  the  man- 
ufacture of  verses  as  of  cotton  twist  without  end. 

3.  Natural  interests  are  those  which  are  real  and  inevitable^ 
and  are  so  far  contradistinguished  from  the  artificial,  which  are 
factitious  and  afifected.  If  Lord  B3rron  cannot  understand  the 
difference,  he  may  find  it  explained  by  contrasting  some  of 
Chaucer's  characters  and  incidents  with  those  in  the  Bape  of  the 
Lock,  for  instance.  Custance,  floating  in  her  boat  on  the  wide 
sea,  is  difiTerent  from  Pope's  heroine. 

Launched  on  the  hosom  of  the  silver  Thames. 

Griselda's  loss  of  her  children,  one  by  one,  of  her  aU,  does 
not  belong  to  the  same  class  of  incidents,  nor  of  subjects  for 
poetry,  as  Belinda's  loss  of  her  favorite  curl.  A  sentiment  that 
has  rooted  itself  in  the  heart,  and  can  only  be  torn  from  it  with 
life,  is  not  like  the  caprice  of  the  moment — ^the  putting  on  of 
paint  and  patches,  or  the  pulling  off  a  glove.  The  inbred  char- 
acter is  not  like  a  masquerade  dress.  There  is  a  difference  be- 
tween the  theatrical  and  natural,  which  is  important  to  the 
determination  of  the  present  question,  and  which  has  been  over- 
looked by  his  LcM'dship.    Mr.  Bowles, Yiovie^^^lcsnsA^  \fi^ate 
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(and  with  the  hest  right  in  the  world)  on  the  distinction  between 
passion  and  manners.  But  he  agrees  with  Lord  Byron  that  the 
Epistle  to  Abelard  is  the  height  of  the  pathetic. 

Strange  that  such  difference  should  be 
'Twixt  tweedledum  and  tweedledee. 

That  it  is  in  a  great  degree  pathetic,  I  should  be  among  the 
last  to  dispute ;  but  its  character  is  more  properly  rhetorical  and 
voluptuous.  That  its  interest  is  of  the  highest  or  deepest  order 
is  what  I  should  wonder  to  hear  any  one  affirm  who  is  intimate 
with  Shakspeare,  Chaucer,  Boccaccio,  our  own  early  dramatists, 
cr  the  Greek  tragedians.  There  is  more  true,  unfeigned,  un- 
speakable, heartfelt  distress  in  one  line  of  Chaucer's  tale  just 
mentioned, 

Let  me  not  like  a  worm  go  by  the  way, 

than  in  all  Pope's  writings  put  together ;  and  I  say  it  without 
any  disrespect  to  him,  too.  Didactic  poetry  has  to  do  with  man- 
ners, as  they  are  regulated,  not  by  fashion  ,or  caprice,  but  by 
abstract  reason  and  grave  opinion,  and  is  equally  remote  from 
the  dramatic,  which  describes  the  involuntary  and  unpremedi- 
tated impulses  of  nature.  As  Lord  Bjrron  refers  to  the  Bible,  I 
would  just  ask  him  here,  which  he  thinks  the  most  poetical 
parts  of  it,  the  Law  of  the  twelve  tables,  the  book  of  Leviticus, 
&c. ;  or  the  book  of  Job,  Jacob's  dream,  the  story  of  Ruth,  &c.  ? 
4.  Supernatural  poetry  is,  in  the  sense  here  insisted  on,  allied 
to  nature,  not  to  art,  because  it  relates  to  the  impressions  made 
upon  the  mind  by  unknown  objects  and  powers,  out  of  the  reach 
both  of  the  cognizance  and  will  of  man,  and  still  more  able  to 
startle  and  confound  his  imagination,  while  he  supposes  them  to 
exist,  than  either  those  of  nature  or  art.  The  Witches  in  Mac- 
beth, the  Furies  in  ^schylus,  are  so  far  artificial  objects  that 
they  are  creatures  of  the  poet's  brain ;  but  their  impression  on 
the  mind  depends  on  their  possessing  attributes  which  baffle  and 
set  at  nought  all  human  pretence,  and  laugh  at  all  human  efforts 
to  temper  with-  them.    Satan  in  Milton  is  an  artificial  or  ideal 

character :  but  wouli  aivY  oxv^  ca?^  ^"ns  «x>qSvcv^  ^^nx^%    ^Ss.>a. 

in  Lord  Byron's  ptiase,  m^^t-^xVa-d^^^^-^^^^^^^^^ 
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poetry.  But  it  is  serious  business.  Fate,  if  not  Nature,  is  its 
ruling  genius.  The  Pandemonium  is  not  a  baby-house  of  the 
fancy,  and  it  is  ranked  (ordinarily)  with  natural,  i.  e.  with  the 
highest  and  most  important  order  of  poetry,  and  above  the  Rape 
of  the  Lock.  I  intended  a  definition,  and  have  run  again  into 
examples.  Lord  Byron's  concretions  have  spoiled  me  for  phi- 
losophy. 


THE  END. 


